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PREFACE 


A MAIN-— I should myself be disposed to say thf main 
— interest of Ltt P/titi licurgfth arises from the fact that 
it \vzs not only the last published, except scraps, of Ihl- 
zac’s works, but was actually never included in the various 
editions of the Cc^ruilt Hunstr.t till the appearance of the 
so-called /-rff/MJT a few years ago. In the famous 

collection of five-and-fifty squat volumes in which most 
people have made acquaintance with him it does not ap- 
pear, and M. de Lovenjoul himself speaks of it as *too 
little known.' It is supposed to have been, a* Lt Diputf 
rfVrm certainly was, finished by Charles Rabou; but the 
extent of his contribution docs not appear to be known. 
The critic just referred to thinks that it cannot have been 
great, because Balzac, some years before his death, speaks 
of the book as ‘nearly finished.* It is alw'ays wise to dif- 
fer with M, de Lovenjoul extremely cautiously and diffi- 
dently, for his knowledge of Balzac is as boundless as his 
absence of pretension or dictatorship on the subject is 
remarkable. But I venture to obsers-c that there arc sev- 
eral other books of which Balzac at difFcreni limes speaks 
as having been far advanced, if not actually ready for pub- 
lication, yet of which no trace seems to exist even In M. de 
Lovenjoul’s own extensive collection of unprinted * Re- 
mains.’ Still, there can be little doubt that the later parts 
oT Pet'ttt Bourgeoh exhibit far less mark of an alien hand 
than the later parts of the Depute d*jfreh. And though, if 
the book was actually finished, or nearly so, by the author 
himself, it seems strange that he should not have issued it, 
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anxious as he always was to make money ; ye't his absence 
from France, his illnesses, his unlucky devotion to the the- 
atre, and other things during the last three or four years of 
his life, supply not altogether insufficient explanations of 
the failure. 

If we suppose that he actually finished it, or that he left 
with it and with the Depute distinct instructions to Rabou 
for its completion, we may observe some things of interest 
about the pair. One is their very great length as com- 
pared with most of their fellows. Only three other num- 
bers of the Come die — Illusions Perdues^ Les G'elihataires^ and 
Splendours et Miseres des Courtisanes — equal them in general 
length, and all these three are practically collections of 
separate tales, with a certain community of subject. But 
it must also be remembered that La Cousine Bette^ their 
greatest and most immediate forerunner, is much longer 
than any other undivided single book. And from this, I 
think, it is not improper to infer that Balzac was experi- 
encing a leaning towards longer stories, which might have 
had distinct results if he had gone on. 

Secondly, in both stories, and here particularly in parts 
where there is no reason to question the appearance of his 
own work, we note not merely an apparent desire to wind 
up the clew of the histories of divers important personages, 
but also a tendency to refer and cross-refer to the earlier 
numbers of the Comedie in a way which may be found 
slightly irritating, but which is significant. For we know 
that in the magnificent dreams, the ‘ lordly keeps of Spain,’ 
which Balzac cherished and dwelt in, the present Comedie^ 
huge as it is, was, to keep the Dantean phrase, not an en- 
tire Commedia but only a Cantica of one — that there were 
to be other collections standing to it as the whole of the 
present mass stands to the divisions or Scenes. It was 
therefore natural that this task of winding up the clews 
should seem desirable to him. As in the Depute a' Ards 
we see the last of Vautrin, so here we part with an old — 
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It IS impossible to say, friend, but acquaintance, in Corentin 
And It may be a slight bribe to the belief that the thing is 
really Balzac’s if we note that thus we leave off as we 
began, that as in Les Chouans^ the revelation of the author, 
we heard of the spy’s first exploits, so here we leave him 
breaking his wand, or rather transferring it to la Peyrade, 
with the exulting but ominous declaration that ‘ all things 
pass except the police and the necessity for it,’ a sort of 
translation, m Balzac’s key, of Joseph de Maistre’s famous 
theory that society rests on the executioner One may 
sigh for a little poetical justice, and wish that the manes of 
Montauran and Mile de Verneuil, of Michu and others, 
had not remained unavenged , but that would have counter- 
worked Balzac’s principles, sound enough if not pushed 
too far, that the talus retpubhcae has precedence of all private 
nghts and wrongs 

Not a very great deal need be said of the book itself It 
has a certain resemblance to its great predecessor or con- 
temporary or follower ffor the dates are not certain), La 
Caustne Bette t but is almost entirely destitute of tragedy, 
except in the painful but happily-cnding episode of Lydie 
de la Peyrade In the minuteness of its attention to mu- 
nicipal matters, it shows almost as strongly as Le Depute 
d'Arcts how Balzac’s mind, under the conditions of the 
later July Monarchy, had been drawn to the subject of 
public life I do not know whether it would be going too 
far to assume that it also shows, taken with La Cousine 
Bettiy a certain tendency to exchange the technically ' high ’ 
life in which the author had earlier delighted for the finan- 
cial and bourgeois element which (as, to do him justice, he 
had long ago foreseen) was overtaking it hand over hand 
in point of political and social importance, and was, as he 
anticipated, to supersede it mainly under the Second Em- 
pire, and almost wholly under the Third Republic The 
details, scenes, and characters, if not for Balzac extraordi- 
narily brilliant, show at least no falling off The Thuillier 
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and Colleville households are ignoble, but not absolutely dis- 
gusting, and the intrigues of Cefizet, and others about the 
‘succession Thuillier,’ though sbmething of a double on 
Le Cousin Pons^ are sufficiently different. But the author 
no doubt meant the main interest to centrq, on Theodose 
de la Peyrade and his amateur performance of something 
like the same honourable offices to which his uncle’s 
Mephistophelian friend destined and devoted him. La 
Peyrade is of that class of persons who, as the Scotch 
judge remarked, ‘ are clever chiels, but would be nane the 
waur of a hanging.’ But he repents and makes such 
amends as are possible for his chief overt crime, and he 
too is not disgusting. 

The book, when in his letters Balzac spoke of it as 
first nearly finished and then actually ‘ set up,’ bore the 
title of Les Petits Bourgeois de Paris^ but nobody seems to 
have seen the MS. or the proofs. It actually appeared in 
> the Pays during the autumn of 1854, and was afterwards 
issued as a book by the publisher de Potter in eight vol- 
umes — four bearing the present title in 1856, and the 
other four as Les Parvenus in 1857., 
twenty-seven, and the second twenty-five chapter divi- 
sions with headings. M. de Lovenjoul does not mention 
whether there was any special authority for the suppres- 
sion of these when the book was at last, a few years ago, 
made part of the Comedie^ or whether- it was done in 
accordance with Balzac’s usual practice. 


G. S. 



THE MIDDLE CLASSES 

To Comtance Vtctoire 

This^ Madame^ a one of the works which drop m on the 
author's mtnd-^ we know not whence^ and please him before he 
can foresee what welcome they may receive from the public^ 
the supreme judge in our day. Feeling almost sure that you will 
look kindly on my infatuation^ J dedicate this hook to you is it not 
yours by rights as of eld a tithe was due to the Church, in mem- 
ory of God who makes all things grew and ripen in the fields 
and in the mind ? 

Some lumps of clay left by Meltere at the foot of his colossal 
statue of Tartuffe have here been moulded by a hand less skilful 
than bold , still, hoiuever far I must remain beneath the great- 
est of comic writers^ I shall be satisfied to have utilised these 
fragments, picked Up from before the curtain of his stage, to 
show the modern hypocrite at work 

What has been most disheartening in this difficult task was 
finding It incompatible with any religious question, since for you, 
who are so pious, I had to avoid them, apart from what a great 
writer calls the ^general indifference to matters of religion * 

May the meaning of your two names be prophetic of the for^ 
tunes of the book ^ And regard this, I entreat you, as an ex- 
pression of respectful gratitude from one who ventures to sign 
himself your most devoted servant, 

De Balzac. 


A 
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The Middle Classes 


PART I 

The Tourniquet (or Turnstile) Saint-Jean, of which a 
description seemed at the time so superfluous in the talc 
entitled A Second Family^ was a primitive relic of old Paris 
which has ceased to exist but in that record. The build- 
ing of the Hotel de Ville in its modern form has cleared a 
whole quarter of the city. 

In 1830 the passers-by could still see the Turnstile 
represented as the sign of a wine-shop, but that house, its 
last refuge, has since been demolished. Old Paris, alas! 
is vanishing with terrible rapidity. Here and there, in these 
books of mine, something will survive ; a typical house of 
mediseval times like that described in the beginning of The 
Cat and Racket — a few such specimens may still be seen ; 
or the house in the Rue du Fouarre inhabited by Judge 
Popinot, an example of old citizen dwellings. Here, the 
remains of the Fulbert’s house 5 there, the Port of the 
Seine in the time of Charles IX. Why should not 
the chronicles of French social life, like another Old 
Mortality^ rescue these remarkable records of the past, as 
Walter Scott’s old man restored the tombstones? 

The protests of literature during these ten years past were 
certainly not superfluous ; art is again beginning to cover 
with its flowers the squalid fronts of the . houses built for 
trade purposes, which one of our writers has compared to 
cupboards. 

It may here be incidentally remarked that the creation of 
a municipal board del Ornamento such as, in Milan, regu- 
lates the architecture of streets, every proprietor having to 
submit his plans to its arbitration, dates from the, twelfth 
century. And who can have failed to recognise in that 
charming capital the effects of patriotism in the nobles and 
citizen class alike, and to admire the character and origi- 
nality of the private buildings ? 
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The hideous and delirious spmt which, jear after }ear, 
lowers the storeys of our houses, squeezes a whole set of 
rooms into the space of a single drawing-room, and wages 
war to the death against town gardens, must inevitably re- 
act on Pans hahiis We shall soon be obliged to live out 
of our houses much more than in them The sacredness of 
private life, the libert) of home — where are tlic) ? They 
are not to be had for less than fift) thousand francs a )car 
And, indeed, few millionaires even allow themselves the 
luxury of a whole small house protected by a court-)ard 
from the street, and sheltered from the cunosit) of the 
neighbours by a shady garden-plot 

The Code, which regulates the distnbuiion of inhcnted 
fortunes b) equalising incomes, has led to this building of 
bnck and monar phalanstencs to lodge thirty families, and 
yield a hundred thousand francs a )ear 

And so, fifty years hence, wemaj easil) count the houses 
that will be left of the class inhabit^ by the Thuillicr famii| 
at the time when this story opens, a reall) curious house 
deserving the honour of a detailed description, if it were 
only for the sake of comparing the citizen class of the past 
with Its representatives to-day And the situation and ap- 
pearance of this residence, the setting of this picture of 
daily life, had a stamp, an aroma of middle-class existence, 
which may prove attractive or repulsive, as the reader may 
take It 

To begin with, the house did not belong to Monsieur or 
to Madame Thuillier, but to Mademoiselle Thuillier, Mon 
sieur Thuillicr’s elder sister This house, purchased bj 
Mademoiselle Maric-Jcannc-Bngittc Thuillier in the course 
of the SIX months immediately following the revolution of 
1830, stands about half-way down the Rue Saint-Dommique 
d’Enfer, on the right-hand side coming from the Rue d'Enfcr, 
so that the house in which Monsieur Thuillier lived faces 
the south 

The steady migration of the Pans population towards 
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the higher ground on the right bank of the Seine, deserting 
the left bank, had for some time damaged the sale of prop- 
erty in the so-called quartier Lathi^ where certain reasons, 
which will appear from the character and habits of Mon- 
sieur Thuillier, made his sister decide on the purchase of a 
freehold. ' She was able to buy this one for the merely 
nominal price of forty-six thousand francs ; additional 
items mounted up to six thousand francs : fifty-two thou- 
sand francs in all. A detailed description of the property 
in the style of an advertisement, and of the improvements 
effected by Monsieur Thuillier, will explain the way in 
which some fortunes were made in July, 1830, while others 
were undermined. 

Towards the street the house showed a front of stucco 
masonry, eaten by the weather, furrowed by the rain, and 
grooved by the plasterer’s tool to imitate stone. This sort 
of facade is so common in Paris, and so ugly, that the 
municipality ought to offer prizes to owners who would 
build new fronts in carved stone. This drab wall, pierced 
by seven windows, was three storeys high, and crowned 
by attics and a tiled roof. The carriage gateway, wide 
and strong, showed by its style and structure that the side 
towards the street had been first built at the time of the 
Empire, to utilise part of the court-yard of an extensive 
older house, surviving from the time when this quarter was 
in some favour as a residence. 

On one side of the gateway was the porter’s lodge j on 
the other the stairs went up of this front half of the house. 
Two wings adjoining the neighbouring houses on each side 
had formerly been the coach-houses, stabling, kitchens, and 
servants’ quarters for the house at the back of the court- 
yard; but these, since 1830, had been rented as ware- 
houses. The right-hand side was occupied by a wholesale 
stationer. Monsieur Metivier nephew ; the left side by a 
bookseller named Barbet. Their offices were over the 
storerooms and shops, the bookseller occupying the first 
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floor, and the stationer the second floor, of the house on 
the street Metivicr, a paper broLcr rather than a mer- 
chant, and Barbet, more busted in discounting bills than 
in selling boohs, used these extensive premises for storing 
job lots of svitioncry purchased from manufacturers in 
difficulties in Mctwier’s half, and in Barbel’s, the editions of 
boohs he had taken in securit) for loans The shark of 
the bookselling trade and the pike of the paper business 
lived on verj fnendl) terms, and their transactions, having 
none of the bustle of a retail trade, brought but few car- 
nages into that quid court-)aTd, where there was so little 
traffic that the porter had to weed the grass out now and 
again from between the stones Messieurs Barbet and 
Metivier, who hardly figure even as supernumeraries in this 
tale, paid rare visits to their landlord, and their punctualit) 
m paying their rent placed them in the category of excel- 
lent tenants the Thuillier circle regarded them as ver) 
honest folks 

The third floor facing the street was divided into two 
sets of rooms, one occupied by Monsieur Duiocq, clerk 
to a justice of the peace, a retired official who frequented 
the Thuillier’s drawing-room, the other was tenanted bj 
the hero of this tale For the present, however, we must 
be satisfied to know the amount of his rent — seven hun- 
dred francs — and the position he had taken up m the heart 
of the citadel three years before the curtain rises on this 
domestic drama 

Of these two sets of rooms the clerk, a bachelor of fifty, 
occupied the larger , he kept a cook and paid a rent of a 
thousand francs 

Two years after buying the house and ground. Made- 
moiselle Thuillier was getting seven thousand two hundred 
francs a year in rents , the former owner had left it fitted 
with outside shutters, had redecorated the interior, and fin- 
ished It with mirrors, without ever succeeding in selling or 
letting It , and the Thuilliers themselves, very handsomely 
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housed as will be seen, had one of the best gardens in that 
part of Paris, the trees shading the deserted little street 
called the Rue Neuve-Sainte-Catherine. 

That part of the house which they inhabited, between 
the forecourt and garden, seemed to have Jseen built to 
gratify the whim of some wealthy citizen in the time of 
Louis XIV., or that perhaps of a president of the Parlement^ 
or of some peace-loving and learned student. There was 
a certain imposing Louh-quatorzian air in the handsome 
masonry, though the stone was weather-worn ; the courses 
were marked out by grooves; the panelling in red brick was 
a reminder of the stables at Versailles; the windows, arched 
above, had masks on the keystone and to support the sill. 
The door, the upper half of glass in small panes, showing 
the garden beyond, was of the unpretending, sound style 
frequently seen in the lodges of royal residences. 

This dwelling, with five windows across, had but two 
storeys above the ground floor, and was handsomely capped 
with a four-sided roof ending in weathercocks, and broken 
by well-designed chimneys and oval garret windows. The 
building, as it stood, may perhaps have been the surviving 
portion of some larger aristocratic hotel ; still, after consult- 
ing the plans of Paris, no data seem to confirm this conjec- 
ture; moreover, the title-deeds in Mademoiselle Thuillier’s 
possession mention Petitot, the famous enamel painter, as 
the owner in Louis XIV.’s time, and he had it from the 
President Lecamus. It is probable that the President lived 
in this house while his famous hotel in the Rue de Thorigny 
was in course of building. 

Thus Law and Art alike had left their traces there. And 
how liberal a view of necessity and pleasure had presided 
over the arrangements of the dwelling ! To the right, on 
entering the hall, a spacious square room, was a stone stair- 
case, with two windows to the garden ; under the stairs 
was a door to the cellars. From the hall opened the dining- 
room, with windows to the court-yard, and a door beyond' 
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to the kitchens adjoining Oarbet's stores. Behind the stairs 
on the garden side was a splendid study, also with two 
windows. The first and second floors each formed a sepa- 
rate set of apartments i the servants* rooms were shown by 
the dormer windows at each side of the roof. 

The fine square hall contained a magnificent stove, and 
it was amply lighted by the two glass doors, front and back. 
It was paved with black and white marble, and had a deco- 
rative cofTcred ceiling of which the can'cd beams and bosses 
had once been painted and gilt, but, under the Empire no 
doubt, had since been whitewashed ; opposite the stove was 
a red marble cistern with a marble basin. 

Over the three doors of the drawing-room, study, and 
dining-room were oval panels with pictures that cried out 
for much-needed restoration} the mouldings were heavy, 
but the decoration W’as not devoid of merit. 

The drawing-room, wainscotted throughout, was remi- 
niscent of the age of magnificence in its Langu^oc marble 
chimney-placc, in Its ceiling with ornaments in the comers, 
and in the shape of the windows with their small panes. 
The dining-room, parallel with the drawing-room with 
double doors between, was floored with marble j the panel- 
ling entirely of oak and unpainted } but the tapestry had 
been replaced by villainous modern paper. The coffered 
ceiling of chestnut wood remained unspoilt. The study, 
modernised by Thuillier, was wholly discordant. The 
white and gold ornament of the drawing-room was so com- 
pletely faded that only red lines were to be seen in the 
place of the gold, and the white paint had turned yellow 
and streaky, and was flaking off. 

The Latin idea Otium cum dlgnitate has never, to a 
poet’s eyes, been more admirably suggested than in this 
fine old house. The ironwork of the balustrade to the 
stairs was worthy in style of the Judge and of the Artist ; 
but to discern their traces in these relics of a dignified an- 
tiquity the observing eye of an artist was needed. 
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The Thuilliers and their immediate predecessors had 
done much dishonour to this gem of wealthy citizenship by 
their middle-class habits and tastes. Imagine walnut-wood 
chairs with horsehair seats j a mahogany table with an oil- 
cloth cover ; lamps in stamped metal j a cheap paper with a 
red border 5 atrocious black and white prints on the walls, 
and cotton curtains with a red binding — in this dining- 
room where Petitot’s friends had feasted. Conceive of the 
effect in the drawing-room of the portraits of Monsieur, 
Madame, and Mademoiselle Thuillier, by Pierre Grassou, 
the painter of their class ; of card-tables that had done 
twenty years’ service ; consoles of the time of the Empire, 
and a tea-table supported on a huge lyre ; a set of furniture 
in coarse mahogany covered with printed velvet on a choco- 
late ground ! On the chimney-piece stood a clock with a 
figure representing Bellona, and candelabra with fluted 
columns ; the curtains of worsted damask and the worked 
muslin curtains were looped back with stamped brass 
chains. A second-hand carpet covered the polished floor. 

The handsome hall was furnished with benches covered 
with plush, and the carved panelling was hidden behind 
cupboards and wardrobes of various dates, removed from 
all the places where the Thuilliers had ever lived. The 
cistern was covered by a shelf to carry a smoky lamp dating 
from 1815. And to crown all, fear, that hideous bogie, 
had led to the addition of double doors both to the garden 
and the forecourt, strongly sheathed in iron, opened back 
against the wall by day, but shut by night. 

It is easy to trace the deplorable desecration of this mon- 
ument of domestic life in the seventeenth century by the 
domestic life of the nineteenth. When Napoleon first was 
Consul perhaps some master builder, having purchased this 
little freehold, thought he would make some use of the 
part of the forecourt next the street; he probably destroyed 
a noble gateway flanked by lodges which gave importance 
to this elegant residence, to use an old-fashioned word, and 
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the thnft of a Parisian builder stamped its blight on the 
very front of its elegance, just as the newspapers and their 
printing-presses, the manufactory and its warehouses, trade 
and Its counting-houses, have ousted the aristocracy, the 
old citizen-clais, finance and law, wherever they had dis- 
played their magnificence 

A very curious study is that of the history of title-deeds 
in Pans * In the Rue des Batailles a madhouse stands 
where once was the house of the Chevalier Pierre Bayard 
du Terrail , the ‘ third estatt * has built a whole street on 
the land occupied by the Hotel Necker. Old Pans is 
going — following the kings who are gone For one gem 
of architecture saved by a Polish princess,^ how many 
smaller palaces have fallen, like Peiitot's house, into the 
hands of such as the ThuiUiers 

The incidents which led to Mademoiselle Thuilher^s 
purchasing this property were as follows. 

At the fall of the Viliele administration Monsieur Louis 
Jerome ThuilUer, who had been for six and twenty years a 
clerk in the civil service, found himself a second clerk, but 
hardly had he tasted the joys of such deputy authority — • 
formerly the smallest of his hopes — when the events of 
July, 1830, compelled him to resign He very ingeniously 
calculated that the new men, only too glad to have another 
place at their command, would deal promptly and hand- 
somely with the question of his pension, and he was 
right, for It was at once fixed at seventeen hundred 
francs 

When the cautious second clerk first mooted the idea of 
retiring, his sister, who was far more his life’s partner 
than his wife had ever been, trembled for his future pros- 
pects 

‘What would Thuillierdo with himself^ ’ was the ques- 

^ The Hotel I^mbeit, He Sunt Lout, in which the Pnneess Czartontka took 
up her abode 
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tion the two women asked each other with equal fears ; they 
were at that time living in a small apartment on the third 
floor in the Rue d’Argenteuil. 

‘ Settling the matter of his pension will keep him busy 
for some time,’ said Mademoiselle Thuillief. ‘ But I am 
thinking of investing my money in a way that will keep his 
hands full. It will be almost as good as being in an office 
to have an estate to manage.’ 

‘Oh, my dear sister, we will save his life!’ cried 
Madame Thuillier. 

‘Well, I have always foreseen this critical moment in 
Jerome’s life,’ said the old maid with a patronising air. 

Mademoiselle Thuillier had too often heard her brother 
say : ‘ Such an one is dead ; he only lived two years after 
retiring ! ’ — she had too often heard Colleville, Thuillier’ s 
intimate friend and, like him, a government clerk, jesting 
about the grand climacteric of office life, saying; ‘We 
shall come to it too, all in good time I ’ — not to appreciate 
the risk for her brother. 

The transition from routine to idleness is in fact the 
critical time for the civil servant. The men who are in- 
capable of substituting some occupation for the business 
they have left change very much; some die, a great many 
take to fishing — a vacuous employment not unlike their 
office work; others, of more active habits, buy shares in a 
business, lose their savings, and are glad at last to take a 
place in the working of the concern which, after the first 
failure and bankruptcy, succeeds in the hands of cleverer 
men on the look-out for it ; then the clerk can rub his now 
empty hands and say, ‘ I always knew there was a future 
before us.’ 

But most of them struggle against their old habits. 

‘ Some, said Colleville, ‘ are victims to depression of a 
kind peculiar to government clerks. They die of suppressed 
circulars; they suffer from red-tape-worm. Little old 
Poiret could never see a white letter folio edged with blue 
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without changing colour at the beloved sight; he turned 
yellow instead of green.’ 

Mademoiselle Thuillier was regarded as the genius of 
her brother’s Jiousehold; she had plenty of force and 
decision, as her personal history will show. This supe- 
riority, which was but relative, enabled her to gauge her 
brother, though she worshipped him. After seeing the 
wreck of the hopes she had founded on her idol, there was 
too much of the mother in her feeling to allow her to over- 
estimate the social calibre of the retired clerk. 

Thuillier and his sister were the children of the head 
porter at the Exchequer office. Jerome, being very short- 
sighted, had escaped every form of requisition and conscrip- 
tion. The father’s ambition was to see his son a clerk. At 
the beginning of the century there were so many places to 
fill in the army that the vacancies in the offices were many, 
and the death of under-clerks enabled burly old Thuillier to 
see his son mount the lowest steps of the official ladder. 

The old man died in 1814, when Jerome was about to 
be made second clerk; but this hope was all the fortune he 
had to leave him. Old Thuillier and his wife who died 
in i8io, had retired in 1806, their life pension all their 
wealth, having spent their income in giving Jerome his 
education and in keeping him and his sister. 

The effect of the Restoration on government offices is 
well known. A mass of clerks were turned out of employ- 
ment by the suppression of forty-one government depart- 
ments, honest men ready to take places below those they 
had been deprived of. The ranks of these men, who had 
earned their claims, were swelled by the members of exiled 
families ruined by the Revolution. Jerome, squeezed be- 
tween these two bodies of recruits, thought himself lucky 
not to be dismissed on some frivolous pretext. He quaked 
till the day when by good chance he was made second 
clerk and saw himself sure of a decent pension. 
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This brief sketch accounts for Monsieur Thuillier’s 
limited purview and lack of general knowledge. He had 
learnt such Latin, arithmetic, history, and geography as 
boys are taught at school, but he had not risen above what 
was called the second class because his father seized the 
opportunity of getting him into the office, boasting of his 
son’s ‘ splendid hand.’ So, though little Thuillier wrote the 
first list of names in the State ledger, he missed his course 
of rhetoric and philosophy. 

Once made a wheel of the official machinery he troubled 
himself little about letters, and still less about art ; he im- 
bibed an empirical knowledge of his own line of business ; 
and when, under the Empire, he rose to mix with the supe- 
rior class of clerks, he caught the superficial manners that 
hid the porter’s son, but he failed to catch even the sem- 
blance of ready wit. His ignorance warned him to be silent, 
and his taciturnity did him good service. Under the Im- 
perial system he trained himself to the passive obedience 
which superiors appreciate, and it was to this qualification 
that he subsequently owed his advancement to be second 
clerk. The fruit of routine was great experience ; his 
manner and his silent habits concealed his want of educa- 
tion. 

These negative merits constituted a recommendation 
when a cipher was needed. There was the risk of offend- 
ing one of two parties in the Chamber, each anxious to 
place a man, and the authorities got out of the difficulty 
by falling back on the rule of seniority. That was how 
Thuillier became a second clerk. 

Mademoiselle Thuillier, knowing that her brother ab- 
horred reading, and could not go into any business as a 
substitute for the task-work of the office, had wisely de- 
termined to give him the cares of property, the manage- • 
ment of a garden, the minute trivialities of middle-class life, 
and the trifling intrigues of neighbourly gossip. 

So the removal of the household from the Rue d’Argen- 
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teuil to the Rue Saint-Dormmquc d'Enfer, the business in- 
volved in the purchase, the selection of a porter, the search 
for tenants, all kept Thuillier busy through 1831-1832 
When this great transplantation was achieved, when the 
sister saw that Jerome had survived the uprooting, she 
gave him further employment, as >ve shall presently see, 
for which she found a basis in her brother’s nature, this 
may at once be described 

Though only a superior porter’s son, Jerome was what is 
called a fine man , above the medium height, slightly built, 
not bad looking with his spectacles on, but, like many 
short sighted persons, hideous as soon as he took them off, 
for the habit of seeing through glasses had induced a sort 
of mist over his eyes Between the age of eighteen and 
thirty young ThuiIIier was a favourite with women in the 
social sphere that rests on the middle class and ends belou 
the head clerks of Departments, but, as is well known, 
under the Empire the wars left Pans society somewhat 
bereft by taking every man of any energy out to the battle- 
field, and to this, perhaps, as a great physician has sur- 
mised, the decadence of the generation living in the middle 
of the nineteenth century may be due 

Thuillier, compelled to attract attention by some accom 
plishments other than intellectual, learned to dance and 
waltz so well as to be noted , he was called ‘ handsome 
Thuillier’, he played billiards to perfection, he cut out 
paper very ingeniously , his friend Colleville taught him so 
well that he could sing some fashionable ballads These 
little accomplishments procured him the spurious success 
which deceives the young, and deludes them as to the 
future Mademoiselle Thuillier, from 1806 till 1814, be- 
lieved in her brother as Mademoiselle d Orleans believed 
in Louis Philippe, she was proud of Jerome, she pictured 
him the head of an office, thanks to the popularity which 
at that time gave him access to a few drawing-rooms where 
he certainly never would have been seen but for the circum- 
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stances which made society under the Empire a perfect 
hotchpotch. 

However, handsome Thuillier’s triumphs were not usu- 
ally of long duration j women no more cared to keep hiin 
than he cared to - be perpetually faithful ; h,e might have 
served as the hero of a comedy called ‘ Don Juan in spite 
of himself.’ This business of being handsome bored Thuil- 
lier till it made him look old ; and his face, covered with 
wrinkles like that of an antiquated beauty, credited him 
with twelve years more than the baptismal register. He 
had retained a habit of glancing at himself in the glass, 
putting his hands on his hips to set off his figure, and assum- 
ing the attitudes of a dancing master, all of which pro- 
longed the lease of the nickname ‘ handsome' Thuillier ’ 
beyond the advantages which had bestowed it on him. 

What was true in 1806 was sarcastic in 1826. He 
still preserved some vestiges of the dress of the dandy of 
the Empire, nor were they unbecoming to the dignity of a 
retired second clerk. He wore the full plaited neckcloth 
burying his chin, with ends that imperilled the passers-by 
projecting from a neatly smart knot, tied of yore by fairer 
hands. Following the fashions at a respectful distance he 
adapted them to his own style, wore his hat very far 
back, shoes in summer and fine stockings. His long over- 
coat was a reminiscence of the I'evite of the Empire ; he 
would not give up plaited shirt-frills and white waistcoats, 
he was always playing with his switch, a fashion of 1810, 
and held himself very upright. No one, seeing Thuillier 
walking on the boulevards, would have taken him for the 
son of a man who served the clerks’ breakfasts at the office 
of the Exchequer; he looked like a diplomate of the 
Empire, or a sous-prefet. 

Now not only did Mademoiselle Thuillier very inno- 
cently encourage her brother’s vanity by inciting him to the 
utmost care of his person, which was but the outcdme of 
her worship, but she gave him all the joys of family life by 
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transpUnung close to him a household v. hose existence hid 
run almost parallel with theirs 

Its head M*as Monsieur Colletdle, TTiuillicr*s intimate 
friend, but before describing P) lades it is all the more 
nccessar) to h^c done with Orestes, since it must be ex 
plained uh) Thutlhcr, handsome Thuillier, found himself 
without a famil), for without children the famil) is not, 
and here must be rciealed one of those deep m)stcrics 
which he buried among the arcana of prnate life, a few 
symptoms only rising to the surface when the anguish of a 
hidden sorrow becomes too acute the life, namcl), of 
Madame and Mademoiselle ThuiUier , for so far we have 
seen on!) the public life, so to speak, of Jerome Thuillier 
Mane-Jcannc-Brigitle Thuillier, four jears older than 
her brother, W'as immolated for his benefit, it was easier 
to give him a profession than to give her n marriage por- 
tion To some natures ill-fortune is a pharos lighting up 
the dark and squalid places in social life Superior to her 
brother both in energy and intelligence, Brigitte had a 
character which the sledge-hammer of persecution makes 
dense, compact, and highly resistant, not to sa) inflexible 
Eager for independence, she determined to escape from her 
life in the porter’s lodge and be mistress of her own fate 
At the age of fourteen she established herself m an attic 
notfarfromthcTrcasury, which was then in the Rue Vivi- 
enne, and near the Rue dc h Vrillicre where the Bank still 
stands There she courageously set up in a little unfamil- 
iar business under the privilege and patronage of her father’s 
masters the manufacture of money-bags for the Bank, the 
Treasury, and certain great banking-houses By the end of 
three years she emp^ojed two woikwoTnen 

Investing her savings in consols, by 1814 she found her- 
self possessed of three thousand six hundred francs a year, 
the results of fifteen years’ earnings She spent but little, 
she dined with her father every day as long as he lived, 
and, as is known, French consols during the dying struggles 
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of the Empire went down to forty odd francs, so. this sum, 
apparently exaggerated, is easily accounted for. 

At the old man’s death, Brigitte and Jerome, aged respec- 
tively twenty-seven and twenty-three, set up house together. 
The brother and sister were most affectionately attached. 
When, in the days of his splendour, Jerome was at any 
time in need of money, his sister, dressed in coarse stuff 
and her fingers skinned by the thread she sewed with, 
always had some louis to offer him. In Brigitte’s eyes 
Jerome was the handsomest and most charming man in. all 
the French Empire. To keep house for this adored brother, 
to be admitted to the secrets of this Lindoro and Don Juan, 
was Brigitte’s day-dream ; she sacrificed herself almost pas- 
sionately to an idol whose egoism she could magnify and 
hold sacred. She sold her business to .her forewoman for 
fifteen thousand francs, and went to settle with Jerome in 
the Rue d’Argenteuil, making herself the mother, protector, 
and slave of this pet of the ladles. 

Brigitte, with the instinctive prudence of a woman who 
owed all she had to her own prudence and toil, hid the 
amount of her property from her brother; she was afraid, 
no doubt, of the prodigalities of a man so much in favour, 
and only brought six hundred francs a year to the common 
stock; this, added to Jerome’s eighteen hundred, enabled 
her to make both ends meet at the close of the year. 

From the very first day of their partnership Thuillier 
listened to his sister as to an oracle, consulted her on even , 
the most trifling matters, had no secrets from her, thus 
giving her a taste of the fruit of despotism which became 
her besetting sin. And, indeed, the sister had sacrificed 
everything to the brother, she had staked her all on his 
affection, she lived in and for him. 

Her ascendancy over Jerome was singularly confirmed 
by the marriage she contrived for him in 1814. 

Witnessing the nipping squeeze in government offices 
that resulted from the newcomers under the Restoration, 
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and more especially from the return of the old society which 
tramjiled down the citizen class, Brigitte understood, and 
indeed her brother explained to her, the bearing of the crisis 
that was extinguishing all their hopes There could be no 
further successes for handsome Thuillier among the nobil- 
ity who were succeeding to the plebeians of the Empire 

ThuiIIier was not capable of taking up a political opinion , 
he felt, as did his sister, that he must make the best of his 
remaining youth to end with credit In these circumstances 
an old maid as ambitious as Brigitte wished and determined 
to see her brother marry, as much for her own sake as for 
his, since she alone would make him happy, and Madame 
Thuillier would be but an accessory indispensable for the 
production of a child or two 

Though Brigitte’s mind was hardly adequate to her will, 
at any rate she had the instinct that served her despotic 
temper, she had no education, she simply went straight 
onward, with the persistency of a character accustomed to 
succeed She had a genius for home management, the 
spirit of thrift, the talents of a housekeeper, and the love of 
work She fully understood that she could never succeed 
in finding a wife for Jerome m a class above their own, a 
family who would maJee inquiries as to their mode of life 
and perhaps be scared at finding a mistress already estab- 
lished in the home, so she looked in a rank below for the 
people she might dazzle, and she found a suitable match 
under her hand 

The senior messenger of the Bank of France, named 
Lemprun, had a daughter, an only child, Celeste Ma- 
demoiselle Celeste Lemprun would inherit her mother’s 
fortune, she also being the only child of a market gardener 
whose property consisted of some acres of land near Pans 
which the old man still cultivated Then there would be 
the savings left by the worthy Lemprun, a man who, after 
being employed in the houses of Thellusson and of Keller, 
had entered service at the Bank when it was first started 
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Lemprun, now a head servant, enjoyed the respect and 
esteem of the government officials and inspectors. Hence 
the Board of Directors, on hearing that Celeste was to be 
married to a respectable clerk in the civil service, promised 
a donation of six thousand francs ; and this ^um, added to 
twelve thousand given by her father and twelve thousand 
from old Galard, the market-gardener at Auteuil, raised the 
marriage portion to thirty thousand francs. Old Galard 
and Monsieur and Madame Lemprun were delighted by 
this alliance; the head messenger knew Mademoiselle 
Thuillier to be one of the most upright and respectable 
women in Paris. Brigitte gave lustre to her investments 
in the funds by assuring Lemprun that she would never 
marry, and neither he nor his wife, figures from the Golden 
Age, would have made so bold as to criticise Brigitte. 
They were especially struck by the handsome Thuillier’s 
brilliant position, and the marriage was concluded to the 
satisfaction of all parties. 

The governor and secretary of the Bank signed the docu- 
ments as witnesses for the bride ; Monsieur de la Billardiere, 
head of his department, and Monsieur Rabourdin, a head 
clerk, did the same for Thuillier. 

Six days after the wedding old Lemprun was the victim 
of a very daring robbery, mentioned in the papers of the 
time, but quickly forgotten in the exciting events of 1815. 
The thieves having entirely evaded pursuit, Lemprun wished 
to pay for the loss ; and though the Bank in fact charged 
the sum to the account of bad debts, the poor old man died 
of grief caused by this disaster. He regarded it as a blow 
to his honesty of seventy years’ standing. 

Madame Lemprun gave the whole of her husband’s 
money to her daughter, Madame Thuillier, and went to live 
with her father at Auteuil, where the old man died of an 
accident in 1817. 

Alarmed at the thought of managing or letting her 
father s fields and gardens, Madame Lemprun, amazed at 
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Brigitte’s capabilities and honesty, begged her to realise the 
property, and so arrange matters that her daughter should 
take everything into her own hands, allowing her fifteen 
hundred francs a year and leaving her the house at Auteuil. 
The old maij’s land, sold in lots, realised thirty thousand 
francs. Lemprun had left as much, and the two fortunes, 
added to Celeste’s marriage portion, amounted in 1818 to 
ninety thousand francs. 

Celeste’s money had been invested in Bank shares at a 
time when they stood at nine hundred francs. With the 
sixty thousand francs Brigitte secured five thousand francs 
a year, for five per cents were at sixty, and she charged 
this, with fifteen hundred francs a year of life interest, to 
the Widow Lemprun. Thus, at the beginning of x8i8, 
with Thuillier’s salary of three thousand four hundred francs. 
Celeste’s income of three thousand five hundred, and the 
dividends on thirty-four shares In the Bank of France, the 
annual sum passing through Brigitte’s uncontrolled hands 
amounted to eleven thousand francs. 

It was necessary to set forth this financial position from 
the beginning, not only to anticipate difficulties, but to clear 
the stage for the drama, 

Brigitte in the first place allowed her brother five hun- 
dred francs a month, and so managed the house that five 
thousand a year paid all expenses j she allowed her sister- 
in-law fifty francs a month, demonstrating that she for her 
part was satisfied with forty. To secure her dominion by the 
power of money Brigitte hoarded the surplus of her private 
dividends; she was a money lender, it was said in the 
offices, her brother acting as her agent and discounting bills. 
Still, though Brigitte accumulated a capital of sixty thou- 
sand francs between 1813 and 1840, the existence of such 
a sum can be accounted for by transactions on ’change, the 
funds varying as much as forty per cent, without having 
recourse to accusations more or less veracious, of which the 
truth would add nothing to the interest of this story. 
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From the very first Brigitte broke in the hapless Madame 
Thuillier by a free use of the spurs and the sawing of the 
bit which she made her feel. But this luxury of tyranny 
was wasted ; the victim yielded at once. Celeste, justly 
gauged by Brigitte, devoid of spirit and education, accus- 
tomed to a sedentary life and tranquil atmosphere, was ex- 
cessively placid by nature, pious in the widest sense of the 
word, and ready to expiate by the hardest penance the 
niost involuntary fault that could inflict pain on another. 
She was absolutely ignorant of life, accustomed to be waited 
on by her mother, who did all the work herself, and com- 
pelled to keep very quiet by a lymphatic constitution, which 
made the least exertion a fatigue. She was a typical child 
of the Paris middle class, where such children are constantly 
seen, rarely gifted with beauty, — the product of poverty, 
of overwork, of airless dwellings, bereft of freedom and of 
all the conveniences of life. 

At the time of her marriage Celeste was a little woman, 
nauseatingly fair and colourless, fat, slow, and very stupid- 
looking. Her forehead, too high and prominent, suggested 
water on the brain, and under that dome a face evidently 
too small and ending in a point like a mouse’s snout, led 
some of the guests to hint that she might sooner or later 
go out of her mind. Her pale blue eyes, and lips set in a 
perpetual smile, did not contradict the idea. On her wed- 
ding-day, a solemn occasion, she had the look, the manner, 
and the attitude of a person condemned to death, and only 
hoping it will be soon over. 

‘ She is a little soft ! ’ said Colleville to Thuillier. 

Brigitte was the knife that would stab this nature, the 
utmost contrast to her own. She had a stamp of beauty 
in her regular and classic features, but destroyed by the toil 
which from her infancy had kept her bent over coarse and 
unbeautiful work, and by the privations she voluntarily 
endured to amass her little hoard. . Her complexion, washed 
to a polish at a very early age, had the hue of steel. Her 
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dark eyes were set in black, or rather in bruised circles ; 
her upper lip was marked with dark down, a sort of sooti- 
ness ; her lips were thin, and her imperious forehead ^vas 
crowned by hair that had been black, but was fast turning 
to chinchilla. , She was as upright as any handsome woman 
could be, and cver)’thing about her betrayed a hard life, 
suppressed fires, and the cost of her gains. 

To this woman Celeste was simply a fortune to absorb, a 
mother to mate, one more subject in her empire. She soon 
found fault with her for being so flabby, — a word con- 
stantly on her tongue, — and th^e acrid old maid, who would 
have been heartbroken if she had had a managing sister- 
in-law, found a savage pleasure in stinging this helpless 
creature to activity. Celeste, ashamed of seeing her sister- 
in-law display her housewifely encigy and do tlie housework, 
tried to help hcri then she fell ill; at once Brigitte was 
devoted in caring for her; she nursed her like a sister, and 
would say before Jerome : — 

*You are not strong enough; well, then, do nothing, 
poor child!' emphasising Celeste’s incapacity with the dis- 
play of pity by which the strong, affecting gentle compas- 
sion for the weak, contrive to insinuate their own praises. 

But as all such despotic natures love to use their strength 
and show great tenderness for physical suffering, she nursed 
her sister-in-law so well (hat Celeste’s mother was quite 
satisfied when she came to see her. 

When Madame Thuillier was well again Brigitte would 
say, in such a way as to be heard: ‘ Limp rag* of no use 
whatever!’ and the like. Celeste retired to her room to 
weep, and when Thuillier found her in tears he would 
make excuses for his sister, 

* She is as good as gold, but she is hot-tempered. She 
loves you after her own fashion; she is just the same to 
me.’ 

And Celeste, remembering her sister-in-law’s motherly 
care, forgave her. 
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Brigitte regarded her brother as king of the household j 
she praised him up to Celeste and treated him as an autocrat, 
a Ladislas, an infallible Pope. Madame Thuillier, bereft 
of her father and her grandfather, and almost deserted hy 
her mother who came to see her on Thursdays, while they 
went to her on Sundays in the summer, had no one to love 
but her husband: in the first place because he was her 
husband, and also because to her he was always ‘ handsome 
Thuillier.’ Besides, he sometimes behaved to her as if she 
were his wife, and for all these reasons combined she wor- 
shipped him. He seemed to her all the more perfect when 
he often took her part, and scolded his sister, not out of 
regard for Celeste but from sheer selfishness, to secure peace 
in the house during the few minutes he spent there. In 
fact Thuillier dined at home, and came in to bed very 
late ; he went to balls in his own circle, alone and exactly 
as though he were still a bachelor. 

Thus the two women were always together. Celeste 
unconsciously adopted a passive attitude, and became, as 
Brigitte wished, a perfect slave. The Queen Elizabeth of 
the household went through a change from domineering to 
a sort of pity for this perpetually crushed victim. She 
finally set aside her haughty airs, her cutting words, her 
tone of contempt, feeling sure that she had bent her sister- 
in-law to the yoke. 

As soon as she realised that her slave’s neck" was bruised 
by the collar, she took care of her as of a piece of personal 
property, and Celeste knew better days. Then, comparing 
the end with the beginning, she felt a sort of affection for 
her tormentor. 

The poor soul had but one chance that might have given 
her spirit to defend herself, to become something — some- 
body — in the household that lived on her money, though 
she did not know it, while she got nothing but the crumbs 
from the table j but that chance never favoured her. 

At the end of six years Celeste had no child. 
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This misfortune, over which, month after month, she 
shed torrents of tears, did much to add fuel to Brigitte’s 
scorn, she pronounced her of no use at all, not even to 
bear children. The old maid, who had dreamed of loving 
her brother’s <;hddren as if they were her own, was slow 
in getting used to the idea of this irremediable misfortune. 

At the time when this stoiy opens, in 1840, at the age 
of forty-six, Celeste had ceased to weep, for she was 
mournfully certain that she would never be a mother. 
Strange to say, after twenty-five years of a life in which 
victory had finally blunted and broken the knife, Brigitte 
was as fond of Celeste as Celeste was of her. Time, ample 
means, the incessant friction of daily life which had no doubt 
rubbed off the corners and smoothed down asperities, with 
Celeste’s lamblike resignation and sweetness, had led to a 
serene autumn And the two women were united by the 
one feeling they had ever known their adoration for the 
fortunate and selfish Thuillier. 

And then these two women, both childless, had each, like 
every woman who has longed in vam to be a mother, de- 
voted herself to a child This spurious motherhood, quite 
as absorbing as real motherhood, needs an explanation 
which brings us to the mam action of the drama, and will 
account for the abundant occupation found by Mademoiselle 
Thuilher for her brother, 

Thmlher had entered the office as supernumerary clerk 
at the same time as Colleville, who has already been men- 
tioned as his intimate friend. Compared to the dull and 
methodical rule of Thuilher’s house, social nature had 
created Colleville’s as a complete contrast-, and while it is 
impossible not to remark that this fortuitous contrast is far 
from moral, it must be added that before jumping to a con- 
clusion It will be well to read the story to the end — a story 
for which, being but too true, the author cannot be held 
responsible. 
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This Colleville was the son of a clever musician, for- 
merly first violin at the opera in the days of FranccEur and 
Rebel. At least six times a month, as long as he lived, he 
would relate anecdotes about the performances of Ze Devhi 
du Village^ imitating Jean-Jacques Rousseau '^ith wonder- 
ful exactitude. Colleville and Thuillier were inseparable ; 
they had no secrets from each other, and their friendship, 
begun at the age of fifteen, had known no cloud in 1839. 

Colleville was one of the clerks called ‘ pluralists ’ in 
government offices. Such men are always distinguished 
by their industry. Colleville, who was a good musician, 
held by favour of his father’s name and influence the place 
' of first clarinet player at the Opera Comique, and as long as 
he -was a bachelor, Colleville, being a little better off than 
Thuillier, often shared with his friend. But Colleville, 
unlike Thuillier, married to please himself : Mademoiselle 
Flavie, the illegitimate child of a famous opera-dancer who 
called the girl du Bourguier, asserting that she was the 
daughter of a rich contractor of that name who was ruined 
in 1800, and who forgot the child all the more completely 
because he had doubts as to the celebrated lady’s fidelity. 

Flavie’s birth and appearance had destined her to a soriy 
fate when Colleville, having frequent occasion to visit her 
mother, who lived in luxury, fell in love with the girl and 
married her. Prince Galathionne, the dancer’s ‘protector’ 
in September, 1815, when her brilliant career was drawing 
to a close, gave Flavie twenty thousand francs as a wedding 
portion, and her mother furnished her with a magnificent 
trousseau. The visitors to her house made her presents of 
jewellery and plate, so the Collevilles started in housekeep- 
ing, richer in superfluities than in capital. 

Flavie, brought up in luxury, had at first a pretty apart- 
ment furnished by her mother’s decorator, and here the 
young wife held court, airing her taste for art and artists, 
amid a certain display of elegance. 

Madame Colleville was pretty and piqiiante, bright, gay. 
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and gracious, and a thorough ‘good fellow.’ The dancer, 
who was now four and forty, retired from the st-igc and 
went to live in the countn.*, thus depriving her daughter of 
the benefit she derived from her mother's wealth and ex- 
travagance. Madame Collcvillc’s house was pleasant enough 
but desperately expensive. 

Between 1816 and 1826 she had five cluldren. Colleville, 
a musician at night, kept a merchaftt's books from seven till 
nine ever)’ morning. By ten he was at the ofiicc. And 
so, by blowing into a wooden pipe in the e\cning and writ- 
ing out accounts by double entf)' in the mornmg, he made 
seven or eight thousand francs a year. 

Madame Colleville played the real lady; she was ‘at 
home ’ on Wednesdays, she gave a music party once a week, 
and a dinner once a fonnight. She only saw her husband 
at dinner j in the evening, when he came in towards mid- 
night, she often had not returned. She was at the play, 
for she sometimes had a box given her, or she left word for 
Colleville to fetch her from some house where she was at 
a dance or a supper. 

Madame Collcvillc’s dinners were excellent, and the com- 
pany, if mixed, was very amusing ; she received distinguished 
actresses, painters, men of letters, and some men of wealth. 
Madame Colleville could vie in elegance with TulHa, the 
famous opera-singer, of whom she saw a great deal ; still, 
though the Collcvilles drew on their capital, and often found 
' it difficult to make both ends meet at the end of the month, 
Flavie never was in debt. 

Colleville was very happy ; he still loved his wife and 
was still her great friend. Always welcomed with the same 
affectionate smile and iiifcctious good spirits, be yielded to 
her irresistible fascinations and w.iys. 

The exhausting toil he went through in his three sepa- 
rate avocations suited his character and temperament. He 
was a good-natured, burly fellow, florid, jolly, and lavish, 
and full of whims. In ten years there was never a squab- 
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ble’in the household. In the office he was regarded as a 
scatterbrain, like all artists, as they said; but they were 
superficial judges who mistook the constant haste of a busy 
man for the hurry of a muddler. 

He had sense enough to affect a certain stupidity; he 
would boast of his domestic happiness, and pretend to be 
interested in concocting anagrams, as if he were absorbed 
by a passion for them. The clerks of his division, the 
heads of divisions, and even heads of offices came to his 
concerts *, from time to time, at fitting moments, he would 
offer tickets for a play, for he needed much indulgence for 
his frequent absence from work. Rehearsals took up half 
the time he ought to have spent at the office, but the musi- 
cal gifts he had inherited from his father were genuine, and 
his knowledge great enough to exempt him from any but 
the general rehearsals. Thanks to Madame Colleville’s in- 
fluence, the theatre and the authorities respectively yielded 
to the necessities of this worthy pluralist, who, besides all 
this, was training a young fellow earnestly recommended by 
his wife, a great musician of the future, who sometimes 
took his place in the orchestra with every hope of succeed- 
ing him. 

In point of fact, in 1827, when Colleville retired, the said 
young man became the first clarinet. 

As to Flavie, she was summed up in the sentence : ‘ She 
is a bit of a flirt ! ’ 

The eldest Colleville child, born in 1816, was the very 
image of its good father. In 1818 Madame Colleville 
thought everything of the cavalry, ranking it even above 
the arts ; she smiled on a lieutenant of the Saint-Chamans 
dragoons, Charles de Gondreville, who was young and rich, 
and who died afterwards in the Spanish war ; her second 
son, then a baby, was destined to a soldier’s life. In 1820 
she considered the Bank as the foster-mother of industry 
and the mainstay of the State, and the great Keller, the 
famous orator, was her idol. Her third son was born, 
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Francois, who was to go into business and would never 
lack the advantage of Keller’s protection By the end of 
1820 Thuillier, Monsieur and Madame Colleville’s intimate 
friend and Flavie’s great admirer, felt the need of pouring 
out his sorrpws m that excellent woman’s heart, and expa- 
tiated on his matrimonial troubles For six years he had 
hoped for a child, but God had not blessed his efforts , in 
vain did Madame Thuillier have masses said, she had even 
been to Notre Dame de Liesse > He described Celeste 
under every aspect, and the words ‘ Poor Thuillier ’ fell from 
Madame Colleville’s lips She, for her part, was just then 
rather depressed , she had no predominant opinion She 
confided her sorrows to Thuillier The great Keller, the 
hero of the Left, was m fact horribly mean , she had seen 
the sunny side of glory, the follies of finance, the shallow- 
ness of an orator He never would say a word excepting 
in the Chamber, and he had behaved very badly to her 
Thuillier was indignant 

‘ Only simpletons know how to love,’ said he , ‘ take me I * 

And handsome Thuillier was said to be making up to 
Madame Colleville, paying her attentions, as the phrase 
was under the Empire 

‘ So you are sweet on my wife,* said Colleville, laughing 
‘You had better beware, she will leave you in the lurch 
like all the rest ' ’ 

A cunning speech by which Colleville guarded his mari- 
tal dignity in the office 

In 1820—1821 Thuillier availed himself of his position 
as a friend of the family to help Colleville, who had so 
often helped him of old, and in the course of eighteen 
months he had lent the Collevilles nearly ten thousand 
francs, never intending to mention it In the spring of 
1821 Madame Colleville gave birth to a charming little 
girl to whom Monsieur and Madame Thuillier stood spon- 
sors , she was named Celeste Louise Caroline Brigitte , 
Mademoiselle Thuillier wished that this angel should bear 
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one of her names. The name Caroline was given in com* 
pliment to Colleville. 

Old Madame Lemprun undertook to put the child out 
to nurse under her own eye at Auteuil, where Celeste and 
her sister went to see her twice a week. , 

As soon as Madame Colleville was strong again she 
said to Thuillier quite frankly and seriously : — 

‘ My dear friend, if we are to continue good friends, we i 
must Ije nothing more. Colleville is greatly attached to 
you well, one in the family is enough.’ 

‘Pray tell me,’ said Thuillier to Tullia, the dancer, who 
was calling on Madame Colleville, ‘why women are so 
little attached to me. I am not the Belvidere Apollo, but 
on the other hand I am not a Vulcan; I am fairly good- 
looking, I can talk, I am constant — ’ 

‘ Do you want to know the truth ’ asked Tullia. 

‘Yes,’ said handsome Thuillier. 

‘Well, then, though we sometimes love an idiot, we 
never can love a fool.’ ' 

This speech crushed Thuillier ; he could not get over it. 
He had a fit of melancholy and accused womankind of 
caprice. 

‘Did not I warn you?’ said Colleville; ‘I am not a 
Napoleon, my dear fellow ; I should even be very sorry if 
I were, but I have my Josephine — a jewel ! ’ 

The chief Secretary in her husband’s office, des Lupeaulx, 
whom Madame Colleville supposed to have more influence 
than he had — she used to say later : ‘ He was one of my 
mistakes ’ — was for a time the great man of the Colleville 
drawing-room; but as he had not power enough to get 
Colleville promoted to the division of Bois-Levant, Flavie 
had wit enough to take umbrage at the attentions he paid 
Madame Rabourdin, the wife of a head clerk, a minx, as 
she said, to whose house she had never been invited, and 
who had twice been so impertinent as not to come to her 
music parties. 
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Flavie was dreadfully shocked by young Gondreville’s 
death, she was quite inconsolable, she saw in it, she said, 
the hand of God. In 1824 she mended her ways, talked 
about economising, received no more company, devoted 
herself to her children, and set up for being a virtuous wife 
and mother, her friends did not know of any favourite m 
attendance. But she went much to church, she corrected 
her dress, wearing sober greys, she talked of religion and 
the proprieties , and this mysticism resulted in the birth, in 
1825, of a pretty little boy, named Theodore, the gift of 
God. 

In 1826, when the Congregation was all-powerful, Colle- 
ville was made second clerk in Clergeot’s division, and in 
1828 promoted to be revenue collector in a Pans district. 
Colleville also obtained the Cross of the Legion of Honour, 
to entitle him, by and by, to have his daughter educated at 
Samt-Denis. The half-scholarship which Keller had suc- 
ceeded in getting in 1823 for Charles, the eldest of Colle- 
ville’s boys, was given to the second , Charles secured a 
whole scholarship at the College Samt-Denis, and the third, 
to whom Madame the Dauphiness extended her protection, 
had three-quarters of a scholarship at the College Henri IV. 

In 1830 Coileville’s attachment to the Legitimate branch 
compelled him to retire , all his children were happily living- 
He was so fortunate to be able to get something for his 
place, a pension of two thousand four hundred francs as the 
reward of long service and an indemnity of ten thousand 
francs from his successor, he was also promoted to be an 
officer of the Legion of Honour. He nevertheless found 
himself in straitened circumstances, and in 1832 Made- 
moiselle Thuillier advised him to settle near them, hinting 
that he might obtain a clerkship at the Maine, as, in fact, 
he did within a fortnight, with a salary of a thousand 
crowns. 

Charles Colleville had just entered the Naval School. 
The schools to which the other boys went were in the 
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neighbourhood. The seminary of Saint Sulpice, where the 
youngest was one day to be educated, was close to the 
Luxembourg. Finally, Thuillier and Colleville really ought 
, to end their days together. 

In 1833 Madame Colleville, now five-and-thirty, settled 
in the Rue d’Enfer at the corner of the Rue des Deux- 
Eglises with Celeste and little Theodore; thus Colleville 
was about equally far from his Mairie and the Rue Saint- 
Dominique. The family, after leading a life at first of 
show and dissipation and constant festivities, and then of 
quiet retirement, was now reduced to middle-class obscurity 
with a total income of five thousand four hundred francs. 

Celeste was now twelve years old ; she promised to be 
pretty ; she required masters ; she would cost at least two 
thousand francs a year. Her mother felt that she must be 
placed under the eye of her godfather and godmother. So 
she acted on Mademoiselle Thuillier’s suggestion, in every 
way a wise one ; and Brigitte, without in any way pledging 
herself, made Madame Colleville understand pretty clearly 
that her fortune, with her brother’s and Madame Thuillier’s, 
was to be settled on Celeste. The little girl had lived at 
Auteuil till the age of seven, worshipped by kind old 
Madame Lemprun, who died in 1829, leaving twenty 
thousand francs in savings, and her house, which sold for 
the enormous sum of twenty-eight thousand. 

The little girl had seen but little of her mother and a 
great deal of Madame and Mademoiselle Thuillier since 
going home to her father’s house in 1829. In 1833 she 
fell more exclusively under Flavie’s management, and the 
mother then tried conscientiously to do her duty, overdoing 
it indeed, as women do who are tortured by remorse. Fla- 
vie, without being hard, was very strict with the little girl ; 
she looked back on her own early training and vowed to 
herself that she would make an honest woman, and not a 
light woman, of Celeste. She took her to church and made 
her take her first communion under the direction of a Paris 
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cure who has since been made '» bishop Celeste as all 
the more genuinely pious because Madame Thuillicr, her 
godmother, whom she adored, uas a perfect sunt Celeste 
fell that she was belter lo\cd b) this poor, lonclj woman 
than bj her owin mother 

Between 1833 and 1840 she had the most brilliant edu- 
cation, according to the ideas of her tiorld The best 
music-masters made her a \cr) tolerable performer, she 
could wash in a water-colour drav\ing serj neall) , she 
danced to perfection, she had learned her own language 
and historj, gcograph), English, Italian — m short, cver)- 
thtng that constitutes a lad) like education Of medium 
height and rather flat, she at as unfortunatcl) short-sighted, 
neither prett) nor plain, she bad a fair, bnght complexion, 
but she had not a notion of fine manners She had a good 
deal of restrained feeling, and her godfather, godmother, 
Mademoiselle Thuillicr, and Collcvillc himself were unani- 
mous on this point — a mother's anchor of hope — that 
Celeste could feel a strong attachment One of her chief 
beauties avas magnificent light-brown hair, but her hands 
and feet showed common blood 

The girl was engaging for her admirable airtucs, she 
was genuinely kind, simple, and sweet , she loacd her father 
and mother, and would have sacrificed herself for them 
Brought up in the deepest admiration for her godparents, 
alike by Brigitte, — who made her call her Aunt Brigitte, 
— by Madame Thuilher, and by her mother, who was on 
constantly intimate terms with the old ‘buck’ of the Em- 
pire, Celeste had the loftiest ideas of the retired second clerk 
The bouse in the Rue Samt-Domintque impressed her as 
much as the Chateau of the Tmleries impresses a courtier 
of the new dynasty 

Thuilher had not withstood the rolling-mill action of 
administrative routine which avears the brains thin in pro- 
portion as they are beaten out Exhausted by monotonous 
work as well as by his successes as a ‘lady’s man,’ he had 
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lost his best faculties by the time he settled in the Rue 
Saint-Dominiqiie ; but his drawn features, bearing a slightly 
arrogant expression mixed with the self-satisfaction that 
might have been the fatuity of a superior clerk, made the 
deepest impression on Celeste. She alonq adored that col- 
ourless face. She knew that she was the delight of the 
Thuillier household. 

The Collevilles and their children very naturally formed 
the nucleus of the society which Mademoiselle Thuillier’s 
ambition aimed at collecting about her brother. A retired 
clerk of la Billardiere’s division, who had for thirty years 
been living in the Saint-Jacques quarter of the city, Mon- 
sieur Phellion, now a major of the National Guard, was 
recognised at the first review by the retired collector and 
second clerk. Phellion was one of the most highly re- 
spected men in the district. He had one daughter, for- 
merly a teacher in the Lagrave school for girls, and 
now married to Monsieur Barniol, a professor in t;he Rue 
Saint-Hyacinthe. 

Phellion’s eldest son was mathematical master in a pub- 
lic school. He gave lessons, coached pupils, and devoted 
himself, as his father expressed it, to pure mathematics^ 
The second son was studying in the Civil Engineering 
College, 

Phellion had a pension of nine hundred francs, and a few 
hundred francs of interest on his savings and his wife’s 
during thirty years of hard work and privations. He was 
also the owner of the little house, with a garden attached, 
in which he lived in the Impasse des Feuillantines. In 
thirty years he had never once spoken of this alley, which 
was no thoroughfare, by the old-fashioned term, cul-de-sac. 

Dutocq, clerk to a justice of the peace, had been an 
. employe in the Exchequer office. He had been the victim 
on one of those occasions which now and then are a 
necessity under a representative government, and had con- 
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sented to be the scapegoat in 1 scindalous case dj^coicrcd 
In the commissioners of the budget, for nhich he uas 
secretly paid a fairl) round sum, tins Jnd enabled him to 
purchase his place as a clctV. of the Court This man, 
uhosc credit Ion as an oflicc sp\, was not rcccned as 
he thought was liis due b) the Thuilhcrs, but the coldness 
of his landlord w as just ulnt made him per«:ist m lits visits 

He was unmarried, and indulged his vices, he carefulU 
concealed his mode of life md knew Iiow to flatter his 
superiors The magistrate, hts master, had ^ high opinion 
of Dutocq This shameless individual made himself tol- 
erated bj the Thuillicrs b) mean and gross adulation, 
which never fails of its effect He knew ever) detid of 
Thuillier’s life, of lus tntimac) with Collcvillc, and )ct 
more with Madame ColleviDc The) were afraid of that 
formidable tongue, and the Thuillicrs endured him without 
admitting him to familiarit) 

The fami!) that present!) became the flower of the 
Thuillicrs’ drawing-room was that of a poor clerk who had 
been the object of pity m the office, and who, driven b) 
penury, had thrown up his place in 1827 to go into trade 
— with an idea 

Mmard foresaw a fortune in one of those atrocious de- 
vices which disgrace French trade, but which in 1827 had 
not yet been blown on by publicity Mmard bouglit tea 
and mixed it with dried tea-leaves that had already been 
used , then he adulterated chocolate to an extent that 
allowed of his selling it cheap This retail business in 
colpnial produce, first started in the Saint-Marcel quarter, 
set Mmard up in trade, he established a factory, and 
through his connections was now able to procure the un- 
manufactured article from the producer, thus he could 
carry on honestly and on an extensive scale the business he 
had begun in such a shady way 

He set up a distillery , vast quantities of imported raw 
material passed through his hands, and m 1835 he was 
c 
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considered to be one of the richest traders in the neighbour- 
hood of the Place Maubert. He had bought one of the 
handsomest residences in the Rue des Masons Sorbonne ; 
he had already been the deputy mayor, and in 1839 was 
elected mayor of that district and assessor of the Chamber 
of Commerce. He kept a carriage and had a country 
house near Lagny ; his wife wore diamonds at the Court 
balls, and he flaunted the rosette of an officer of the Legion 
of Honour in his buttonhole. 

Minard and his wife were moreover exceedingly liberal 
to the poor •, perhaps they wished to restore to them retail 
all they extracted wholesale from the public. 

Phellion, Colleville, and Thuillier came across Minard at 
election time, and the result was an acquaintance which 
soon became intimate because Madame Zelie Minard seemed 
enchanted to introduce her ^ young lady ’ to Celeste Colle- 
ville. 

Celeste made her entry into society at the age of sixteen 
and a half, at a fine ball given by the Minards, dressed as 
beseemed her name, which seemed of good augury for her 
life. Delighted to be the friend of Mademoiselle Minard, 
who was four years her senior, she persuaded her godfather 
and her father to cultivate the Minards, in whose gilded 
and gorgeous rooms many political celebrities of the *-yt/ste 
Milieu ’ (the Happy Medium) were wont to meet : Mon- 
sieur Popinot, afterwards Minister of Commerce j Cochu, 
now Baron Cochu, previously a clerk in the Clergeot divi- 
sion of the Exchequer office, and a large shareholder in a 
grocery business, was as much the oracle of the Lombards 
and the Bourdonnais quarters as his ally. Monsieur Anselme 
Popinot. 

Minard’s eldest son was a pleader, whose ambition it was 
to step into the. shoes of those advocates whose political 
opinions should have weaned them from appearing in Court 
since 1830 ; he was the genius of the family, and his mother, 
no less than his father, hoped to see him well married. 
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Zelie Minard, once an artificial-flower maker, was filled 
with an ardent yearning towards higher social spheres, and 
hoped to enter there by the mamage of her son and daugh- 
ter, while Minard, more prudent than his wife, and imbued 
with a sense of the power of the middle classes in the state 
which had resulted from the levolution of Julj, looked only 
for fortune He haunted the Thuilliers’ house to pick up 
information as to Celeste’s prospects as an heiress 

He, like Dutocq and Phellion, had heard the scandal that 
had been rumoured as to the ThuiUiers’ intimacy with 
Flavie, and he had not failed to note their devotion to their 
goddaughter 

Dutocq, eager to be received by the Minards, toadied 
them grossly When Minard, the Rothschild of his arron- 
dmmeniy came first to the Thuilliers*, he compared him, 
almost wittily, to Napoleon, seeing him now burly, fat, and 
flourishing, when he had last known him, m the office, 
lean, pale, and sickly 

‘When you were in la Billardiere's division,* said he, 
‘you were like Napoleon before the 18th Brumairtf now I 
see a Napoleon of the Empire ’ 

Minard, however, met him coldly and did not ask him to 
his house , thus he made a mortal enemy of the malignant 
law clerk 

Monsieur and Madame Phellion, worthy couple as they 
were, could not help indulging in calculations and hopes 
It struck them that Celeste was the very thing for their 
son, the professor, so, to make a little faction m the Thuil- 
her drawing-room, they introduced their son-in-law. Mon- 
sieur Barniol, a man well thought of m the Faubourg 
Samt-Jacques, an official of long standing in the Maine, 
and their intimate ally, whom Colleville had in a way 
ousted from his place, when Monsieur Leudigeois, for 
twenty years a clerk in the Maine, was hoping, as the 
reward of his long services, for the secretaryship obtained 
by Colleville. 
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Thus the Phellions formed a phalanx of seven, all fairly 
faithful to each other; the Colleville faction was not less 
numerous, so that sometimes, on a Sunday, there would be 
not less than thirty persons in the Thuillicrs’ drawing- 
room. Thuillier renewed his acquaintance^ with the Sail- 
lards, the Baudoyers, and the Falleix, all people of 
importance in the Place Royale quarter, and frequently 
invited them to dinner. 

Among the women Madame Colleville was the most 
important personage of this circle, as the younger Minard 
and Phellion, the professor, were its superior men ; for all 
the rest, men devoid of ideas or culture and risen from the 
lower ranks, were typical of the absurdities of the inferior 
middle classes. Although a fortune made in the past seems 
to imply some form of merit, Minard was but an inflated 
balloon. He overflowed in long-drawn sentences, took 
obsequiousness for politeness and ready-made phrases for 
wit, and would utter commonplaces with such airs and 
mouthing as got them accepted as eloquence. A certain 
set of words whifch mean nothing and answer every pur- 
pose — progress, steam, asphalt, the National Guard, order, 
democratic influences, cooperative spirit, legality, motion 
and resistance, intimidation — seemed at every political 
crisis to have been invented for Minard, who then para- 
phrased the text of his newspaper. 

Julien Minard, the lawyer, suffered under his father as 
much as his father suffered under his wife. Zelie, in fact, 
with improved fortunes, had assumed pretensions, though 
she could never learff to speak her own language ; she had 
grown fat, and in her handsome attire she looked like a 
cook married to her master. 

Phellion, the very ideal of a middle-class citizen, had an 
equal share of virtues and absurdities. As a subordinate, 
during his. official career, he held social superiority in high 
respect. He kept silence in the presence of Adinard. He 
had weathered the crisis of superannuation very successfully. 
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and this was how The worth) man had nc\cr had a 
chance of indulging his tastes His love was for the city 
of pans , he took the utmost interest in the new streets 
and improvements, he was the man to stand for two hours 
on end m front^of a house that was being pulled down 
He might be seen planted squarely on his feet, his nose in 
the air, watching for the fall of a stone that a mason was 
dislodging with a crowbar from the top of a wall, never 
budging till the block came down, and when all was over 
he would go off as pleased as an academician at the damn- 
ing of a romantic play Such men — Phcllion, Leudigeots, 
and the like, the true supernumeraries of the world’s stage 
— fill the place of the antique chorus Thej weep when 
others weep, laugh when thc) arc expected to laugh, and 
sing m chorus over public disasters and public rejoicings, 
exulting where they stand apart at thc v ictorics of Algiers, 
Constantine, Lisbon, and Saint Juan dc Ulloa, grieving 
impartially over the death of Napoleon and the fatal dis- 
asters of Saint-Mcm and the Rue Transnonnam, mourn- 
ing for the famous men of whom they know least 
Phellion, however, showed two faces , he was conscien- 
tiously divided between the reasoning of thc opposition and 
that of the government But if there was any street fight- 
ing, Phelhon was brave enough to declare himself m the 
face of thc neighbours , he went forth to the Place Saint- 
Michel, the parade ground of his rt^imcnt , he pined the 
government, but he did his duty Before and during a not 
he would support the reigning dynasty, the outcome of the 
revolution of July, but when the political trials came on 
he was on the side of the culprits 

These weather cock opinions, harmless enough, also 
pervaded his political views the ‘Colossus of the North* 
was answerable for everything, England, like the old Con- 
siituUonnel newspaper, was in his aigumcnts a stalking horse 
on both sides, and by turn ‘ Machiavellian Albion ’ and a 
model country, — Machiavellian with regard to the insulted 
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interests of France and Napoleon ; a model country when 
the Frpnch government was to be criticised. Agreeing 
with the newspaper, he recognised the democratic element, 
but in conversation he would come to no terms with the 
Republican Spirit — the ‘ Republican Spirit ’^meaning 1 793, 
the Revolution, the Reign of Terror, the* agrarian lawj 
the Democratic Element being the development of the 
middle classes — the reign of Phellion. 

This excellent old man was always dignified ; dignity 
was the keyword of his life. He brought up his children 
with dignity ; he was always the father in their eyes j he 
insisted on being respected at home, as he honoured power 
and the authorities. He never had a debt. On a jury his 
conscience made him sweat blood and water while follow- 
ing the debates on a trial, and he never laughed, not even 
when the Court laughed, and the bench, and the public 
authorities. Always ready to oblige, he would give care, 
time, everything but money. 

Felix Phellion, his son, the professor, was his idol j he 
believed him capable of winning a seat in the Academy of 
Sciences. 

Thuillier, between the impudent stupidity of Minard 
and the blunt imbecility of Phellion, was like a neutral ele- 
ment, but there was something of both in him from his 
melancholy experience. He hid the vacuity of his brain 
under the commonplace, just as he covered the parchment 
skin of his head under the thin wisps of grey hair that were 
artfully brought over from the back by the hairdresser’s 
comb. 

‘ In any other walk of life,’ he would say, speaking of 
official work,’ ‘ I should have made infinitely more money.’ 

He had seen what was right and possible in theory and 
impossible in practice j he had seen results contradict the 
premises j he would relate all the injustice and intrigues of 
the Rabourdin affair. 

‘ After that,’ he would say, ‘ what is ' one to believe ? 
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ever)thing or nothing ? A \cr) queer thing is government, 
and I am happ) m not having a son, so that 1 cannot see 
him going through the rush for place * 

Collevillc, alvvajs cheerful, jov lal, good-fcllovv-wcll-mct, 
always joking iind inventing anagrams, always in a bustle, 
the typical citizen meddler and mocker, represented ability 
that cannot succeed, and persistent hard work without any 
result, but also a sort of rollicking resignation, narrow 
views, art wasted — for he was a capital musician, and now 
no longer plajed but to please his daughter 

So the Thuilliers* drawing-room was a sort of provincial 
Salott^ lighted up by reflections from the perpetual Pans 
glare > its mediocrity and platitude kept pace behind the 
torrent of the age. The word and the thing in fashion — 
for in Pans the word and the thing arc like the horse and 
Its nder — were never felt there but by a ricochet. Mon* 
sieur Minard w'as impatiently awaited as a man who, on 
great occasions, would certainly know the truth 

The women of the Thuillicr circle were all for the 
Jesuits , the men defended the University , generally the 
women were content to listen A man of any wit, if he 
could have endured the tedium of these evenings, would 
have laughed as heartily as at a comedy by Molicre to hear 
a long discussion ending in some such speech as this — 
‘Could the Revolution of 1789 have been averted? 
Louis XIV.’s loans had prepared the way for it. Louis 
XV., an egoist, a man devoted to ceremonial — (it was he 
who said, “ If I were at the head of the Police I would prohibit 
cabnolets a dissolute king (you know all about his Parc 
aux Cerfs)^ contributed largely to open the yawning gulf of 
revolution Monsieur de Nccker, a malignant Genevese, 
gave the last shock. Foreigners have always owed France 
a grudge The Maximum did infinite mischief. In equity 
Louis XVI ought not to have been condemned , a jury 
would have acquitted him. Why was Charles X. over- 
thrown > Napoleon was a great man and the details that 
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prove his genius belong to the domain of anecdote: he 
would take five pinches of snulF per minute, and kept it 
loose in his waistcoat pockets, which were lined with 
leather. He looked over all the bills ; he used to go to 
the Rue Saint-Denis to learn the price of thjngs.’ Talma 
v/as his friend j Talma taught him all his gestures, and yet 
he, always refused to give Talma the Legion of Honour. 
The Emperor once stood sentry for a soldier who had 
fallen asleep, and so saved him from being shot. Such 
things as that made his men adore him. Louis XVIII., 
though he was a clever man, showed a great want of justice 
towards him when he called him Monsieur de Bonaparte. 
The fault of the present government is that, instead of lead- 
ing, it submits to be led. It has taken its stand too low ; 
it is afraid of men of energy; it ought to have torn the 
treaties of 1815 across and demanded the Rhine of 
Europe. They shift the same men too often in the 
ministry.’ 

‘ There, you have been clever enough for one time,’ 
Mademoiselle Thuillier would say at the end of these bril- 
liant reflections. ‘ The altar is prepared ; come and play 
your little game.’ 

And the old maid always closed these discussions, which 
bored the' women, by making this suggestion. 

, If all these facts and generalisations had not been given 
by way of ‘ argument ’ to afford an idea of the setting of 
this drama and the spirit of this little world, the drama 
itself would perhaps have suffered. The sketch is histori- 
cally accurate, and depicts a social stratum of no small 
importance in the chronicle of manners, especially when 
we remember that the youngest branch 'of the dynasty took 
it for its fulcrum. 

The winter of 1839 was, in some ways, the culminating 
hour of glory for the Thuilliers’ salon. The Minards 
appeared there almost every Sunday ; they began by spend- 
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mg an hour there when they were obliged to go on to other 
friends, and then Mmard commonly left his wife there, tak- 
ing his daughter with him and his eldest son, the lawyer 
This constant cmlity on the Minards* pan was the direct 
outcome of a ^neeting, long postponed, between Metivier, 
Barbet, and Minard, one evening when these two important 
tenants had remained later than usual to chat with Made- 
moiselle Thuillier Minard then heard from Barbet that 
the old maid took from him about thirty thousand francs m 
bills at six months, at seven and a half per cent per an- 
num, and that she took as much paper from Metivier, so 
that she must have at least a hundred and eighty thousand 
francs in her hands 

* I lend on books at twelve per cent and take none but 
the best names, nothing can suit me better,' said Barbet in 
conclusion < I say she must have a hundred and eighty 
thousand francs, for she can only give bills at ninety days 
at the Bank ’ 

‘Then she has an account at the Bank ^ ’ 

‘ I think so,’ said Barbet 

Minard, who had a fnend on the Board, learnt that 
Mademoiselle'' ThuiIIier had an account there to the extent 
of about two hundred thousand francs, guaranteed by a 
deposit of forty shares This security, it was added, was in 
fact unnecessary , the Bank would be willing to oblige a 
person so well known there, and the responsible manager 
for Celeste Lemprun, the daughter of a clerk who had seen 
as many years’ service as the Bank had existed In twenty 
years Mademoiselle Bngitte had never overdrawn her ac- 
count She always paid in sixty thousand francs a month 
in bills at three months, which came to about a hundred 
and sixty thousand The secunties in shares deposited 
represented a hundred and twenty thousand francs , there 
Was therefore no risk, for the bills were always worth sixty 
thousand francs ‘ Indeed,’ the bank director said, ‘ if she 
should, in the third month, send us in a hundred thousand 
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francs’ worth of bills we would not refuse one. She has a 
house of her own which is not mortgaged and is worth 
more than a hundred thousand francs. And all the bills 
come through Barbet or Metivier, and have four names on 
the back including hers.’ t 

‘ Why does Mademoiselle Thuillier work so hard ? 
Minard asked Metivier. ‘ Why, she is the very wife for 
you,’ he added. 

‘ Oh, I can do better by marrying one of my cousins,’ 
said Metivier. ‘ My Uncle Metivier has promised me the 
good-will of his concern ; he has a hundred thousand francs 
a year in the funds, and only two daughters.’ 

However secret Mademoiselle Thuillier might be, .saying 
nothing to anybody of her investments ; and although she 
absorbed into one lump sum all she saved out of Madame 
Thuillier’s fortune as well as her own, it was hardly pos- 
sible but that a ray of light should at last pierce through the 
bushel under which she hid her treasure. 

Dutocq, who was always with Barbet — and there was 
more than one point of resemblance in their characters and 
physiognomy, — had estimated the Thuilliers’ savings more 
accurately than Minard, at a hundred and fifty thousand 
francs in 1838, and he could secretly keep a keen eye on 
their increase by calculating the profits by the help of Bar- 
bet, a practised discounter. 

‘ Celeste will have two hundred thousand francs from us, 
money down,’ said the old maid in confidence to Barbet, 
‘ and Madame Thuillier will settle on her at her marriage 
the reversion of all her property. My will is made. My 
brother will have a life-interest in everything, but Celeste 
will have the reversion. Monsieur Cardot, my lawyer, is 
my executor.’ 

Mademoiselle Thuillier had then persuaded her brother 
to renew his old acquaintanceship with the Saillards, the 
Baudoyers, and the Falleix, who held a position analogous 
to that of the Thuilliers and the Minards, in the Saint- 
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Antoine quarter, where Monsieur Satllard was mayor of the 
district 

Cardot, the notary, had introduced a suitor for the hand 
of Celeste m the person of Martre Godeschal, attorney at 
law, and De/viIIe’s successor, a man of six and thirty, a 
very clever fellow, who had paid a hundred thousand francs 
on account for his connection, a debt which two hundred 
thousand francs with his wife would clear off But Minard 
got nd of Godeschal by telling Mademoiselle Thuillier that 
Celeste’s sister-in-law would be the famous opera-dancer, 
Manette 

‘ She came out of that,* said Colleville, speaking of his 
wife, ‘ and has no idea of going back again ’ 

‘ Besides, Monsieur Godeschal is too old for Celeste,’ 
said Bngitte 

‘ And then,’ Madame Thuilher suggested timidly, ‘ ought 
we not to allow her to marry a man of her own choice and 
to be happy ? ’ 

The good woman had discerned in Felix Phelhon a true 
affection for Celeste — love such as a woman might have 
dreamed of, who had been crushed by Brigitte and hurt by 
Thuilher’s indifference, for he cared no more for his wife 
than for one of the servant-^irls , love, bold at heart but 
shy on the surface, strong in itself but timid, concentrated 
before men and expanding in the skies At three and 
twenty Felix Phelhon was a gentle, simple-minded man, as 
learned men are who cultivate knowledge for its own sake 
He had been wholesomely brought up by his father, who, 
taking everything very seriously, had set him a good ex- 
ample in all respects, supporting it by trivial axioms He 
was a youth of medium height, with light, chestnut-brown 
hair, grey eyes, and a much-freckled complexion , his voice 
was charming, his demeanour quiet, his manner rather 
dreamy, he gesticulated veiy little, never talked nonsense, 
contradicted nobody, and was incapable of a sordid thought 
or a selfish speculation 



44 The Middle Classes 

‘ That is the sort of man I should have liked my husband 
to be ! ’ Madame Thuillier had often said to herself. ' 

One evening in the month of February, 1840, the vari- 
ous persons whose figures have just been sketched were, 
assembled in the Thuilliers’ drawing-room., It was near 
the end of the month. Metivier and Barbet, who each 
wanted to borrow thirty thousand francs from Mademoiselle 
Thuillier, were playing whist with Phellion and Monsieur 
Minard. At another table sat Julien — ‘ Julien the Advo- 
cate,’ as Colleville called the younger Minard — Madame 
Colleville, Monsieur Barniol, and Madame Phellion. A 
game of houillotte^ at five sous points, engaged the atten- 
tion of Madame Minard, who knew no other game, of 
Colleville, old Saillard, and his son-in-law, Baudoyer. 
Leudigeois and Dutocq looked on to cut in in the place 
of the losers} Mesdames Falleix, Baudoyer, and Barniol 
were playing boston with Mademoiselle Minard; Celeste 
and Prudence Minard were. sitting together. Young Phel- 
lion, while listening to Madame Thuillier, could gaze at 
Celeste. 

At the other side of the fireplace the Queen Elizabeth 
of the family sat enthroned, as plainly dressed as when she 
was thirty, for prosperity could not make her alter any of 
her habits. On her chinchilla-grey hair she wore a black 
gauze cap with a spray of Charles X. geranium flowers ; her 
gown of plum-red stuff had cost perhaps fifteen francs ; an 
embroidered collar worth six francs scarcely covered the 
deep hollow left between the muscles that attach the head 
to the spine. Monvel, when he acted the part of Augustus 
in his later days, had not a sterner profile than this autocrat 
who sat knitting socks for her brother. 

In front of the fire stood Thuillier, ready to receive all 
newcomers, and by his side stood a young man w,hq had 
produced a great effect when the porter, arrayed on Sundays 
m his best coat to play the man-servant, announced ‘ Mon- 
sieur Olivier Vinet.’ 
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A confidential him from Cardot to the famous public 
prosecutor, the >oung lau)er*s father, hid led to this visit 
Oluicr Vinet had just been promoted from the assize court 
of Arcis-sur-Aubc to a place m Pans is the attornc) -gen- 
eral’s deputy, Cardot, the notary, hid muted Thuilhcr to 
dinner to meet the public prosecutor, who seemed likely to 
be made Ministerof Justice, and his son Cirdot estimated 
the present \alue of the money to be left to Celeste it seven 
hundred thousand francs at least Vinec junior had seemed 
delighted at the prospect of being admitted as a Sunday 
guest at the Thuilhcrs' Large fortunes lend to great and 
unblushing follies nowadays 

Ten minutes later, another young man who was talking 
to Thuilhcr before Vinct’s arnva! raised his voice in the 
heat of a vehement political discussion, compelling the law- 
yer to do the same in the eagerness of the debate The 
subject in question was the vote which hid led to the over- 
throw by the lower Chamber of the Ministry of the X2th 
May, by their refusal to grant the sum of money asked for 
the Due dc Nemours 

‘ I am most decidedly very far from being an adherent 
of the dynastic view,’ said this young man, ‘and I am far 
from approving the advent to power of the citizen class 
The middle classes have no more right now to exclusive 
preeminence in the state than the instocracy had of old 
However, the French middle cbsscs took upon themselves 
to create a new dynasty, a royal family of their own, and 
this IS how they treat it^ When the nation allowed Na- 
poleon to raise himself, he created, with himself, a magnifi- 
cent and monumental edifice, he was proud of its greatness, 
and generously spent his blood and the sweat of his brow to 
constitute the Empire The citizen classes, between the 
*’ and of the Imperial pur- 

powers that be to their 
^ m They practise the 

same economy of candle-ends on their princes as they do 
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in their back-shops j but what is a virtue there is a blunder 
and a crime in high places. There are many things I could 
desire for the people, but I would not have cut ten millions 
olF the new civil list. The citizen class, now that it is 
almost all-powerful in France, ought to secure the happi- 
ness of the people, — splendpur without lavishness and 
grandeur without privilege,’ 

Olivier Vinet’s father was at that time out of conceit 
with the government : the robes of a Keeper of the Seals, 
his great ambition, had not yet fallen on his shoulders. 
So the young deputy judge did not know what to answer, 
and he thought it would be wise to take up one side of the 
question. 

‘ You are right. Monsieur,’ said he. ‘ But before it 
thinks of display the citizen class has a duty to the country. 
The luxury of which you speak comes after duty. The 
decision you think so wrong was a necessity at the moment, 
the Chamber is far from having its fair share of influence ; 
the Ministers work less for France than for the Crown, and 
Parliament wished to see a Ministry which, as in England, 
had a power of its own, not a mere borrowed weight. As 
soon as the Ministry acts independently, and represents the 
Chamber of Commons in the executive power of the 
country, as the Chamber represents the people. Parliament 
will be very liberal to the Crown. That is the marrow of 
the matter, and I merely state it without any expression of 
personal opinion, since my duty in my office requires a sort 
of fealty to the Sovereign in political questions.’ 

‘Apart from the political question,’ replied the other, 
whose accent betrayed him as a son of Provence, ‘ it can- 
not be disputed that the middle classes have misunderstood 
their task. We see public prosecutors, presidents of the 
law courts, peers of the upper Chamber riding in omni- 
buses, judges living on their salaries, prefets without any 
private means. Ministers in debt. Now the citizen class, 
having taken possession of all these places, ought to do 
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honour to them, as the aristocracy did , and instead of hold- 
ing them' as a means to making a fortune, as many scan- 
dalous tnals have proved, they should hll them with dignity 
and due expenditure- — * 

‘Who can this young fellow be?* Olivier Vinet won- 
dered as he listened ‘ Is be a relation ? Cardot really 
ought to have come with me ^he first time ’ 

‘Who IS that little man?* Minard asked Barbet ‘I 
have seen him here several times * 

‘ A tenant,’ replied Metivier, dealing the cards 
‘ An advocate,’ said Barbet, m an undertone ‘He has 
small rooms on the third floor, to the front Oh > he is no 
great things, and he has no money ’ 

* What IS that young man*s name ? * Vmet inquired of 
ThuiIIier 

‘Theodose de la Peyrade,an advocate,’ whispered Thuil- 
lier m reply 

At this moment, every one, men and women alike, were 
looking at the two young men, and Madame Mtnard could 
not help saying to CoUeviUe — 

* He IS a very good-looking young fellow ’ 

‘I have made an anagram of his name,’ said Celeste’s 
papa, ‘ and the letters of Charles Mane Theodose de la 
Peyrade spell this prophecy Eh^ Momteur payera de la dot, 
des oies et U char — Take care, my dear Madame Minard, 
not to give him your daughter^ * 

‘ People think that young fellow better looking than my 
son,’ said Madame Phellion to Madame CoIIeville ‘What 
do }ou think ? ’ 

‘ Oh, so far as looks go,’ replied Madame CoIIeville, ‘ a 
Woman might hesitate before making a choice ’ 

At this stage Olivier Vinet, looking round at this room- 
ful of middle-class citizens, thought it would be clever to 
up the class, and he threw himself into agreement with 
the young Provenpal, saying that the men who enjoyed the 
confidence of the Government ought certainly to imitate 
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the King, whose splendour far surpassed that of the old 
Court ; and that to try to save out of the emoluments of 
an appointment was monstrous. Besides, how was it poS' 
sible in Paris, where everything cost three times as much as 
of old, where, for instance, rooms fit for a Judge to live in 
cost three thousand francs in rent ? 

‘ My father,’ said he in conclusion, ‘ allows me a thou- 
sand crowns a year, and with my salary I can scarcely make 
both ends meet decently.’ As the young lawyer cantered 
olF on this treacherous ground, the Provencal, who had so 
ingeniously led him up to it, gave Dutocq an undetected 
wink just as he was about to take his turn at the game of 
bouilhtte. 

‘And there is such a demand for places,’ said Dutocq, 
‘that there is some talk of appointing two magistrates to 
each arrondissement-i so as to have twelve more courts. As 
if they could tamper with our dues, with our offices so 
exorbitantly paid for ! ’ 

‘ I have not yet had the pleasure of hearing you speak in 
Court,’ said Vinet to Monsieur de la Peyrade. 

‘ I am the advocate of the poor. I only plead in the 
lower courts,’ replied the Provencal. 

On hearing the young lawyer’s views as to the necessity 
for spending one’s income. Mademoiselle Thuillier had as- 
sumed a primly ceremonious look, of which the Provencal 
and Dutocq well knew the meaning. Vinet presently left, 
with Minard and Julien, so that the field ol; battle in front 
of the hearth was left to la Peyrade and Dutocq. 

‘The upper citizen class,’ said Dutocq to Thuillier, ‘ will 
act as the aristocracy were wont to act. The nobility 
looked for rich girls to improve their lands ; the parvenus • 
of to-day want handsome settlements to feather their nest.’ 

‘ Just what Monsieur Thuillier was saying this morn- 
ing,’ said the Provencal with bold' mendacity. 

‘ Vinet’s father,’ replied Dutocq, ‘ married a Demoiselle 
de Chargebceuf and has assumed aristocratic opinions ; he 
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must have money at any cost, his wife keeps up a princely 
style ’ 

‘ Oh * * said Thuillier, roused to the envy of his class of 
each other, ‘turn such folks oyt of their places, and down 
they go to the,mud they rose from • ’ 

Mademoiselle Thuillier was knitting at such a pace that 
she might have been a machine driven by steam 

‘ Now you come in, Monsieur Dutocq,’ said Madame 
Mmard, rising * My feet are cold,’ she added, coming to 
the fire, the gold tinsel m her turban twinkling like fire- 
works m the light of the hanging lamp that vainly strove 
to illuminate the spacious room 

‘He IS but an innocent — that sucking judge,’ said 
Madame Mmard, glancing at Mademoiselle Thuillier 
‘ An innocent I did you say ^ ’ observed la Peyrade 
‘That, Madame, is very witty — •’ 

‘ But we arc used to hearing witty things from Madame 
Mmard I * said ‘ handsome Thuillier ’ 

Madame Colleville was studying the Provencal, and 
comparing him with young Phellion, who %vas talking to 
Celeste, neither of them noticing what was going on 
around them And this is certainly a good opportunity for 
describing the singular man who was destined to play an 
important part m the Thuilliers’ circle, and who certainly 
deserves to be called a great actor 

There is m Provence, and especially in the nver-port of 
Avignon, a race of men with fair or chestnut-brown hair, 
delicate complexion, and almost weak eyes, their expression 
being soft, calm, and languishing, rather than fiery, eager, 
and deep, as the eyes of Southernei^ so commonly are It 
may be observed incidentally that among the Corsicans, a 
race peculiarly subject to fits of fury and dangerous rages, 
fair men are often to be seen, of apparently passive charac- 
ter These fair-complexioned men, apt to be stout, with a 
Somewhat watery eye, greehish or blue, are the \v orst kind 
D 
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of Provencal, and Charles Marie Theodose de la Peyrade 
was a good specimen of the type whose constitution would 
repay careful study from the point of view of medical sci- 
ence and philosophical physiology. There is in them a 
sort of bile, a bitter gall, easily stirred, \vhich mounts to 
their brain and makes them capable of the fiercest deeds, 
done apparently in cold blood. This obscure violence, the 
result of a sort of spontaneous intoxication, is irreconcila- 
ble with their almost lymphatic exterior and the tranquillity 
of their benign expression. 

Young la Peyrade, born near Avignon, was of medium 
height and well proportioned if rather stout ; his complex- 
ion was dull — not livid, not pale, not florid, but gelatinous, 
for that is the only word that can give a clear idea of the 
soft colourless material that covered sinews not indeed vig- 
orous but capable of immense endurance under certain con- 
ditions ; his eyes, coldly blue, commonly wore a deceptive 
expression of melancholy which had, no doubt, a great 
charm for women. His well-shaped forehead did not lack 
nobleness, and was agreeably finished by fine, light chest- 
nut hair, thin, and with a very slight natural curl at the 
enfls. His nose, exactly like that of a sporting dog, broad, 
cleft at the tip, inquisitive, intelligent, prying, always on 
the alert, had no touch of good-nature, but was ironical and 
sarcastic ; but this side of his nature was rarely seen ; it 
was only when he was off his guard and flew into a rage 
that the young man found it in him to vent the wit and 
satire that envenomed his diabolical jesting. 

His lips, cut in a pleasing curve and as red as a pome- 
granate flower, were the marvellous instrument of a voice 
of which the medium tones were almost musical,' and The- 
odose generally spoke in that register ; the higher notes rang 
out like a gong. That falsetto was indeed the voice of 
his nerves, of his anger. His face, resolutely expression- 
less, was oval in shape ; and his manner, in harmony with 
the priestly calm of his features, was stamped with reserve 



The Middle Classes 51 

and propnety At the same time there was a smooth gen- 
tleness in his demeanour , and without being servile or 
wheedling, it had a certain attraction which it was difficult 
to account for in his absence Charm, when it has its 
source in feeling, leaves a deep impression , but when it is 
the outcome of artifice, like spunous eloquence, it enjoys 
but a temporary triumph , it strives for effect at any cost 
But how many philosophers are there in the world who 
can compare and judge ^ By the time ordinary people 
have discovered the way it is done, the trick is played — to 
use a vulgar phrase 

Everything in this youth of seven and twenty was m 
harmony with the part and character he had assumed , he 
earned out his natural bent by cultivating philanthropy, 
the only expression thai can account for philanthropists 
Theodose loved the populace, for he particularised his love 
of humanity Just as the horticulturists devote themselves 
to roses, dahlias, pinks, or geraniums, caring nothing for 
any species which is not their special hobby, this young la 
Rochefoucauld-Liancourt was the slave of the workmen, 
the poorest classes, the paupers of the Saint-Jacques and 
Samt-Marceau quarters The capable men, genius at bay, 
the decent poor of the middle class, he would not admit 
into Chanty’s fold 

In all maniacs the heart is very like the boxes with di- 
visions in which sugar-plums are packed in sorted colours 
Suum cuique tnbuere is their motto They dole out duty by 
measure There are philanthropists who have pity only on 
the sms of condemned criminals Vanity, of course, is at 
the root of philanthropy, but m our Provencal it was dehb 
crate calculation, a part to be played, a form of hypocrisy, 
liberal and democratic, and affected with such perfection 
as no actor could achieve He did not attack the nch, he 
was content simply not to understand them, to suffer them 
'o exist , every man, according to him, must enjoy the 
fruit of his labours He had been, he would own, a fer- 
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vent disciple of Saint-Simon, but this was an error to be 
ascribed to his extreme youth ; modern society could only 
be based on heredity. 

Like all the natives of his province he was a devout 
churchman; he attended early Mass, and^ concealed his 
piety. He was sordidly parsimonious, as almost all phi- 
lanthropists are, and gave nothing to the poor but his time, 
his advice, his eloquence, and such money as he could 
wring for them from the wealthy. 

He wore boots, and dressed in black, which he wore till 
the seams were white. 

Nature had greatly favoured Theodose by not bestowing 
on him that refined and manly beauty of the South, which 
leads the world to imaginary demands, such as it is more 
than difficult for any man to fulfil. He found it so easy 
to please, that, as the mood prompted him, he could be de- 
lightfully attractive or quite commonplace. 

Never before, since his introduction to the Thuilliers, 
had he ventured to raise his voice and assume such a magis- 
tejrial air as he had done this evening to Olivier Vinet ; but 
perhaps Theodose de Ja Peyrade had not been sorry to try 
to get out of the shade he had hitherto sat in ; besides, it 
was necessary to shake off this young deputy judge, just as 
the Minards had previously got rid of Godeschal, the at- 
torney. Like all superior men — for he did not lack intel- 
lect — Vinet had not stooped low enough to discern the 
threads of these vulgar spiders’ 'webs, and had rushed like a 
fly, head foremost, into the almost invisible snare into which 
Theodose had drawn him by such wiliness as a , cleverer 
man than Olivier might not have suspected. ' 

To finish this portrait of the ‘ advocate of the poor’ it 
will be well to relate the beginnings of his intimacy with 
the Thuilliers. 

Theodose had come to Paris towards the end of 18373 
he had been practising as an attorney for five years, and he 
now went through his terms to become a pleader; but 
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some unre\ealcd circumstance?, as to uhich he uas silent, 
had hindered him from gcttini; his name du!) registered in 
Pans, and he still ranked as a licentiate How c\ cr, ha\ ing 
established himself in his htilc rooms on the third floor, 
with the furniture indispensable to the practice of his noble 
profession — for* the order of advocates will not recognise 
a new Brother if he has not a suitable olTicc, a librar), and 
all things sccml) and ostensible— - Thcodose de la Pc)radc 
became a pleader at the Court of Assirc m Pans 

The whole of the) ear 1838 was dcvotetl to cfTccting this 
change of position, and he led a pcrfccil) regular life. In 
the morning he studied at home til! dinner-time, occasion- 
all) going into Court to listen to important eases Haiing 
made fnends w iih Dutocq — with great di/Bcuh) as Dutocq 
declared, — he helped certain poor folks m the I aubotirg 
Samt-Jacques, v.hom Dutocq recommended to nts chant), 
by arguing their eases, he secured them the interest of 
solicitors, who, in accordance u’lth the statutes of their 
association, take it in turns to defend the cause of the im- 
pecunious, and b) never taking an) but perfectly secure 
cases he won them all 1 hus making a connection with 
a few solicitors he became known to his fellow pleaders hv 
these praiseworth) efforts, so that a certain degree of noto- 
riety attended his admission first to the debating socict) of 
his fellow -pleaders, and then as a registered member of the 
Pans bar After that he was the regular advocate of the 
poor m the lower courts, and always the protector of 
the common people 

His humble clients expressed their gratitude and admira- 
tion m the porters’ lodges in spite of the young law)cr’s 
injunctions, and a good many facts were earned up to the 
masters The Thuillicrs, delighted to have so excellent 
and charitable a man as a tenant, were eager to attract him 
as a visitor, and questioned Dutocq about him Dutocq 
spoke m the tone of the envious, and, while doing the 
young man justice, he added that he was singularly parsimo- 
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nious, though that indeed might be the effect of his 
poverty. 

‘ I have, however, made inquiries about him. He be- 
longs to the de la Peyrades, an old family of the County of 
Avignon; he came to Paris at the end of 1829 to find an 
uncle who was supposed to have a large fortune ; he finally 
discovered this relative’s residence three days after the old 
man’s death, and the sale of the furniture just sufficed to 
pay the funeral expenses and debts. Some friend of this 
very inefficient uncle presented the fortune-seeking youth 
with a hundred louis, advising him to study for the bar and 
to aim at the higher walks of the law. On those hundred 
louis he lived for more than three years in Paris, faring like 
an anchorite; but as he could never see nor trace his un- 
known benefactor, by 1833 he was in the greatest distress. 

‘ Then, like all licentiates of law, he dabbled in politics 
and literature, and supported himself for some time just 
above utter misery ; for he had nothing to look for from 
his family, as his father, the youngest brother of the uncle 
who died in the Rue des Moineaux, has eleven children, 
all living on a small property called Canquoelles. 

‘ He finally got on the staff of a ministerial journal edited 
by the famous Cerizet, so well known for the persecution 
he endured at the time of the Restoration for his liberal 
views, while the men of the Left cannot now forgive him 
for having gone over to the ministerialists. Since in these 
days the authorities do little enough to protect even their 
most devoted adherents, as was seen in the case of Gisquet, 
the republicans succeeded at last in ruining Cerizet, This 
is merely to account for Cerizet’s now being a copying 
clerk in mv office. 

‘Well, at the time when he was still flourishing, as the" 
editor of a newspaper controlled by the Perier Ministry in 
antagonism to such incendiary papers as the Tribune and 
others, Cerizet — who is really a very good fellow, only too 
fond of women, good living, and dissipation — was very 
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helpful !c> l*hrcHla^r, wha did ihc pijlitJCjI aincln , anJ hjt 
for Ca^imir-IViirf * dcaih ihc \ojnp liu^cf would hi^r 
been appomtcti drpuU judpc m Pjm* In 1" 

U25 3p2in in \cn lo ' wa*cr, n »p 'c of I n u!cn*», foi h>» 
cmplo^mcn: on a mi iwcrul pJp'T icld a~^sri’ him ** Hut 
for nn iclipitdj* pisncip’o^** I c »Jid l<» nic a* list t«mf» 
1 should ha\c ll *«> vn nv»clf ifi'o ihc ijirr 
*Ai Iasi r woull »rfm iIj* his unclrS fnrrid ihai 
he was in wani , nones r« wph ssas tr :t to hm lo c u* ’r 
luni lo pa*s a* a pl'“adci i hticirnnou hr Irotirnihc/ 
ihc name of hi* nn»’cn«it p-*nnn nir I t (Ucc of iru- 
dcncc. After all, 1 1 s ichcircuinfancni ilmfi i» rseu»ahJr, 
and a man muii fjsc a prra* deal «»f cliai-ricr lo refute 
ihe patmcri o“Vrrd hi ihr po* * dnih «h *• rajir* fc 
gain* h) hi* atsa'ancr It 11 da^racefu! io trr men ipnr- 
ulaiing on the impoi*ibj!iii for ihe poor of nan Imp ihr 
costs of an action unjusth hnujht ^*r», he will pel on* 
I should not he suqt ned to see that suun * fell > i rise lo 
a hfilliani position Hr is irnaniiuk, lonnt, and coura- 
geous He studies— •studies hard * 

In spite of ihc fasour with ssheh he was wrieomed, 
Maitfc la I’cj rade did not go ctn* often lu il r I huilliers, at 
first. '1 axed with rcsersc, hcsscni more finjuenih , and at 
last was a regular hundav sisitor, ins tied 10 all ihnr din- 
ners, and so intinutc in ihctr house iliai if he happened lo 
call on Thuiilicr at about four o'eiocl he was alwa)s Lrpt 
lo share pot-lucl>i without ceremony, and Mademoiselle 
niiuillicr ssould S3) lo herself — 

‘Then we are sure of hii basing 3 good meal, poor 
)oung man ** 

A social plicnonicnon, sshich must ccrtamls have been 
observed, but which has not jet been formulated and pub- 
lished, though It deserves to be rccorJctl, is a return to the 
habits, jolcs, and manners of ihcir original state in life m 
certain folks, who from )outli to ngc have raised themselves 
above It T bus, in mind and manners, 'I liuillicr had re- 
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lapsed into the porter’s son ; he would repeat his father’s 
jests, and at last, in his declining years, allowed some of the 
mud of his early youth to come to the surface. 

About five or six times a year, when the soup was good, 
he would say, as if it were quite a new remark, as he placed 
his spoon in the empty plate : — 

‘ That is better than a dig in the eye with a burnt stick ! ’ 

The first time Theodose heard this speech, which was 
new to him, it upset his gravity, and he laughed so heartily 
that Thuillier, handsome Thuillier, felt his vanity more 
tickled than it had ever been. After that, Theodose always 
responded to the pleasantry with a knowing smile. 

This little detail will explain how it was that on the 
very morning of the day when he had his sparring match 
with Olivier Vinet, he had happened to say to Thuillier, as 
they walked round the garden to look at the effects of the 
frost ; — 

‘You are far wittier than you fancy.’ 

And had received this answer; — 

‘ In any other career, my dear Theodose, I should have 
come to the front ; but the Emperor’s overthrow broke my 
neck.’ 

‘ Time is yet before you,’ said the young lawyer. ‘ Why, 
what has that mountebank Colleville done to deserve the 
Cross ? ’ 

And here Maitre de la Peyrade had laid his finger on the 
sore that Thuillier hid from every eye, so effectually indeed 
that even his sister knew it notj but this young fellow, 
whose interest it was to study all the citizen class, had 
guessed the secret envy eating into the ex-clerk’s heart. 

‘ If you, with all your experience, will do me the honour 
of being guided by my advice,’ the philanthropist went on, 
‘ and above all will never breathe a word of our compact 
without my consent, not even to your admirable sister, I 
will undertake to get you the Legion of Honour with the 
acclamations of all the district,’ 
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‘Oh* if only we could do that,’ Thuiliicr had ex- 
claimed, ‘you cannot think what I would not do for 
you ** 

And this explains why Thuillicr had drawn himself up 
pompously whpn Theodose had been so audacious as to lend 
him an opinion. ^ 

In the arts — and Mohcrc, perhaps, ranked hypocrisy 
With the arts, by placing Tartufic for ever among the actor- 
tnbe — there is a pitch of perfection, ahoie talent, which 
only genius can attain to There is so faint a line between 
a work of genius and a work of talent that only a man of 
genius can appreciate the distance that divides Raphael from 
Correggio, Titian from Rubens Naj, more: the vulgar 
are deceived , the stamp of genius is a certain appearance 
of facility. The work of genius, m fact, must, at first 
sight, look quite ordinaiy, so natural is it, above all things, 
even in the loftiest subjects Agraat’many peasant-women 
carry a baby as the famous Madonna of Dresden carries 
hers — Well, and the crowning triumph of art, in a man 
of such ability as Theodose, is to have it said of him later. 
‘ He would have taken any one in ^ ' 

Now, in Thuillier’s room, he scented the dawn of con- 
tradiction , he discerned in Collevilfe tlie clear and critical 
insight of an unsuccessful artist 
The young lawyer knew that CoHeviHe did not like him , 
Colleville, as a result of various coincidences, useless to re- 
late, had really been led to believe m the augury of ana- 
grams None of his anagrams had failed He had been 
well laughed at in the office, when on being asked what the 
letters of Auguste Jean Franpois Mmard might spell, he 
transposed them into y’amassat unt « grande fortune (I 
amassed such a great fortune) Mmard was very poor, but 
ten years later the anagram was justified 

Now that of Theodose was luckless His w;fe’s made 
him quake, and he had never told it to anybody, for Flavie 



^8 The Middle Classes 

Minard Golleville made La vielle C., tiom fletrl-, vole (Old 
Madame C., a blighted name, steals). 

On various occasions Theodose had made advances to 
the genial official of the Mairie, and had felt repelled by 
a coldness hardly natural in so communicative a man‘. 

When the game of bouilhtte was ended, Golleville drew 
Thuillier for a moment' into a window-recess and said : — 

‘You are giving that young lawyer his head too much j 
he quite took the lead in the conversation this evening.’ 

‘ Thank you, my friend ; forewarned is forearmed ! ’ re- 
plied Thuillier, laughing in his sleeve at Golleville’s caution. 

Theodose, who happened to be talking to Madame 
Golleville, kept an eye on the two friends ; and by the same 
instinct which women use to know when and to what 
effect they are being talked about, all across a drawing- 
room, he guessed that Golleville was trying to injure him 
in the opinion of that weak and simple Thuillier. 

‘ Madame,’ said he in the pious lady’s ear, ‘ believe me, 
if there is anybody here capable of appreciating you, it is I. 
Any one on seeing you would say : here is a pearl fallen in 
the mire ; you are not forty-two, for a woman’s age is only 
what it seems, and many a woman of thirty, not to compare 
with you, would be glad indeed to have your figure and 
the beautiful face on which love has set his stamp with- 
out ever having filled your heart. You have dedicated 
yourself to God, I know, and I am too religious to wish to 
be anything more than your friend ; but you ,have given 
yourself to Him because you have never found a man 
worthy of you. You have indeed been loved, but I can see 
that you have never felt yourself worshipped. And here, 
comes your husband, who has never been able to make a 
position for you suitable to your merits, — he hates me as 
though he could suspect that I love you, and just prevents 
my telling you now what I think I have hit upon to place 
you in the sphere for which nature intended you. — No, 
Madame,’ he went on in a louder tone, ‘ it is not the Abbe 
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Gondrin who is the Lent preacher this year in our humble 
church of Saint-Jacques du Haut-Pas) it is Monsieur 
d’Estival, a fellow-countryman of mine, who devotes him- 
self to preaching for the benefit of the poorest class, and 
you will hear o;ie of the most cogent preachers I know; a 
priest of an unattractive apjScarance, but such a soul 1 ^ — * 
‘Then my desires will be fulfilled,* said poor Madame 
Thuillier. *I never could understand our famous preachers.* 
A faint smile was seen on Mademoiselle Thuillier’s lips 
and on those of other persons. 

‘They discourse too rnuch of theological demonstrations ; 
I have long been of that opinion,* said Thcodosc. ‘ But I 
never discuss religion, and but for Madame Colleville^ — ’ 
‘Are there demonstrations then in theology ? ’ asked the 
mathematical professor guilelessly and point blank. 

‘ I cannot suppose, Monsieur,* said Theodose, looking up 
at Felix Pheilion, ‘ that you ask the question seriously.* 
‘Felix divides religion into.tw'o categories,* said old 
Pheilion, coming ponderously to his son*s support, as he 
saw 3 pained expression on Madame Thuillieris pale face. 
‘ He regards it from the human and from the divine point 
of view — tradition and reason.* 

‘What a heresy, Monsieur!* said Theodose. ‘Religion 
is indivisible; it insists on faith above all else.* 

Old Pheilion, pinioned by this speech, looked at his 
wife. 

‘It is time, my dear — * and he glanced at the clock. 

‘ Oh, Monsieur Felix,* said Celeste, in an undertone, to 
the frank mathematician, ‘cannot you, like Pascal and 
Bossuet, be at once learned and pious ? ’ 

The Phellions departing, the Collevilles followed ; soon 
no one was left but Dutocq, Theodose, and the Thuilliers. 

The flattery lavished on Flavie by Theodose was of the 
most commonplace type; but 'to understand this narrative 
it must be noted that the advocate kept himself in tune 
with these ordinary minds j he sailed their waters and spoke 



6o The Middle Classes 

their language. Pierre Grassou was his painter, not, Joseph 
Bridauj Paul et Virgmie was his romance. The greatest 
living poet to him was Casimir Delavigne ; in his eyes util- 
ity was the aim and end of art. Parmentin, the inventor 
of the potato, was, said he, better than thirty, Raphaels j the 
man in the blue cloak was to him ‘ A Sister of Charity.’ 
These phrases, which were Thuillier’s, he would occasion- 
ally echo. 

‘That young Felix Phellion,’ said he now, ‘is just the 
college man of our day, the outcome of science which has 
pensioned off God. Bless me ! What are we coming to ? 
Nothing but religion can save France, for the fear of hell 
alone will preserve us from the domestic thieving that is 
perpetually going on in the heart of every household, eating 
into the soundest fortunes. You all have an internecine 
struggle in your very midst.’ 

With this brilliant harangue he went away, after bidding 
the Thuilliers good-night, leaving Brigitte greatly impressed. 
Dutocq accompanied him. 

‘ That is a young fellow of great talent ! ’ said Thuillier 
sententiously. 

‘ Yes, indeed, on my word ! ’ replied Brigitte, as she put 
the lamps out. 

‘ He is religious,’ said Madame Thuillier, leading the 
way. 

‘Mosieur,’ said Phellion to Colleville, as they reached 
the School of Mines, looking round to make sure that they 
were alone in the street, ‘ I am in the habit of surrendering 
to the superior knowledge of others, but I cannot help see- 
ing that this young lawyer lords it too grandly over our 
friends, the Thuilliers.’ 

‘It is my private opinion,’ replied Colleville, walking 
with Phellion behind his wife. Celeste, and Madame Phel- 
lion, who hung closely together, ‘ he is a Jesuit, and I do 
not like those people — the best of them are good for noth- 
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ing To me, Jesuit means tneker), and trickci) with in- 
tent, the) deceive for the pleasure of deceiving, and to 
keep their hand in, as the sa\ ing goes That is m) opinion, 
and I make no bones over sajing so ’ 

‘I understand )ou, Mosicur,* replied Phcllion, who had 
Collcvillc’s arm 

‘No, Monsieur Phcllion,* said Flavie, in a high little 
voice, ‘ )ou do not understand Collcvillc , but I know what 
he means, and he had better sa) no more Such matters 
arc not for discussion in the street at eleven o’clock at 
night and before a )oung girl * 

‘You arc right, m) dear,* said Collcvillc 
At the corner of the Rue des Deux Eglises, which was 
the Phcllions* road, they said good-night helix said to 
Collcvillc — 

‘Monsieur, jour son Fnn9ois, if he were pushed, might 
get into the Dcolc Pol) technique I undertake to qualif) 
him for passing the examinations this )ear ’ 

‘That IS too good an offer to rcAise, thank )0u, m) 
good friend,* said Collcvillc * It shall be seen to ’ 

‘ Well done,’ said Phcllion to Ins son 
‘A very clever idea,’ said Ins mother 
‘Why, what have you discovered in it ? ’ asked Felix 
‘Why, It s a very ingenious way of doing the polite to 
Celeste’s parents * 

‘May I never solve another problem if I thought of it > ’ 
cried the young professor ‘ I found out by talking to the 
boys that hran^ois has a turn for mathematics, and I 
thought it right to inform his father — ’ 

‘Quite right, my son** repeated Phcllion ‘I would 
not have you different All my wishes arc fulfilled, and I 
find my son honest, honourable, possessed of all the public 
and private virtues I could wish ’ 

As Soon as Celeste had gone to her room Madame Colle- 
▼ille said to her husband — 
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‘Colleville, do not pronounce judgment on people so 
crudely without knowing them thoroughly. When you 
speak of Jesuits I know you are thinking of priests, and 
you will oblige me by keeping your opinions on religion to 
yourself when your daughter is present. Wp may sacrifice 
our own souls if we please, but not our children’s. Do 
you want your daughter tO be a creature devoid of religion ? 
And besides, dear old boy, we are at the world’s mercy ; 
we have four children to provide for, and can you say that 
sooner or later you may not need the help of this one or 
that one ? So do not make enemies ; you have none ; you - 
are the best of good souls, and thanks to that, which 
in you is quite a charm, we have got on pretty well 
so far ! ’ 

‘ That will do ! ’ said Colleville, who had flung his coat 
into a chair and was taking off his neck-cloth. ‘ I was 
wrong j you are right, my beauty.’ 

‘ At the first opportunity, my dear old fellow,’ said the 
cunning little woman, patting her husband’s cheeks, ‘you 
try to do the civil to that little lawyer ; he is a sharp custo- ^ 
mer ; we must have him on our side. He can play a part ? 
Well, play up to him. Pretend to be his dupe, and if he is 
clever, if he has a future before him, make him your friend. 
Do you suppose that I want you to stick as a mayor of a 
district ? ’ 

‘ Come here, femme Colleville,’ said the ex-clarinet player, 
patting his knee to show his wife the place where she was 
to perch, ‘ let us toast our tootsems and talk. When I 
look at you I am each time more certain that the youth of 
a woman is in her figure — ’ 

‘ And in her heart ! — ’ 

‘ In both,’ replied Colleville, ‘ a light figure and a heavy 
heart — ’ 

‘ No, silly — a deep heart.’ 

‘ What is so nice in you is that you have kept your com- 
plexion without having to grow fat; but then you have 
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small bones I tell you, Flavie,if I had to begin life again 
I would not choose another wife * 

‘And you know I always liked you better than the ethers 
What a pity it is that monseigneur is dead ’ Do you knovr 
what I should like ^ * 

‘ No ’ 

‘A post in the municipality at about twelve thousand 
francs, as a cashier, say either m Pans, or at Poissy — or 
as an agent * 

‘Either would meet my views * 

‘Well, then, supposing that monster of a lawyer could 
do anything, he can intrigue, you may depend on it 
We will be civil to him, I will feel my way — just 
leave it to me, and above all do not spoil his game at 
the Thuilhers ’ 


Theodose had touched the aching spot in Flavie Collc- 
ville’s heart, and this needs an explanation which may per- 
haps afford a synthetical survey of women's lives 
At the age of forty a woman, especially if she has tasted 
the poisoned apple of passion, is aware of a solemn dread , 
she perceives that two deaths await her — that of the body 
and that of the heart If we divide women into the two 
great classes which answer to the commonest view of 
them the virtuous and the guilty, it is safe to say that all 
alike, after that terrible date m life, are aware of an acute 


pain 

If virtuous and cheated of the craving of their nature, 
whether they have been brave enough for resignation, or 
have buried their rebelliousness in their souls or at the foot 


of the altar, they feel some horror as they say to themselves, 
‘ All is over • ’ The thought has such strange and infernal 
depths that we find in it the cause of some of the apostasies 
that now and then startle and appal the world 

If guilty, they find themselves at a dizzy height in one 
of those positions which sometimes, alas, find expression in 
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madness or end in death or in some passion as tremendous 
as the situation. 

This is the fallacy that lies at the bottom of the crisis ; 
Either a woman has been happy, has' made a virtue of hap- 
piness and can breathe no other than this ^atmosphere of 
incense, can move only in the blossom-laden air where 
flattery is a perpetual caress — and so how can she give it 
up ? Or else — which is even more strange than rare — 
in her pursuit of the happiness that eluded her she has 
found none but fatiguing pleasures, while sustained in the 
ardour of her pursuit by the incitements of satiated vanity, 
spurred to the chase like a gambler doubling his stakes, for, 
to her, the last days of her beauty are the last thing she 
risks on the cards of despair. 

‘You have been loved but never worshipped.' This 
speech of la Peyrade’s, emphasised by a look which read, 
not her heart, but her life, was the solution of an enigma, 
and Flavie felt herself explained. 

The lawyer had repeated certain sentiments which books 
have made commonplace ; but it matters not of what make 
or material the whip is that stings the sore of a thorough- 
bred horse. The poetry was in Flavie, not in the verse, 
just as the noise is not in the avalanche though it brings it 
down. 

A young oflicer, two coxcombs, a banker, a clumsy lad, 
and poor Colleville were a melancholy set of experiences. 
Once in her life, indeed, Madame Colleville had dreamed 
of happiness, but she had not felt it, and death had 
hastily cut short the only passion in which Flavie had 
found any real charm. For two years now she had been 
obedient to the voice of religion, which had taught her 
that neither the Church nor the world speaks of happi- 
ness and love, but only of duty and submission ; that 
in the eyes of those two great powers happiness dwells 
in the satisfaction obtained from painful or costly sacri- 
fice for which there is no reward in this life. But she 
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sttll heard a shnller voice, and as her religion was but 
a necessary mask she wore and not a conversion, as she 
could not take it off because she regarded it as a resource 
in the future, since devotion, true or feigned, was a way of 
living not unfifted to her future years, she clung to the 
Church, seated as it were on a bench in a forest-glade, 
reading the guide-posts to the ways, and awaiting what 
might happen as she felt night closing in 

Then her curiosity was greatly excited when she heard 
Theodose plainly stale her secret position, without any 
assumption of taking advantage of it, but attacking the 
inner side only of her nature by holding out a hope of the 
realisation of an airy vision already seven or eight times 
destroyed 

Ever since the beginning of the winter she had under- 
stood that Theodose was surreptitiously watching her and 
studying her through and through More than once she 
had put on her grey watered-silk gown, her black lace, and 
her little head dress of flowers twisted in with Mechlin, to 
make the best of herself, and a man always knows when a 
woman has dressed for him The dreadful dandy of the 
Empire smothered her with vulgar flattery , she was the 
queen of the evening — but the Provencal said much more 
by a subtle glance 

Sunday after Sunday Flavie had expected him to make 
love to her, she said to herself ‘ He knows I am a pauper 
and he has not a penny * Or perhaps he is really pious * ’ 
Theodose was determined to hurry nothing, like a skil- 
ful musician, he had marked the place in the symphony 
where he meant to hit the drum As soon as he saw that 
Colleville was trying to raise suspicions m Thuillier, he had 
fired the broadside he had so carefully prepared during the 
months he had spent in studying Flavie, and with success, 
in the morning he had succe^ed with Thuillier 
As he went to bed he reflected — 

‘ The wife IS on my side, the husband cannot endure 
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me. At this moment they are squabbling and I shall win 
the day, for she does what she likes with her husband.’ 

' But the Provencal was mistaken, so far as that there had 
not been the smallest disagreement, and that Colleville was 
sleeping by his dear little Flavie’s side, while she was say- 
ing to herself ; — 

‘ Theodose is a very superior man.’ 

A great many men like la Peyrade derive superiority from 
the boldness or difficulty of an undertaking ; the energy they 
must display gives solidity to their muscles ; they throw all 
their strength into it, and then, whether they achieve suc- 
cess or meet with an overthrow, the world is surprised to 
see that they are small or mean, or worn out. 

After having aroused a curiosity that was sure to become 
feverish, in the minds of the persons on whom^ Celeste’s 
fate depended, Theodose affected to be extremely busy ; for 
five or six days he was out from morning till night, so as 
not to see Flavie again till her desire had reached the point 
where she would overstep any limits of propriety, and so as 
to compel Thuillier to call on him. 

He was almost certain to meet Madame Colleville at 
church on the following Sundays in fact, they came out at 
the same moment, and met in the Rue des Deux Eglises. 
Theodose offered his arm to Flavie, who accepted it, 
sending her daughter on in front with Anatole. This 
youngest of her children, now twelve years old, was a day- 
boarder at Barniol’s school, where he was being prepared 
in the elements ; Phellion’s son-in-law had naturally reduced 
the price for his day-board in anticipation of the hoped-for 
alliance between the Phellions and Celeste. 

‘ Have you done me the honour and favour of thinking 
over what I said to you so blunderingly the other day ? ’ 
asked the lawyer in an insinuating tone, as he pressed the 
fair one’s arm to his heart with a gesture at once gentle 
and firm, for he affected to suppress, his feelings and' seem 
respectful against his impulse. ‘Do not misunderstand 
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me/ he went on, as he met such a glance from Madame 
Colleville’s eyes as women, practised in the arts of passion, 
can find to express either severe reproof or a secret com- 
munity of feelings. *I love jou as a man loves a noble 
nature struggling against misfortune. Christian chant) 
embraces the strong as well as the weak, and its treasures 
are for all. Refined, graceful, and elegant as you are, made 
to be the ornament of the highest sphere, what man can 
see you, without the deepest compassion, dragging out )our 
life among these odious middle^class people who do not 
understand you — not even the aristocratic perfection of 
one of your attitudes, of one of your looks, or of one of 
your bewitching tones of voice. — Oh ^ if I were but rich, 
if It were only in my power, )our husband, who is really a 
good soul, should be made a collector general) and you 
could get him elected deput) . — But I, poor and ambitious, 
whose first duty is to crush my ambition since I am left at 
the bottom of the bag like the last number of a lottery, I 
can only offer you my arm instead of my heart. All my 
hopes are centred in a good marriage, and believe me, not 
only Will I make my wife happy, but I will raise her to a 
high position in the State if she brings me the means of 
advancement — It is a very fine day, come for a little 
walk in the Luxembourg,' he added, as they reached the 
Rue d’Enfer and the corner of Madame Colleville's house, 
opposite to which was a passage into the gardens down the 
steps of a little structure, the last remnant of the famous 
Carthusian Convent 

The unresisting arm linked into his own gave Flavie’s 
tacit consent, and as she deserved the honour of some show 
of violence, he dragged her away quickly, adding — 

‘Come along, we shall not always have such a good 
opportunity — Oh f ' he exclaimed, ‘ your husband sees us , 
he IS at the window , walk slowly — * 

‘You need have no fear of Monsieur Colleville,” said 
Flavie, smiling ‘ He leaves me absolutely my own mistress ’ 
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‘ Oh ! such, indeed, is the woman of my dreams ! ’ ex- 
claimed the Provencal with the ecstatic accent that only 
fires a southern soul and comes from southern lips. 

‘ Forgive me, Madame,’ he said, checking himself, and 
coming down from the upper regions to the exiled angel at 
whom he piously gazed. ‘Forgive me! 'To return to 
what I was saying — oh I how can I be insensible to the 
sufferings I myself experience when I see them no less the 
lot of a being to whom life ought to bring nothing but joy 
and happiness I — Your sorrows are mine; I am no more 
in my right place than you are in yours ; the same ill for- 
tune has made us brother and sister. 

‘ Ah 1 dear Flavie ! — The first time I was so happy as ‘ 
to see you was on the last Sunday in September, 1838. 
You were lovely ! I shall often recall you in that little 
momseline de laine frock, a tartan of some Scottish clan. — 
I said to myself that evening : “ Why is that woman at the 
Thuilliers ” above all, why had she ever any connection 
with this Thuillier ? ’ 

‘ Monsieur I ’ cried Flavie, terrified at the ominously swift 
flow that the Provencal had given to the conversation. 

‘ Oh ! I know all,’ he exclaimed, with a twitch of his 
shoulder, ‘ and I understand everything — and I do not es- 
teem you the less. There, there I These are not the sins 
of an ugly woman or a hunchback. You have to gather 
the fruit of your error, and I will help you,: Celeste will be 
very rich, and that is where all your future prospects lie ; 
you can have but one son-in-law ; be clever enough to 
choose him well. An ambitious man may rise to office, 
but he will humiliate you, annoy you, and make your 
daughter miserable ; if he loses her fortune he will certainly 
never remake it. — Yes, indeed, I love you,’ he added, 

‘ with unbounded devotion ; you are superior to a thousand 
petty considerations that enmesh fools. Let us understand 
each other — ’ 

Flavie was astounded ; at the same time this excessive 
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frankness appealed to her ‘This man is plain-spoken 
enough said she to herself Still, she acknowledged that 
she had never been so deeply moved and agitated as by this 
young man 

‘Monsieur,’ said she, ‘I do not know ^vho can have 
misled you so* completely as to my past life or by what 
right—’ 

‘ Pray forgive me, Madame,* the Provenfal put m with 
a coldness bordering on scorn ‘I dreamt it all * I said to 
myself “She is all that*** but I was deceived by appear- 
ances I know now vvhy you will live on for ever m 
fourth-floor rooms in the Rue d’Enfcr ’ 

And he emphasised the retort with a vehement wave of 
his arm in the direction of the window where Collcville 
could be seen from the avenue in the gardens where they 
were walking alone, a vast field tilled and turned by so 
many young ambitions 

‘I have been perfectly frank, I expected reciprocity I 
have gone many a day without bread, Madame , I managed 
to live, to study law, to qualify as a licentiate of law in 
Pans, on a capital of two thousand francs I came in by 
the barriere d’ltalie with five hundred francs in my pocket, 
vowing, like a countryman of mine, that I would some day 
be one of the leading men of my country And a man 
who has often picked his breakfast out of the baskets into 
which cook-shops throw their leavings, and which they 
empty in the street at six in the morning when the second- 
hand eating-houses can find nothing worth taking — such 
a man will shrink from no means that he may own to 
Do you believe that I am the People’s Friend ^ ’ said he, 
smiling ‘Fame must have her trumpet, she cannot be 
heard if she speaks in a whisper, and without fame of what 
use IS talent? The Advocate of the Poor will become the 
advocate of the rich Now, have I not opened my inmost 
soul ? Open your heart to me Say, “ we will be friends,” 
and some day we will all be happy * 
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‘ Oh, dear ! why did I come with you ? Why did I 
take your arm ? ’ exclaimed Flavie. 

‘ Because it was your destiny ! ' replied he. My dear 
and beloved Flavie,’ he went on, pressing her arm to his 
heart, ‘did you expect to hear me make commonplace 
speeches? We are sister and brother — thdt is the whole 
story.’ 

And he turned back toward the steps to return to the 
Rue d’Enfer. 

At the back of the satisfaction which a woman finds in 
violent excitement, Flavie was conscious of a great dread,' 
and she mistook this terror for the sort of alarm that comes 
of a new passion ; but she was spellbound, and walked on 
in utter silence. 

‘ What are you thinking about ? ’ asked Theodose, half- 
way along the passage. 

‘ Of all you have been saying,’ she replied. 

‘ But at our age,’ said he, ‘ we skip the preliminaries ; 
we are not children, and we both live in a sphere in which 
we ought to understand each other. In short,’ he added, 
as they turned into the Rue d’Enfer, ‘ believe me, I am 
wholly yours.’ And he bowed solemnly. 

‘The irons are in the fire,’ said he to himself as he 
watched the retreat of his dazzled prey. 

On going home Theodose found on his landing a man 
who figures in this tale as a submarine agent, or like a 
buried church on which the front of a palace is built up. 
The sight of this man, who, having rung in vain at la 
Peyrade’s door, was now pulling Dutocq’s bell, startled the > 
Provencal; but the shock was internal; nothing on the 
surface betrayed this hidden agitation. 

This was Cerizet, the man of whom Dutocq had spoken 
to Thuillier as his copying-clerk. 

Cerizet, who was but eight and thirty, looked fifty, so 
wrecked was he by all that ages a man. His bald head 
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showed a jellow skull, meagrely covered by a wig rusty 
with wear, his pale, flaccid features, curiously rough-hewn, 
were all the more unpleasant by reason of his nose being 
much disfigured , not indeed so badly as to make it necessarj 
that he should, wear a false nose, from the bridge at the 
forehead to the nostrils it was as nature made it, but dis- 
ease had destroyed the nostrils towards the Jip, leaving two 
holes of uncertain outline, thickening his pronunciation and 
hindering his speech His ejes had been fine, but were 
weakened by every form of work and wear and sitting 
late at night , they were rimmed with red, and evidently 
damaged , his look when animated by an expression of mis- 
chief might have frightened judges and criminals — even 
those who are frightened at nothing His mouth, bereft 
of teeth, or retaining only a few blackened wrecks, was 
sinister, and moistened with a foam of white saliva which 
did not, however, wet his thin, colourless lips 

Cerizet, a small man, not so much lean as shrunken, 
tned to correct the disasters to his person by dress, and 
though the costume was not magnificent, he kept it in a 
state of scrupulous cleanliness that perhaps enhanced its 
wretchedness Everything about him was doubtful, like 
his age, his nose, and his expression It was impossible to 
guess whether he were eight and thirty or sixty, whether 
his blue trousers, faded but neatly strapped, would be in 
the fashion ere long, or dated from the year 1835 A pair 
of boots, gone limp, but carefully blacked, and resoled for 
the third time, had once been good, and had perhaps trod- 
den the carpets of ofiicial residences His overcoat with 
braided frogs, drenched in many a shower, and oval but- 
tons that indiscreetly betrayed the moulds, showed by its 
cut that It had once been elegant His satin stock and 
tie hid the lack of linen with some success, but at the back 
the teeth of the buckle had frayed the stuff, which was shin- 
ing With the oleaginous friction of his wig In the days of 
us youth his waistcoat had been smart, but it was one of 
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those waistcoats which are sold- for four francs out of the 
depths of a ready-made-clothes shop. Every article was 
carefully brushed, including the bruised and shining silk hat. 
Everything- was in harmony and matched the black gloves 
of this subaltern Mephistopheles, of whom die history may 
be told in a few words. 

He was an artist in wickedness, with whom at first 
wickedness had succeeded, and who, deluded by his early 
triumphs, persisted in plotting infamy always well within 
the letter of the law. By treachery to his master he had 
become owner of a printing business ; then he had been 
fined as the publisher of a liberal newspaper, and in the 
country, after the Restoration, he became one of the pet 
victims of the royalist Ministry, and was called the ‘ un- 
fortunate’ Cerizet, like the unfortunate Chauvet, or the, 
heroic Mercier. In 1830 this reputation for patriotism 
earned him a place as sous-prefet^ which he lost six months 
later; but he declared that he had been condemned un- 
heard, and made so much noise about it, that during Casimir 
Perier’s administration he was made the editor of an anti- 
republican paper in the pay of the Government. After that 
he went into business, and among the concerns- he was 
mixed up with was one of the most disastrous joint-stock 
companies that ever gave rise to criminal proceedings ; he 
took the severe sentence he incurred quite unabashed, as- 
serting that it was a piece of revenge got up by the repub- 
' lican party, who could not forgive him for the severe 
handling it had met with from his newspaper, and was pay- 
ing him back tenfold. He spent his term of imprison- 
ment in a lunatic asylum. 

The authorities were at last ashamed of a man who had 
risen from the foundling hospital, and whose almost crapu- 
lous habits and disgraceful swindling, in combination with 
' a retired banker named Claparon, had brought him down 
. to well-deserved reprobation. Thus Cerizet, fallen inch 
by inch to the lowest step of the social ladder, only obtained 
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the place of copying clerh in Duiocq's o/llcc b) appealing 
to a remnant of pit) 

In the lowest pit of miser) this man drcametl of rctaha* 
tion, and as he had nothing left to lose, he was read) fur 
any means of pchiexing it Dutoeq and he were bound 
together b) their equal depntit) Ctn/el was to Dutocq, 
in that neighbourhood, what a dog is to tlic sportsman 
C^n/et, experienced in all the needs of potertt, lent 
small sums on short loans at enormous interest , he began 
as Dutocq’s partner, and this ancient guttcr-bo), row be- 
came the costermongers* banker, the truck merchants* bill- 
discounter, was the gnawing worm of the district 

‘I sa),’ said Ctri/ct, when Duiocq opened his door, 
* Theodosc is come in , let us go to his rooms ’ 

The adtocatc of the poor let the two men in before him 
They all three crossed a small room, w itli a tiled end w axed 
floor, the red, encaustic tiles reflecting the da) light that 
came m between cotton curtains, showing a plain, round, 
walnut-wood table, and a walnuMtood sideboard on whicli 
a lamp stood Through it the) went into a small sitting- 
room with red curtains and mihogan) furniture, covered 
with red Utrecht velvet, the wall opposite the windows 
was furnished with a bookcase filled with law books Vul- 
gar ornaments graced ihcchiinnc)-shclf, — a clock w ith four 
mahogany columns, and candlesticks under shades The 
study where the three friends seated themselves in front of 
a coal fire was the studj of a budding pleader, the furni- 
ture consisting of a writing-table, an arm-chair, short, green 
silk blinds to the windovvs, a green carpet, a set of pigeon 
holes for boxes, and a sofa, over which hung an ivory cru- 
cifix, mounted on velvet The bedroom, kitchen, and 
other rooms looked out on the court-yard 

‘Well,* said Cenzet, ‘IS it all right? Arc things mov- 
ing?’ 

‘Yes,’ replied Thtodose 

‘Confess, now, that I had a bright idea,* cried Dutocq, 
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‘when I thought of a way of getting round that gaby 
Thuillier.’ 

‘ Yes, but I am not behindhand,’ exclaimed Cerizet. 
‘ I have come this morning to show you the way to fit the 
thumb-screws on to the old maid and make^ her spin like a 
teetotum. Make no mistake; Mademoiselle Thuillier is 
everything in this affair; if you win her over, you take the 
citadel. Say little, but to the purpose, as befits those who 
know what they are about. My old partner, Claparon, is, 
as you know, an idiot, and he will be all his life what he 
has been, a stalking horse. At this moment his name is 
put forward by a Paris notary, mixed up with some build- 
ers, who are all going to the dogs together, — notary, 
masons, and all ! Claparon is the scapegoat ; he has never 
been bankrupt, and everything must have a beginning; at 
this moment he is stowed away in my den in the Rue^ des 
Poules, where no one will ever find him. Now Claparon 
is furious ; he has not a sou ; and among the five or six 
houses which have to be sold, there is one, a perfect gem, 
all of squared stone, close to the Madeleine, — a frontage 
all patterned over like a melon, and with lovely sculpture, 
— and not being finished, it will be sold for a hundred 
thousand francs at most ; by spending twenty-five thousand 
francs on it, it will be worth ten thousand francs a year’ in 
a couple of years’ time. Now, by helping Mademoiselle 
Thuillier to secure this property, you can win her heart, 
for you can give her to understand that such bargains may 
be met with every year. Vain people can be managed 
either by working on their conceit or by threats ; money- 
grabbers by attacking or by filling their purse. And as, 
after all, working for the Thuilliers is working for our- 
selves, we must enable her to benefit by this stroke of 
business.’ 

‘ But the notary ? ’ said Dutocq, ‘ why does he let it slip 
through his fingers ? ’ 

‘ The notary, my dear boy ! It is he who is the making 
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of us Being obliged to sell his business, and ruined, in 
fact, he has kept this portion of the crumbs of the cake. 
Believing in that idiot Claparon’s honesty, he has instructed 
him to find a nominal purchaser, for he looks for equal con- 
fidence and prqdence. We will leave him to suppose that 
Mademoiselle Thuilher is an honest woman, allowing poor 
Claparon to make use of her name, and the notary and 
Claparon will both be caught. I owe my friend Claparon 
this little turn, for he let me m for the brunt of the battle 
in his joint-stock concern, which was bowled over by Cou- 
ture — in whose skin you would be sorry to find your- 
selves * * he added, with a flash of deVihsh hatred in his 
dulled eyes. ‘ Gentlemen, I have spoken I * he said, in a 
big voice which trumpeted through his nose, as he assumed 
a theatrical attitude, for once, in an hour of abject poverty, 
he had tried the stage. 

As he ended his harangue there was a ring at the bell, 
and la Peyrade went to open the door. 

‘ Do you still feel sure of him ^ * said Cenzet to Dutoeq. 
‘I fancy there is something about him — in short, I have 
had experience of betrayals.* 

‘ He IS so completely in our power,’ said Dutoeq, ‘ that 
I did not take the trouble to watch him. Still, between 
ourselves, I had not thought him so spry all round as he 
certainly is. We thought we were mounting a man who 
could not ride a thoroughbred, and the rascal is a jockey ^ ’ 

‘He had better mind what he is about,’ said Cenzet 
mysteriously. ‘I can blow him over like a house of cards. 
As to you, Daddy Dutoeq, you can see him at work and 
keep an eye on him , watch him closely. And I can feel 
his pulse, too, by getting Claparon to propose to him to get 
nd of us , then we shall know where we are.’ 

‘That is not a bad idea,* said Dutoeq ‘You can see as 
far as most people.’ 

‘We are tarred with the same brush, that’s all,’ replied 
Cenzet. 1 
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These remarks were spoken in an undertone while Theo- 
dose went to the door and returned. When the lawyer 
came back, Cerizet was examining everything in the study. 

‘ It is Thuillier,’ said Theodose, ‘ I expected him to call. 
He is in the drawing-room. He must not see Cerizet’s 
great-coat,’ he added smiling ; ‘ those trimmings would 
alarm him.’ 

‘ Pooh ! you are the friend of the poor ; it is all part of 
the performance. Do you want some money ? ’ asked Ceri- 
zet, taking a hundred francs out of his trousers’ pocket. 
‘ There, that looks well,’ and he placed the pile of silver 
on the chimney-shelf. 

‘ And we can get away through the bedroom,’ said 
Dutocq. 

‘ Very well, good-bye then,’ said the Proven9al, opening 
a papered door leading from the study to the bedroom. 
‘ Come in here, my dear Monsieur Thuillier,’ he called out 
to the erstwhile ‘ buck.’ 

Then as soon as he saw him come to the study door, he 
went to let out his two confederates through the bedroom, 
dressing-room, and kitchen, which opened on to the landing. 

‘ In six months you must be Celeste’s husband and look- 
ing up in the world. You are a lucky dog; you have not 
found yourself in the dock of a police court twice, as I 
have: the first time in 1825, for constructive treason, as 
they called it — a series of newspaper articles that I never 
wrote ; and the second time for appropriating the profits of 
- a joint-stock company that never came to anything. Come, 
get the pot boiling, by the piper ! for Dutocq and I want 
our twenty-five thousand francs apiece deuced badly ; and 
be brave, my good fellow ! ’ he added, holding out his hand 
to Theodose to test him by his grip of it. 

The Proven9al gave Cerizet his right hand and wrung 
his with much warmth. 

‘ My dear boy, you may be very sure that whatever' posi- 
tion I may attain I shall not forget the plight from which 
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you rescued me to set -me on horseback licrc I am your 
bait, but )ou arc giving me the lion's share, and I should 
be worse than a convict turned sp) if I did not play a 
square game ’ 

As soon as the door was shut Cenzet peeped through 
the keyhole to* sec la Pc^radc's face, but the lawjerhad 
turned his back, going to join Thuilhcr, and his suspicious 
ally could not sec what expression his Icaturcs assumed 
It was neither disgust or dtsma), but jo), which the re- 
leased features expressed Thcodose saw his means of 
succeeding muliipljing, and he flattered himself he could 
get nd of his sordid comrades, though indeed he owed 
everything to them Povert) has unfathomable depths, 
especially in Pans, miry bogs, from which, when a drowned 
man comes to the surface again, he brings foul matter cling- 
ing to his body or hts clothes Cenzet, once the w calth) 
fnend and patron of Thcodose, was now the filthj stain 
that still stuck to the Pfovcn9al, and the promoter of the 
joint-stock company could guess that he was onlj too anx- 
ious to brush him ofl*, now that he moved in a sphere vvlicrc 
decent attire was indispensable 

‘My dear Thcodose,' said Thuillicr, *wc ha\c been 
hoping to see you every day of the week, and each evening 
has brought us disappointment As next Sunday is our 
dinner-party day, my sister and my wife desired me to beg 
you to come — ’ 

‘I have been so very busy,’ said Thcodose, ‘that I have 
not had two minutes to give to anybody, not even to you, 
whom I count as one of my fnends, and to whom I partic- 
ularly wanted to speak — * 

‘Then you have really thought seriously of what you 
told me ^ ’ cried Thuillier, interrupting Thcodose 

‘ If you had not come to clinch the matter, I should esteem 
you less than I do,’ replied la Peyrade, smiling ‘ "You have 
been a second-class clerk, jou must therefore have some 
remnants of ambition, and in you it is legitimate, or the 
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deuce is in k !, Why, really, between you and me, when 
we see a man like Minard, — a gilded crock, going to make 
his bow to the King and swagger about the Tuileriesj or 
Popinot, again, on the high way to office, — and you, a man 
inured to the routine of administration, a man with thirty 
years’ experience, left to prick out seedlingS 1 What can 
I say ? I will be frank with you, my dear Thuillier. I 
want to get you on because you will pull me after you. 

‘Well, and this is my plan. We shall have to elect a 
member of the Municipal Council for this district, and you 
, must be the man . . . and you shall be the man,’ he added, 
emphasising the word. ‘Some day, at the next general 
election, you will be representative of the district in the 
lower Chamber — and the time is not far off. The votes 
which will elect you to the Municipal Council will not fail 
you when it is a question of getting into Parliament ; you 
may depend upon me for that.’ 

‘ But what means have you ? ’ asked Thuillier, dazzled. 

‘ You shall know. But leave this long and delicate busi-- 
ness to me to manage j if you make any foolish talk as 
to what is said or planned or agreed upon between us, I 
leave you to yourself and wish you a very good morning.’ 

‘ Oh, you may trust an old second clerk to hold his 
tongue j I have known secrets — ’ 

‘Very well! But you must keep these secrets from 
your wife, your sister, Monsieur and Madame Colleville.’ 

‘Not a muscle of my face shall move,’ said Thuillier, 
setting his features. 

‘ Very good,’ said la Peyrade. ‘ I will test you. .To 
- be, eligible you must pay the full amount of taxes, and that 
you do not do.’ 

‘ I beg your pardon, I pay enough to sit on the Munici- 
pal Council : two francs and eighty-six Centimes.’ 

‘Yes, but to sit in the Chamber five hundred francs is 
the qualification, and you have no time to lose, for you 
must prove possession for a year.’ 
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‘ The Devil * ’ said Thuilher, ‘ how am I to rise to a 
rating of five hundred francs within the next twelvemonth ^ ’ 
‘You may be paying it by the end of July My devo- 
tion to you leads me to confide to you the secret of a stroke 
of business which will enable you to make thirty or forty 
thousand francs a year on a capital of a hundred and fift) 
thousand at most But m your household, you see, your 
sister has long been at the head of all business arrange- 
ments, and I have no fault to find with that She has the 
soundest judgment possible, it will be necessary, therefore, 
to begin with, that I should have the opportunity of win- 
ning MademoiseUe Brigitte’s regard and friendship by pro- 
posing this investment to her — and for this reason If 
Mademoiselle Thuillier did not believe in me, we should 
get into trouble, but how can you suggest to your sister 
that she should buy the property m your name ^ It would 
be far better that the idea should come from me How- 
ever, you shall both be enabled to judge of the opportunity 
‘As to the means at my command for promoting your 
election to the Municipal Council of the Seme, they are 
these Phellion can command one-fourth of the votes in 
the district he and Laudigeois have lived in for thirty years, 
they are regarded as oracles I have a fnend who can dis- 
pose of another fourth, and the Cure of Samt-Jacques, who 
IS not without influence, may secure a few votes Dutocq, 
who IS as well known to the residents as the justice of 
the peace, will do his best for me, especially if I am not 
working for myself, and then Colleville, as secretary to 
the Mayor, represents one-fourth of the votes ’ 

‘To be sure f ’ cried Thuillier ‘I am as good as 
elected ’ 

‘Do you think so ? ’ said la Peyrade, in a tone of alarm- 
ing irony ‘ Well then, only go to your fnend Colleville, 
and ask him to help you , you will see what he says Suc- 
cess lit an election is never secured by the candidate but 
by his friends You must never ask for anything for 
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yourself 5 you must wait to be urged to accept it, and seem 
to have no ambition/ 

‘ La Peyrade ! ’ cried Thuillier, rising and taking the 
young lawyer’s hand, ‘ you are a monstrous clever fellow/ 

‘ No match for you, but fairly wide-awake,’ replied the 
Provencal, smiling. 

‘ And if we succeed, how am I to repay you ? ’ asked 
Thuillier guilelessly. 

‘ Ah, that is the point ! You will think me audacious ; 
but you must remember that there is in me a feeling which 
must plead my excuses, for it has given me courage to try 
every resource. I am in love, and to you I confide my 
secret.’ 

‘ But with whom ? ’ said Thuillier. 

‘ With your sweet little Celeste,’ replied la Peyrade, ‘ and 
my love is surety for my devotion to you ; what would I 
not do for a father-in-law ? It is but selfishness ; it is 
working for my own ends.’ 

‘ Hush ! ’ cried Thuillier. 

‘ Why, my friend, if Flavie were not on my side,’ said 
la Peyrade, putting his hands on Thuillier’s hips, ‘and if I 
did not know all, should I speak of it to you ? Only on 
this point say nothing to herj wait till she speaks. 

‘ Listen to me ; I am of the stuff that ministers are 
made of, and I do not want to wear Celeste without having 
won her ; you shall not plight her to me till the day when 
your name is drawn out of the ballot-box often enough to 
make you a deputy of Paris. To be a member for Paris 
you must get the whip-hand of Minard. Minard must be 
wiped out, and you must keep your influence in hand j so, 
to achieve this result, let them still hope to win Celeste — 
we will trick them all. 

‘ Madame Colleville, you, and I will cut a figure some 
day. Do not, however, think me grasping; I want Celeste 
without any fortune, with nothing but her prospects. To 
live as a member of your family and leave my wife among 
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you all IS what I dream of You see, I have no underhand 
schemes You, wxthin six months of taking your seat on 
the Town Council, will have the Cross of the Legion of 
Honour, and will be made Officer of the Order as soon as 
you are electee^ As to your speeches in the Chamber-— 
why, we will write them between us Perhaps you would 
do well to write some solid book on half-moral, half-politi- 
cal questions , forjnstance, on Charitable Institutions, con- 
sidered from a lofty standpoint, such as the reform of the 
Monts-de-Piete, where the abuses are a scandal Let us do 
something to make your name known, it would work well, 
especially in the immediate district I tell you, you may 
get the Cross and become member of the Municipal Coun- 
cil for the Department of the Seine Well, put your trust 
in me, do not think of making me one of your family till 
you have the ribbon in your button-hole and take your 
seat in the Chamber of Deputies 

‘ Still, I will do better than that I will get you fortj 
thousand francs a year ’ 

‘For only one of these things you should have our 
Celeste 1 ’ 

‘ What a jewel ’ ’ said la Peyrade, raising his eyes to 
heaven ‘ I am foolish enough to pray for her every day 
She IS enchanting — and very like you Well, well I you 
need not impress secrecy on me, and it was from Dutocq 
that I heard it all Till this evening ^ I am off to Phel- 
lion’s to see what I can do for you By the way, you 
understand that you never for a moment thought of me as 
a husband for Celeste — you would cut me in pieces sooner 
On that matter not a word, not even to Flavie Wait till 
she mentions it to you Phellion will rush at you this 
evening to secure your adherence to his plans and nomi- 
nate you as candidate ’ 

‘ This evening ? ’ said Thuillier 

‘This evening,’ replied TTicodose, ‘unless I should not 
find him at home ’ 

F 
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Thuillier went away, saying to himself ; — 

‘That is a remarkably clever fellow ! We shall get on 
together. And on my word, it would be hard to do bet- 
ter for Celeste. They would live with us, a family party, 
and that is a great thing; he is a good fellow, a genial 
soul.’ 

To men of Thuillier’s character, this, a secondary matter 
really, carries all the weight of a sound reason. Theodose 
had been delightfully genial. 

The house to which la Peyrade presently directed his 
steps had, for twenty years, been to Phellion his hoc erat hi 
VQtis ; but it was as essentially the house of Phellion as the 
• braiding of Cerizet’s great-coat was the indispensable orna- 
ment of that garment. 

This dwelling, only one room deep, — some twenty feet 
or so, — was built up against a much larger house, and had 
a sort of little wing with one window, projecting at each 
end. Its principal merit lay in a garden about thirty fath- 
oms wide, and longer than the frontage by the width of a 
fore-court towards the street and an arbour of lime trees. 
Beyond the further wing, the court-yard was shut off from 
the street by iron railings with a double gate in the middle. 

This edifice, built of rough stone stuccoed over, was two 
storeys high, lime-washed yellow, with Venetian shutters 
above and boarded shutters below, all painted green. The 
kitchen was on the ground floor at the end by the court- 
yard, and the cook, a stout, strong wench, also did duty as 
gate-keeper, under the guardianship of two enormous dogs. 

The facade, consisting of five windows, besides the two 
wings which projected about six feet, was in the Style 
Phellion. Above the door the owner had inserted a marble 
panel, on which was inscribed in gilt letters : Aurea Medi- 
ocritas. Above a sun-dial in another panel he had placed 
this wise maxim ; Umbra mea vita., sic I 

The window-sills had been lately restored with blocks of 
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red Languedoc marble that he hid found m a stone-mason’s 
yard At the further end of the garden uas a painted stone 
figure looking to the passers-b) like a nurse suckling a bab) 
Phellion was his own gardener 

The grounjl floor consisted of the dining-room and 
drauing-room^ divided by the staircase and a little hall or 
ante-room Bejond the drawing-room uas a small room 
for Phellion’s little study 

On the first floor were the bedrooms for the master and 
mistress and for the joung professor , above these, the chil- 
dren’s and servants* rooms, for Phellion, out of respect for 
his own age and his wife’s, had allowed himself to set up a 
man-servant of about fifteen — especially now that his son 
was a qualified instructor To the left on entering the 
fore-court was a small out-building where the firewood was 
stored, and where in the last owner’s time a porter had 
lodged The Phcllions were no doubt waiting till the pro- 
fessor should be married to allow themselves this crowning 
luxury 

This little freehold, long coveted by the Phcllions, had 
cost eighteen thousand francs in 1831 The house was 
separated from the forc-couit bj a balustrade on a low wall 
of hewn stone, formed of hollow tiles laid above each other 
alternately, and finished at the top with flat stones This 
parapet, breast-high, had within it a hedge of China roses, 
and in the middle was a gate of wooden pahngs opposite 
the gates to the street 

Any one who knows the Impasse des Feuillantines will 
understand that Phellion’s house, standing at a right angle 
to the street, faced south, being sheltered on the north by 
the h\gh patty-vvaW agamst whicb rt was bwfit 

The domes of the Pantheon and of the Val-de-Grace 
stand close by, like two giants, and so effectually block the 
sky that as you walk in the garden you feel quite shut in 
Nor can any spot be more silent than the Impasse des 
Feuillantines Such was the retreat chosen by this great 
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but unrecognized citizen, who was now tasting the pleasures 
of repose, after paying his debt to his country by working 
in the office of the Exchequer, from which he had retired as 
first-class clerk after thirty-six years of service. 

In 1832 he had led his battalion of the National Guard to 
the front at Saint-Merri, but those who were near him saw 
his eyes were full of tears at the thought of being obliged 
to fire on his misguided fellow-countrymen. The fight 
was over by the time the legion had marched at the double 
across the bridge of Notre-Damc, coming out at the Quai 
aux Fleurs. His virtuous hesitancy won him the affection 
of all the neighbourhood, but it lost him the decoration of 
the Legion of Honour. The Colonel expressed his opin- 
ion loudly that a man under arms must never deliberate ; 
the speech made by Louis-Philippe to the National Guard 
at Metz. But in spite of this, Phellion’s civic virtues and 
the immense respect he enjoyed in the whole neighbour- 
hood had kept him in his rank as Major of the National 
Guard for eight years. He was now nearly sixty, and as 
he saw the hour approaching when he would be com- 
pelled to lay down the sword and unbuckle the military 
stock he could only hope that the King would vouchsafe to 
reward his services by granting him the Legion of Honour. 

Truth compels me to say — though such paltriness casts 
a slur on so noble a character — that Major Phellion stood 
on tiptoe at the levees at the Tuileries; that he put him- 
self in the foreground and made sheeps’ eyes at the Citizen- 
King when he dined at his table ; in short, intrigued as 
best he might, but had never yet met the eye of the king 
of his choice. The worthy man had already thought of 
asking Minard to support his secret ambition, but had not 
yet brought himself to the point. 

Phellion, the advocate of passive obedience, was a stoic 
in all that concerned his duties, iron as to every matter of 
conscience. To complete the portrait by a sketch of his 
appearance; at fifty, Phellion was stout^ to use the accepted 
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word , h>s face, uniform jn colour and marked with the 
small-pox, was a perfect full moon, so that his lips, which 
had once been thick, were now nothing remarkable His 
eyes were weak and protected by blue spectacles, the inno- 
cence of their light blue was no longer visible to invite a 
smile , but hisVhite hair had at last given gravity to a face 
which, twelve years since, had veiged on idiocy and given 
cause for ridicule Time, which so cruelly disfigures faces 
with fine and delicate features, improves those which in 
youth have been thick and clumsy, and this was the case 
with Phellion He occupied the leisure of old age in com- 
piling an abridged history of France, for Phellion was the 
author of several books sanctioned by the University 
When la Peyrade came in, the whole of the family wis 
assembled , Madame Barmol had called to report to her 
parents on the health of one of her children who was ail- 
ing , the student from the School of Mines was spending 
the day at home All in their Sunday best, and seated in 
front of the fire in the drawing-room, — a panelled room 
painted in two shades of grey, — on second-hand easy-chairs, 
they all started on hearing Genevieve, the cook, announce 
the very man whom they were discussing apropos to Celeste, 
Felix Phellion’s adoration carrying him so far as to make 
him go to Mass in order to see her The mathematician 
had made this effort that very morning, and was being good- 
naturedly bantered by the familj, who at the same time 
only hoped that Celeste and her parents might appreciate 
the treasure at their feet 

‘Alas^ The Thuilliers seem to me very much set on 
an exceeding!) dangerous man,’ said Madame Phellion 
*Hc made Madame Colleville take his arm this morning, 
and they went off together to the Luxembourg ’ 

‘There is something peculiarly sinister in that lawyer,' 
exclaimed Felix * If I were told he had committed some 
crime, I should not be surprised * 

‘That IS going too far,* said his father ‘He is first 
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cousin to TartufFe, the immortal figure cast in bronze by 
our honest poet, Moliere, for Moliere’s genius, my children, 
was founded on honesty and patriotism.’ 

As he pronounced this verdict, Genevieve came in, say- 
ing : — 

‘Monsieur de la Peyrade is here, waiting to speak to 
master.’ 

‘ To me ? ’ cried Monsieur Phellion. ‘ Show him in,’ 
said he, with the solemnity in small things that made him 
rather ridiculous, though it always impressed his family, 
who regarded him as their king. 

Phellion, his two sons, his wife, and his daughter, all rose 
to return the lawyer’s inclusive bow. 

‘To what do we owe the honour of this visit. Mon- 
sieur ? ’ said Phellion, with severity. 

‘To your importance in this part of the town, my dear 
Monsieur Phellion, and to public business,’ replied Theodose. 

‘ Then we will go into my study,’ said Phellion. 

‘ No, no, my dear,’ said Madame Phellion, a lean little 
person, as flat as a flounder, and whose face still wore the 
set severity of a teacher of music in schools for young 
ladies ; ‘ we will leave you here.’ 

An upright Erard piano between the windows and op- 
posite the fireplace proclaimed her pretentions still to be 
considered a virtuoso. 

‘ Oh, am I so unlucky as to put you to flight ? ’ said 
Theodose, with a genial smile at the mother and daughter. 
‘ You have here a delightful retreat,’ he went on, ‘ and you 
need only a pretty daughter-in-law to enable you to spend 
your days in the Jurea Mediocriias that was the Latin 
poet’s dream, and in the midst of family joys. Your past 
labours well deserve such a recompense, for, from what I 
have heard of you, my dear Monsieur Phellion, you are a 
good citizen and a patriarch.’ 

‘ Mosieur,’ said Phellion bashfully. ‘ I have done my 
duty, and that is all ! ’ 
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On hearing the word ‘daughtcr-in-law * spoken b) Thco- 
dose, Madame Barniol, who was as like her mother as two 
drops of water arc alike, looked at Madame Phcliion and 
Felix as much as to saj ‘ Can we be mistaken ? * 

A need for talking this matter o\cr led these four to go 
out into the garden, for in March, 1840, the weather was 
almost fine, at anj rate in Pans 

‘Major,’ said Theodose, when he was alone with the 
worthy citizen, who was alwajs flattered hj being thus 
addressed, ‘I hate come to speak to jou of election mat- 
ters ’ 

‘To be sure, we haic to appoint a member of the Muni- 
cipal Council,’ said Phellion, interrupting him 

‘And it is to discuss a candidate that I have sentured to 
intrude on jour Sundaj enjoyments, though even so we 
maj not go bejond family interests ’ 

Phellion himself could not be more completely Phellion 
than Theodose was at this moment 

‘ I Will not allow you to say another word,’ replied the 
Major, cutting m on a pause made hy Thvodosc to note 
the effect of his speech ‘My choice is fixed ’ 

‘Then we have hit on the same idea ! ’ cried Theodose 
‘Well meaning men arc as likely to jump together as great 
Wits ’ 

‘ I do not think that has happened this time,’ said Phcl- 
iion ‘ This district has hitherto been represented on the 
Town Council by the very best of men, who was also the 
most admirable of lawyers — the late Monsieur Popinot, 
who died Councillor of State When he was to be replaced, 
his nephew, who inherits bis beneficence, was not at the 
lime a resident m this quarter, but since then he has pur- 
chased and moved into the house that was his uncle’s in 
the Rue de la Montague Saintc-Genevievc , he is phj sician 
to the Rcole Polytechnique and to one of our hospitals He 
IS an ornament to the district, and for these reasons, and to 
honour the uncle’s memory in the person of his nephew, I 
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and some other residents have resolved to work for the. 
election of Dr. Horace Bianchon, member of the Academy 
of Sciences, as you know, and one of the rising glories 
of the great Paris School of Medicine. We do not think 
a man great solely because he is famous ; the late Council- 
lor Popinot was, in my opinion, almost the equal of Saint 
Vincent de Paul.’ 

‘ A physician is not an administrator,’ replied Theodose. 

‘ Besides, I have come to claim your vote for a man for 
whose sake your nearest interests demand the sacrifice of a 
selection which, after all, has nothing to do with the pub- 
lic welfare.’ 

‘ Oh, Mosieur ! ’ cried Phellion, rising and striking an 
attitude like Lafon in Le Glorieux^ ‘ have you such a con- 
tempt for me as to suppose that personal interest could ever 
influence my political conscience? When the common- 
wealth is in question, I am neither more nor less than a 
citizen.’ > 

La Peyrade smiled as he thought of the conflict about to 
take place between the ‘ citizen ’ and the father. 

‘ Do not pledge yourself too sternly to your convictions, 

I beg,’ said he, ‘ for your beloved Felix’s happiness is in 
the balance.’ 

‘ What do you mean to convey by those words ? ’ asked 
Phellion, pausing in the middle of the drawing-room, his 
right hand slipped within his waistcoat over his heart — a 
favourite position with the famous Odilon Barrot. 

‘I have conie on behalf of our common- friend, our 
worthy and admirable friend. Monsieur Thuillier, whose 
influence over the destinies of charming Celeste Colleville 
is well known to you. And if, as I believe, your son, — z. 
young man whose indisputable merit might make any' family 
proud, — if he is courting Celeste with a view to a marriage 
in every respect suitable, you cannot do better, to secure 
the eternal gratitude of the Thuilliers, than commend our 
worthy friend to the suffrages of your fellow-citizens. 
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I, for my part, though but lately settled in the neighbour- 
hood, might take It on myself to do this, for some little 
benefits done to the poorer class have secured me a certain 
amount of influence; but scr\*iccs to the poor do not count 
for much in the estimation of those who are more highly 
taxed ; beside^, the obscurity of my life is not m harmony 
with any such demonstration. I have devoted mpelf, Mon- 
sieur, to the service of the humblest, like the late Judge 
Popinot, a truly sublime man, as you say ; and if my voca- 
tion were not, as it is, in a certain sense religious, and so 
far antagonistic to the demands of married life, my taste, 
my ultimate destiny, would be the scr\-ice of God and the 
Church. 

make no fuss, like the sham phihnihrfipisis ; 1 do not 
write — I work, for I have simply devoted my life to the 
exercise of Christian charity. ! fanev I have guessed what 
is the ambition of our friend Thulllicr, and 1 wished to 
promote the happiness of two beings njade for each other 
by suggesting to you the means of finding your way to his 
heart — a somewhat cold one.’ 

PhcUion was quite overpowered by this harangue, which 
was vciy- cleverly spoken; he was dazzled, startled, but 
he was the same PheUton still; he advanced to the lawyer 
and held out his hand. La Pcyradc took it. Tlicy shook 
hands with effusion — such a grasp as was often exchanged 
in August, 1830, between a citizen and a man on his pro- 
motion. 

‘ Monsieur,’ said the Major, with feeling. » I had mis- 
judged you. What you have done me the honour to con- 
fide to me will die here,’ and he laid his hand on his heart 
‘You ute one of those men — and they arc few — who 
console us for many woes inherent in our social scheme. 
Real worth is so rarely met with that our weak judgment 
distrusts appearances. In me you have a friend, if you will 
allow me to do myself the honour of assuming the title. 

‘But you must learn to know me, Monsieur; I should 
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sacrifice my self-respect by proposing Thuillier. No, my 
son must never owe his- happiness to an evil deed of his 
father’s. I will not transfer my vote to another candidate 
because it is to my son’s interest. That, Monsieur, is true 
virtue ! ’ 

La Peyrade took out his handkerchief, rubhed it into his 
eye, and extracted a tear. Then, holding out his hand to 
Phellion, while he turned his face aside : — 

‘That, Monsieur, is the sublime aspect of political life 
in the conflict with private feeling ! ’ said he. - ‘ If I had 
come only to witness this spectacle, my visit would not be 
time wasted. What can I say ? In your place I would 
do the same. You are the noblest work of God — an hon- 
est man 1 A citizen on Rousseau’s model 1 With more 
citizens of this stamp, O France, my native land ! what 
might you not become ! It is I, Monsieur, who crave to 
be allowed to call myself your friend.’ 

‘What can be going on?’ cried Madame Phellion, 
watching the scene from outside through the window. 
‘ Your father and that monster of a man are in each other’s 
arms.’ Phellion and the lawyer now went out to join the 
family in the garden. 

‘My dear Felix,’ said the father, pointing to la Peyrade, 
who bowed low to Madame Phellion, ‘be grateful to this 
worthy gentleman ; he will be helpful rather tHan mischiev- 
ous to your interests.’ 

The lawyer walked for five minutes under the leafless 
lime-trees with Madame Phellion and Madame Barniol, 
giving them some advice, which, in the serious dilemma to 
which Phellion’s obstinacy had given rise, was to bear fruit 
that evening, while its first happy result was to make both 
the ladies admirers of his talents, candour, and inestimable 
high qualities. 

The whole family in a body accompanied the young ad- 
vocate to the gate on the street, and every eye watched 
him till he had turned the corner of the Rue Saint-Jacques. 
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Madame Phellion took her husband's arm as they \ ent 
indoors, and said — 

‘ What possesses you, my dear, you, such a good father, 
to risk the very best match our Felix could make out of an 
extravagant sense of delicacy ? * 

‘ My dear *little woman,* replied Phellion, ‘ the great 
men of antiquity, such as Brutus and others, were not 
fathers when they were bound to be citizens first The 
middle class, even far more than the aristocracy, whose 
place It IS called upon to take, is expected to exercise the 
highest virtues Monsieur de Saint-Hilaire thought noth- 
ing of the loss of his arm when he saw Turenne dead 
* We, too, have to show our quality , we must do so m 
every grade of the social hierarchy Shall 1 inculcate these 
principles m my family only to betray them at the moment 
for proving them ^ No Weep, my dear, to-day, if you 
will , you will esteem me to-morrow • ’ he added, as he 
saw tears in the eyes of his skinny little wife 
These grandiloquent words were spoken on the thresh- 
old of the door over which was inscribed Aurea Mediomtas 
‘ I ought to have added et digna^ said Phellion, point- 
ing to the tablet, ‘but that the words would imply praise * 

‘ But, father,’ said Marie-Theodore Phellion, the en- 
gineer student, when they were all m the drawing-room 
again, ‘ it does not seem to me that a man fails in honour 
when he changes his opinion in the matter of a choice 
which IS in itself unimportant to the public good ’ 

‘ Unimportant, my dear son • * cned Phellion ‘ Between 
ourselves — and Felix is of my opinion — Monsieur Thuil- 
lier IS a man devoid of capacity of any kind He knows 
nothing t Monsieur Horace Bianchon is a man of great 
ability , he will get many things done for our district, and 
Thuillier never a thing* But, above all, my son, remem- 
ber that to give up a good resolution for a bad one out of 
interested motives is an infamous action, which may escape 
the criticism of men, but which God will punish I am, 
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or I believe I am, clear of blame before my own con- 
science, and I owe it to you all to leave you an unblem- 
ished memory. Nothing can alter my decision.’ 

‘ Oh, my dear good father ! ’ cried little Madame Barniol, 
throwing herself on her knees on a stool by her father’s 
side. ‘ Do not mount your high horse. There are plenty 
of fools and idiots in the Municipal Council, and France 
goes on all the same. Worthy old Thuillier will vote with 
the majority. Remember, Celeste will have five hundred 
thousand francs, perhaps,’ 

‘ She may have millions,’ said Phellion, ‘ and I would let 
them lie. I will not propose Thuillier when it is my duty 
to the memory of the best man that ever lived to nominate 
Horace Bianchon. From his seat in heaven Popinot looks 
down on me and approves I ’ cried Phellion, with enthusi-, 
asm. ‘It is by such base considerations as these that 
France is degraded and the citizen class brought into con- 
tempt.’ 

‘ My father is right,’ said Felix, rousing himself from a 
brown study, ‘ and he deserves our respect and affection, as 
he always has done in the course of his unpretentious, busy, 
and honoured life. I could not bear to owe my happiness 
to any remorse in his noble soul, nor to any intrigue. I 
love Celeste as much as I Iove> my family, but above all 
else I place my father’s honour; and the moment the affair 
is a question of conscience to him, let no more Ije said.’ 

Phellion, his eyes full of tears, went up to his eldest son, 
and clasping him in his arms he exclaimed in a broken 
voice ; — 

‘ My son, my son ! ’ 

‘ All this is stuff and nonsense,’ said Madame Phellion 
to her daughter in an undertone. ‘ Come and dress me ; 
we must put an end to this. I know your father; he is 
pig-headed. To carry out the plan suggested to us by 
that good and pious young man I shall need your support, 
Theodore. Be ready, my son.’ 
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Just then Genevieve came in and handed a note to 
Monsieur Phellion senior 

‘ An mviution to dinner at the ThuiDiers, for my wife, 
myself, and Felix,’ said he 

The magnificent and startling scheme evolved by the 
advocate of the poor had upset the Thuilliers as much as 
the Phcllions , and Jerome, without telling his sister any- 
thing, for he already felt on his honour to his Mcphis- 
topheles, went to her room in a great bustle to sa) — 

‘ Good little woman,* — he always appealed to her feel- 
ings in these words, — ‘we shall have some big-wigs to 
dinner this evening I am going to asL the Minards , so 
give us a good dinner I am writing to invite Monsieur 
and Madame Phellion , it is a little late, but we are on no 
ceremony with them As to the Minards, I must invent 
some civil excuse , I happen to want them ’ 

'Four Minards, three Phcllions, four Collevilles, and 
ourselves — thirteen ’ 

‘ La Peyrade fourteen, and it will be as well to invite 
Dutocq, he may be of service to us I will go up to his 
rooms * 

‘What are you brewing?* cried his sister, ‘fifteen to 
dinner, a matter of forty francs at least, sent flying • * 

‘ Do not regret the money, my good little woman , and 
above all be as sweet as you can to our young friend la 
Peyrade He is something like a friend > And he will 
prove It If you love me, cherish him aS the apple of your 
eye ’ 

And he left Brigitte bewildered 

‘Yes, and I will wail till he proves it • ’ said she to her- 
self ‘ I am not to be caught by fine words , not I * He 
‘5 a pleasant youth cnou^, but I must have studied him a 
little closer before wearing him next my heart ’ 

After inviting Dutocq, Tbuillier, who had beautified 
himscK, went off to the Rue des Masons Sorbonne, to the 
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Minard’s house, where he had to bamboozle Zelie and dis- 
guise the fact that the invitation was an impromptu. 

Minard had bought one of the vast and sumptuous 
dwellings which the religious orders built in the vicinity 
of the Sorbonne ; and, as he mounted a broad stone stair- 
case, with a balustrade that showed how Well the artistic 
crafts had flourished in the days of Louis XIII., Thuillier 
coveted the Mayor’s residence and position. 

This handsome house, with a garden behind and court- 
yard in front of it, was striking from the stamp, at once 
elegant and dignified, of that king’s reign, the happy me- 
dium between the bad taste of the decaying renaissance 
and the splendour of the early days of Louis XVIII. This 
transition may be seen in many public buildings ; massive 
scrolls, as on the facade of the Sorbonne, and columns in 
strictly Greek proportions, are characteristic of this style of 
architecture. 

A retired grocer, a 'successful cheat, here occupied the 
place of the ecclesiastical director of an institution formerly 
known as the Economat^ a foundation in connection with 
the general administration of the French clerical body, and 
due to Richelieu’s foresight and acumen. 

Thuillier’s name opened the doors of a drawing-room 
where, amid red velvet and gilding and the most gorgeous 
products of the East, a hapless woman sat enthroned, who, 
by sheer weight, crushed the spirits of the princes and 
princesses at every ‘popular’ ball given at the Tuileries. 

‘ Is she not a perfect caricature ? ’ said a pseudo-lady of 
the bed-chamber one evening to a duchess, who could not 
help laughing as she saw Zelie, bedizened with diamonds, as 
red as a poppy, squeezed into a spangled dress, and rolling 
like one of the barrels out of her own forgotten shop. 

‘ Can you forgive me, lady fair,’ said Thuillier, with a 
wriggle ending in the second attitude of his 1807 series, 
‘for having left this invitation on my desk, believing that I 
had sent it ? It is for to-day — perhaps I am too late.’ 
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Zchc consulted her husband*s face as he came forward 
to shake hands with Thuilher, and said — 

‘We were going to look at a countr) house and dine 
hap hazard at an eating-house, but we cm gi\c it up , for 
my part, all the more rcadilj because I think it deuced com- 
mon to go out*of town of a Sunda) * 

‘We will get up a little hop for the )oung folks, if there 
are enough of us, and I quite expect it, for I ha\c left a 
note for Phellion, whose wife is on intimate terms with 
Madame Prou, the successor — * 

‘ The succestress,’ Madame Minard put in 
‘ Nay,’ replied Thuillicr, ‘it would be the succcssorcss — 
as we sa) the Ma}oress — of Midcmoiscllc Lagravc She 
was a Barnio! ’ 

‘ Must I dress ? ’ asked Madame Minard 
‘I should think not, indeed** cned Thuillicr ‘My 
sister would give me a fine scolding No, it is a famil) 
aifatr Under the Empire, Madame, wc made acquaint- 
ance by dancing together In those glorious da)s a good 
dancer was as much valued as a good soldier. Nowada}s 
people are too unromantic ’ 

‘We will not talk politics,’ said the Major, smiling 
‘ The King is a great man and very clcicr 1 live in con« 
stant admiration of our own times and the institutions wc 
have made for ourselves The King knows what he is 
about in developing our industnes, he is struggling hand 
to hand with England, and this fruitful peace is giving him 
more to do than all the wars of the Empire * 

‘What a member Mmard would make*’ exclaimed 
Zehe artlessly ‘ He tries speaking when we arc alone, — 
and you would help to get him returned, would not you, 
ThuiIIier ^ ’ 

‘We are not to talk politics,* replied Thuillier ‘We 
shall see you then, at five ? * 

‘ Is that little Vinet to be there ? * asked Minard ‘ He 
is looking out for Celeste, no doubt ’ 
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‘Then he may wear the willow,’ replied Thuillier; 
‘ Brigitte will not hear of him.’ 

.Zelie and Minard exchanged a glance of satisfaction, 

‘ To think that we have to bemean ourselves with those 
people for our boy’s sake ! ’ cried Zelie, when Thuillier was 
going down the stairs to which the Mayor Ifad seen him. 

‘ Aha, so you want to be Deputy, do you ? ’ said Thuil- 
lier, as he departed. ‘ Nothing will satisfy these grocers. 
Dear me, dear me ! What would Napoleon say to seeing 
power in such hands ! I, at any rate, know something of 
office. What a rival ! What will la Peyrade say to that ? ’ 
The ambitious ex-clerk went to invite the whole of the 
Laudigeois family to join them in the evening, and then 
called on the Collevilles to make sure of Celeste’s being 
nicely dressed. 

He found Flavie somewhat pensive ; she hesitated about 
accepting, and Thuillier had to persuade her. 

‘ My old and ever-young friend,’ said he, putting his arm 
round her waist, for they were alone in her room, ‘I can 
have no secrets from you. A matter very important to 
me is in the wind. I must say no more, but I may ask 
you to be particularly fascinating to a certain young man — ’ 
‘ Which ? ’ , 


‘ Young la Peyrade.’ 

‘ But, Charles, why ? ’ 

‘ He holds my future prospects in his hands ; besides, he 
is a man of genius. Oh, I know one when I see him. 
,He has that — ’ and Thuillier gave his hand a twist like 
a dentist drawing a back tooth. ‘We must secure him, 
Flavie ! But above all do not let us show our hand or 
allow him to detect the secret of his strength. Between 
him and me it is to be give and take.’ 

‘Well, then,’ Flavie asked, ‘am I to flirt with him ? ’ 

‘ Not too much, my angel,’ said Thuillier, fatuously. 

And he went off quite unobservant of the sort of amaze- 
ment that had come over Flavie. 
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‘This joung man is a potter^’ said she to hcictcd 
‘ Well, Mc shall sec' cil ' 

And so she had her hair dressed w ith marabout fcathao- 
shc put on her prettj grc) and pml gown, showed her fi U 
shoulders through a blacL mantilla, and took care th 
Celeste should* appear in a simple stlk frock with a hig*- 
tucker and pleated collar, and with her hair dressed in 
plaited loops 

At half«p3st four Thcodose was at his post He had as- 
sumed his most i acuous and almost ^er\ ilc manner, and his 
softest tones, he first went into the garden with 1 huillicr 
* M) friend,’ said he, ‘I hate not a doubt of jour suc- 
cess, but I feel that 1 must once more impress on jou the 
need for absolute sccrec) If jou should be questioned on 
anj point, especiall) about Celeste, guc <uch ciasisc re- 
plies as Icaie the inquirer indoubt — jou must have learnt 
the trick of old in the ofBcc ' 

‘ All right,* replied Thuillicr ‘ But are j ou reallj sure ^ ' 
‘You will sec the dessert I havc-rcadv for jou But 
above all, be diffident Here come the Klinardt — leave 
me to hocus them Bring them here and vanish ' 

After the preliminary greetings la Pejrade took care to 
keep at the Major’s elbow, and at an opportune moment 
he took him aside and said — 

‘Monsieur Ic Mairc, a man in jour position docs not 
come to kick his heels in this house without some end in 
view I do not wish to inquire into jour motives , I have 
not the smallest right to do so, and it is no business of 
mine here below to meddle with the concerns of the 
powers of this world , still, foigivc my being so bold, and 
condescend to listen to a piece of advice I can give you 
If I do you a service to-day you arc in a position to do me 
two to morrow, so if you should find that I have been of 
any use to you, I am really acting on the promptings of 
self interest —-Our friend Thuilher is m despair at being 
G 
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tl)body, and is bent on being of some importance, a per- 
c Bripige in the district — ’ 

.Z Aha ! ’ said Minard. 

< ‘ Oh, nothing great ! He wants to be elected a mem- 
pecer of the Municipal Council. I happen to know that 
gr?hellion, foreseeing the ulterior advantage ‘^of doing him a 
good turn, intends to propose our poor friend as a candi- 
date. Well, you might find it necessary to your own 
schemes to be beforehand with him. It can only be bene- 
ficial, I should say agreeable, to you to see Thuillier 
elected; he will fill his place well at the Town Council; 
there are worse men than he on the Board. And besides, 
as indebted to you for such advancement, he will see 
through your eyes ; he regards you as one of the shining 
lights of the Municipality — ’ 

‘ My dear sir, I am much obliged to you,’ said Minard. 
‘ You are doing me a service which I can never sufficiently 
repay, and which proves — ’ 

‘That I have no liking for those Phellions,’ replied la 
Peyrade, taking advantage of the Mayor’s hesitancy, fear- 
ing lest he should say something that the lawyer might con- 
strue as disdain. ‘ I hate men who trade on their own 
honesty and coin money out of fine sentiments.’ 

‘You know the sort well,’ said Minard; ‘typical syco- 
phants. That man’s whole life for the last ten years is 
accounted for by this scrap of red ribbon,’ added he, show- 
ing his own button-hole. 

‘ Be careful,’ said Theodose, ‘ his son is in love with 
Celeste, and holds the citadel.’ 

‘ Aye, but my son has twelve thousand francs a year of 
his own — ’ 

‘ Ah ! ’ said the lawyer, with an emphatic shrug, ‘ Made- 
moiselle Brigitte said the other day that she wanted at least 
as much as that for Celeste. And after all, within six 
months’ time, you will see that Thuillier will own a free- 
hold worth forty thousand francs a year.’ 
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‘ The deuce he will ^ ’ replied the Mayor. ‘ I suspected 
as much. Well, he shall he member of the Town Council.’ 

‘ Come what may, do not mention me,* said the advo- 
cate of the poor, hurrying forward to meet Madame Phel- 
lion — ‘ Well, fair lady, and have you been successful ^ ’ 

‘I waited tiU'four o’clock, but that worthy and admirable 
man would not allow me to speak to the end He is too 
busy to accept such a charge, and Monsieur Phellion has 
the letter in which Monsieur Bianchon thanks him for his 
good intentions, and says that so far as he is concerned, he 
means to vote for Monsieur Thuillier, He is using all 
his influence in Thuilher’s behalf, and begs my husband 
to do the same,’ 

* And what does your excellent husband say ^ ’ 

* “ I have done my duty,” he replied, “ I have been true 
to my conscience, and now I am wholly for Thuillier.” * 

‘Well, then, everything is settled,’ said la Peyrade 
‘Forget my visit, the whole credit of the idea is yours,’ 

He then turned to Madame Colleville, assuming an e t- 
pression of deep respect. 

‘ Madame,’ said he, ‘ be so kind as to bring our good 
Papa Colleville this way , we have a little surprise for 
Thuillier, and he must be let into the secret.’ 

While la Peyrade was playing a part for Colleville's 
benelit, and indulging in very sparkling pleasantries while 
explaining the position and persuading him that he ought 
to support Thuilher’s nomination, if only out of family 
feeling, Flavie, in the drawing-room, was listening to the fol- 
lowing remarks, which quite mystified her, her ears tingled 

‘I should like to know what Mons’cur Colleville and 
Monsieur de la Peyrade are saying that makes them laugh 
so much,* observed Madame Thuillier vapidly, as she 
looked through the window 

‘They are talking such nonsense as men do when they 
get together,* replied Mademoiselle Thuillier, who often 
abused men out of a sort of instinct natural in old maids. 
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‘ He is incapable of such a thing,’ said Phellion gravely. 
' Monsieur de la Peyrade is one of the most virtuous young 
men I have ever met. Every one knows how highly I 
think of Felix; well, I put them on the same line; nay, I 
could even wish that my son had a little of the graceful 
piety that characterises Monsieur Theodose'!’ 

‘ He is, indeed, a man of high merit, and sure to get on,’ 
said Minard. ‘ For my part, he has quite won my good 
opinion — I will not say my protection — ’ 

‘ He spends more on lamp-oil than on bread,’ said Du- 
tocq ; ‘ that I know.’ 

‘ His mother must be proud of him, if he is so happy as 
still to have a mother,’ said Madame Phellion sententiously. 

‘To us he is a perfect treasure,’ added Thuillier, ‘and 
so modest, too ; he never puts himself forward.’ 

‘ I can answer for one thing,’ said Dutocq, ‘ and that is 
that no young fellow ever maintained a more dignified atti- 
tude in poverty — and he has lived through it ; fiut he has 
su^^’red, that is very plain.’ 

‘'Poor young man!’ cried Zelie; ‘oh, such things make 
my heart ache I ’ 

‘You may trust him with your secrets and your fortune,’ 
said Thuillier, ‘ and that, in these days, is the utmost that 
can be said of any man.’ 

‘It is Colleville who is making him laugh,’ cried Dutocq. 

Colleville and la Peyrade were just coming down the 
garden, the best of friends. 

‘ Gentlemen,’ said Brigitte, ‘ soup and the King must 
not be kept waiting ; hand in the ladies.’ 

Five minutes after this pleasant jest, an inheritance from 
the porter’s lodge, Brigitte had the satisfaction of seeing 
round her table the principal personages of this drama, who 
were all, in fact, presently to appear in her drawing-room, 
with the exception of the dreadful Cerizet. 

The portrait of the retired cash-bag maker would per- 
. haps be inadequate without a detailed account of one of her 
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best dinners The charactenstics of the middle-class cook 
of 1840 form one of the items necessary to a history of 
manners, and clever housekeepers may find a lesson in the 
description A woman does not make empty bags for 
twenty years without considering the means of filling one 
or two Now* there was this peculiarity m Bngitte she 
combined the thrift which lays the foundation of wealth 
with an intelligent sense for needful outlay Her compara- 
tive extravagance, when her brother or Celeste was con- 
cerned, was the very antipodes of avarice Indeed, she 
often pitied herself for not being miserly At the last 
dinner she had given she had told the guests how, after 
holding out for ten minutes and going through perfect 
misery, she had ended by giving ten francs to a work- 
woman in the neighbourhood who had not, she knew, had 
any food for two days 

‘Nature,’ said she, artlessly, ‘was stronger than reason ’ 

The soup was hautlkn^ stock of the palest hue, for even 
on an occasion such as this the cook was enjoined to make 
plenty of it, and besides, as the beef was to supply the 
family board on the next day and the next, the less it 
yielded of its juices to the stock, the more substantial it 
would be 

The boiled beef, not overdone, was always removed at 
these words, pronounced by Brigitte, while Thuillier cut the 
meat — 

‘ I am afraid it is a little hard , never mind, Thuilher, no 
one will eat any of it, we have other things to fall back 
dn ’ 

The dish was, in fact, fianked by four others standing on 
hot-plates of copper, with the plating worn off 

At this dinner, which came to be called the candidate's 
dinner, the first course consisted of a pair of ducks aux 
oUveSf and opposite, a pasty of veal quenelles, with an eel 
a la tartare^ and a fneandeau on endive to correspond 

The principal dish of the second course was a magnifi- 
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cent roast goose, stuffed with chestnuts} a dish of corn 
salad, ornamented with discs of scarlet beet-root, a dish of 
custards in glasses, and a timbale of macaroni. 

This dinner — worthy to be a porter’s wedding banquet 
— cost twenty francs at most ; the remains would feed the 
family for two days, and Brigitte would say : — 

‘ Dame ! When you have company the money flies ! 
It is frightful ! ’ 

The table was lighted by two hideous plated candle- 
sticks with four branches, in which twinkled the inexpen- 
sive composition candles known as Aurora. The linen 
was dazzlingly white, and the old thread-pattern plate was 
part of the paternal inheritance — purchases made by old 
Thuillier at the time of the Revolution for use in the sort 
of unlicensed eating-house he had kept in his lodge, an in- 
stitution suppressed in all the offices in i8i6. 

Thus the fare was in keeping with the dining-room, with 
the house, and with the Thuilliers, who were fated not to 
rise superior to this standard. The Minards, the Colle- 
villes, and la Peyrade exchanged a smile or two, betraying 
a common thought, satirical, but suppressed. They alone 
knew of any superior class of luxury, and the Minards 
plainly showed that they must have some ulterior motive in 
accepting such a dinner. La Peyrade, who sat next to 
Flavie, said in her ear : — 

‘You must confess that they want some one to give 
them a lesson in living, and that you and Colleville are 
eating what is called Cag-mag — a familiar- dish with me! 
But those Minards I What horrible greed of money ! 
Your daughter would be lost to you for ever } such parvenus 
have all the vices of the aristocrats of a past time without 
any of their elegance. Their son, who has twelve hun- 
dred francs a year of his own, may surely find a wife in 
the Potasse set without their drawing their speculative 
rake over this field. What fun it is ' to play upon such 
folks, as if they were a bass or a clarinet ! ’ 
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Flavie listened with a smile, and did not withdraw her 
foot ^^hen Theodose lightly pressed it with his boot 

‘To understand what is going on,' said he, ‘let us com- 
municate by the pedal You must know me thoroughly 
since this mornjing, I am not the man to play any trump- 
ery tricks* — ’ 

Flavie had not been spoilt in the matter of superiority, 
the man's decisive and easy tone dazzled the woman to 
whom he, with skilful sleight of hand, had presented such 
an option as placed her between and no She must take 
him or leave him, and as his conduct was the outcome of 
deep calculation, he watched with a softened glance, but 
keenly sagacious observation, the effects of hiS fascinations 
As the dishes of the second course were being removed, 
Mmard, fearing lest Phellion should be the first in the field, 
said, very solemnly, to Thuillier — 

‘ My dear Thuillier, when I accepted jour invitation it 
was because I have an important communication to make 
to you, which does you so much honour that I feel that all 
your guests must be my witnesses ' 

Thuillier turned pale 

‘You have procured me the Cross of the Legion of 
Honour?' he exclaimed, eager to prove that he was not 
lacking in intuition, as Theodose gave him a look 

‘You will have that, too, some day,' replied the Mayor 
‘But this IS something better The Cross is a favour de- 
pendent on the good-will of a Minister, whereas at this 
moment what I have to propose to you depends on election 
by the common consent of your fellow-citizens In short, 
a considerable number of the electors of this district have 
cast their eyes on you to honour you with their confidence 
as representing the distnct on the Municipal Council of 
Pans, that is to say, as we all know, the head council of 
the Seme — ’ 

‘ Bravo * ' said Dutoeq 
Phellion rose. 
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‘ Monsieur, the Mayor has anticipated me,’ said he, with 
emotion. ‘But it is so flattering to our friend to find 
himself the object of such eager respect on the part of so 
many good citizens, and to receive votes from all parts 
of the capital at once, that I cannot lament the fact of 
coming only second in the field — and besides, I yield to 
the authorities,’ and he bowed respectfully to MinardJ 
‘ Yes, Mosieur Thuillier, several electors were thinking of 
electing you in that part of the district where I have set 
up my humble Penates, and there is this especially in your 
favour : you were suggested to them by a very distinguished 
man {sensation)^ by a man through whom we had proposed 
to do honour to one of the most admirable residents in this 
municipal district, who, for twenty years, was the father 
of its people. I mean the late Monsieur Popinot, in his 
lifetime Councillor of State, and our representative on 
the Town Council of Paris. But his nephew. Dr. Bian- 
chdn, one of our most distinguished residents, has declined 
the responsibilities of such a post, in view of his absorbing 
avocations ; but, while thanking us for the compliment, he 
himself — note the point — recommended the Mayor’s se- 
lection to our suffrages as being, from his experience in the 
post he formerly filled, peculiarly capable of exercising the 
functions of an sedile ! ’ 

And Phellion sat down amid a murmur of acclamation. 

‘ Thuillier, you may rely on me as an old friend,’ said 
Colleville. 

The guests were all touched by the spectacle presented 
by old Brigitte and Madame Thuillier. Brigitte, as pale 
as if she were about to faint, let the slow tears trickle 
down her cheeks — tears of unutterable joy ; and Madame 
Thuillier sat with a fixed gaze as if thunderstruck. Sud- 
denly Brigitte sprang np and flew into the kitchen, crying 
out to Josephine ; — ' 

‘ Come to the cellar, girl ; I must have out some of the 
wine from behind the faggots.’ 
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‘ My friends,’ said Thuillier with emotion, ‘ this is the 
proudest day of my life — happier than that of my election, 
if I consent indeed to allow myself to be nominated for 
the suffrages of my fellow-citizens * (cries of yes f ’), 
* for I feel th^t thirty jears of service have told upon me, 
and, as you will understand, a man of honour must con- 
sider his strength and capabilities before assuming the func- 
tions of an aedile — ’ 

‘ I expected no less from you. Monsieur ThuiIIier • ' 
cried Phcllion ‘ Oh I I beg your pardon , I never in my 
life before interrupted any one — and a man who was my 
superior, too I But there arc circumstances — * 

* Accept, accept I* cried Zehe ‘The deuce is in it* 
But we want just such men as you to govern us * * 

‘ Resign yourself to your fate, my good sir,’ said Dutocq, 
‘and long live the Councillor elect* But we have noth- 
ing to drink- — ’ 

‘So that IS settled,* said Minard ‘You are our nomi- 
nee f * 

* You take my merits very largely for granted,* replied 
Thuillier 

‘What next*’ said ColWiI'c ‘Why, a man who has 
served in the galleys of Exchequer office for thirty 
years is invaluable on the Town Council * ’ 

‘You are far too modest,* said young Minard ‘Your 
capabilities are well known to us, they are remembered 
m the office as a precedent * 

‘ Well, on your own heads be it I * said Thuillier 
‘The King will be delighted at the selection, that I can 
promise you,’ said Minard, drawing himself up 

‘ Gentlemen,* said la Peyrade, * will you allow a junior 
resident of the Faubourg Saint-Jacques to make one re- 
mark which IS not unimportant ? * 

The conviction they all shared of the young advocate’s 
merits secured complete silence 

‘The influence exerted by Monsieur Minard as Mayor 
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of the adjoining district, immense as it is in ours also, 
where his memory is held dear ; that of Monsieur Phellion, 
the oracle — yes, it is the truth — ’ said he at an apologetic 
gesture from Phellion — ‘ the oracle of his battalion j that, 
no less important, which Monsieur Collevi[le owes to the 
urbanity and frankness of his manners ; that of Monsieur; 
Dutocq, clerk to the justice of the peace, which will be 
not less valuable; and the humble efforts I may make in 
my narrow sphere of labours are a guarantee of success. 
But success is not all! To insure a speedy triumph, we 
must all pledge ourselves to the most absolute secrecy as 
to what has just taken place here. Otherwise, without 
intending or knowing it, we should excite envy and meaner 
passions which would presently give rise to obstacles to 
be surmounted. The political feeling of our new social 
organisation, nay, its very basis, — its symbol and the con- 
dition of its existence, — lies in a certain division of power 
with the middle class, that being the true force of modern 
social life, the focus of the moral sense, of wholesome 
feeling, of intelligent industry ; and we cannot shut our 
eyes to the fact that the principle of election, now applied 
to almost every State function, has carried ambitious as- 
piration and the mania for becoming “ Somebody ” — ex- 
cuse the homely word — down to social depths which they 
ought qever to have stirred. 

‘ Some persons see good in this, some only evil ; it 
would ill become me to decide the question in the presence 
of those to whose superior judgment I bow. It is enough 
to state it, to show the danger to which our friend’s flag 
may be exposed. It is hardly a week since the decease of 
our representative on the Municipal Council, and the dis- 
trict is already effervescent with petty ambitions. Every 
one pushes to the front at whatever cost. The writ for 
election may not be issued for another month, and between 
this and then what intrigues we shall see I Do not, I en- 
treat you, let us expose our friend Thuillier to the lash of 
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his competitors Do not aMndon him to public discus- 
sion, the modern Harp), which is but the moulh-piecc 
of calumny and cn\y, the pretext snatched at by inimical 
feeling to deciy all that is great, to befoul ill that is respect- 
able, to dishonour all that is sicred No, let us do as the 
third party does m the Chamber let us siy nothing, but 
\ote • ’ 

‘ He speaks well,* said Phcllion to his neighbour, Dutocq 
‘And sound sense, too*’ 

Mmard junior was yellow and green with envy 
‘Very true, and \ery well put*’ exclaimed the elder 
Mmard 

‘Unanimously carried,* said Collet ille ‘Gentlemen, 
we are all men of honour, it is enough that we ire agreed 
on this point ’ 

‘Those who mean to win must note which way the 
wind blows,* said Phelhon scntcntiously 

At this juncture Mademoiselle Tliuillier reappeared on 
the scene, followed by the two maids The cellar key 
was tucked through her belt, and three bottles of cham- 
pagne, three bottles of old Hermtlige, and a bottle of 
Malaga were placed on the tabic But she herself earned 
a little humpbacked bottle, like an ancient fairy Carabosse, 
which, with almost reverent care, she placed on the table 
before her In the midst of the hilarity caused by this 
lavish expenditure of choice wines, the result of her grati- 
tude, and a damning reflection on her usual stinted hospi- 
tality, a number of dessert dishes were brought in , piles 
of figs, raisins, prunes, and almonds, pyramids of oranges, 
preserves, and candied fruits, brought out of the depths of 
her store closet, which would never have figured on the 
table but for this great occasion 

‘ Celeste,’ said she, to her sistcr-in-law, * they will bring 
you a bottle of brandy, bought by my father in 1802 , 
make an orange salad * Monsieur Phelhon, open the 
champagne , that bottle is for you three Monsieur 
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Dutocq, take another. ^Monsieur Colleville, you, who are 
so clever at making a cork fly ! — ’ ' 

The maids set champagne glasses, claret glasses, and 
small glasses, and Josephine brought in three more bottles 
of Bordeaux. 

‘ Of the comet-year ! ’ exclaimed ThuilUer. ^ Gentle- 
men, you have turned my sister’s brain.’ 

‘ Punch and cakes this evening,’ said she. ‘ I have sent 
out to buy some tea at the druggist’s. Dear me ! If I had 
known that there was an election in the wind,’ she added, 
turning to her sister-in-law, ‘ I would have had a turkey.’ 
The speech was greeted with hearty laughter. ' 

‘ Oh ! but we have had a goose,’ said Minard the 
younger, laughing. 

‘ It never rains but it pours ! ’ said Madame Thuillier, as 
she saw meringues and matrons glaces handed round. 

Mademoiselle Thuillier’s face was on fire; she was a 
sublime sight : a sister’s affection never found a more fren- 
zied expression. 

‘ To us who know her, it is really pathetic ! ’ exclaimed 
Madame Colleville. 

The glasses were filled, the guests looked at each other, 
they seemed to await a toast. La Peyrade spoke : — 

‘ Gentlemen, let us drink to a sublime creature I ’ Every 
one sat amazed. ‘To Mademoiselle Brigitte ! ’ 

They rose, they clinked glasses, they cried ‘ Health to 
Mademoiselle Thuillier ! ’ so certainly can the expression of 
genuine feeling strike an enthusiastic response. 

‘ Gentlemen,’ said Phellion, consulting a pencilled slip 
of paper, ‘To Industry and its splendid reward, in the per- 
son of our old friend, now one of the Mayors of Paris — 
to Monsieur Minard and his lady ! ’ 

Then, after five minutes of general conversation, 
Thuillier rose, and said : — 

‘Gentlemen — The King and the Royal Family; I say 
no more ; their names are all-sufficient,’ 
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*To my brother’s election ^ ’ said Mademoiselle Thml- 
her 

« Now I will make you laugh,’ la Peyrade whispered to 
Flavie, and he rose ‘To the ladies ^ To the bewitching 
sex to whom we owe so much happiness, irrespective of 
our mothers, sisters, and wives ’ 

This toast provoked much merriment, and Colleville, 
already cheerful, remarked — 

‘You wretch, you have taken the words out of my 
mouth ’ 

The Mayor rose , perfect silence reigned 
‘Gentlemen, To our Institutions^ In them lie the 
strength and greatness of dynastic France • ’ 

The bottles were emptied amid a chorus of admiration 
of the astonishing excellence and fine quality of the wine 
Presently, Celeste Colleville said shyly — 

‘ Mamma, will you allow me to propose a toast ? ’ 

The poor child had observed her godmother’s puzzled 
face — the mistress of the house, utterly overlooked, wear- 
ing the expression almost of a dog not knowing which 
master to follow, looking from her terrible sister-in-law to 
her husband, studying their countenances, forgetting her- 
self Still the gladness mingling with the crushed expres- 
sion of the poor woman, who was accustomed to count for 
nothing, to suppress every idea and every emotion, had the 
effect of winter sunshine through the mist, grudgingly shin- 
ing through the flabby, faded features The gauze cap, 
with Its dark-hued flowers, the ill-dressed hair, the drab- 
grey gown, with no ornament whatever but a thick gold 
chain, everything, even her attitude, appealed to the 
younger Celeste’s feelings, for she alone in all the world 
knew the true worth of this woman shut up in silence, 
who saw all that was going forward, and, enduring all 
things, found comfort only in her godchild and in God 
* Let the dear child propose her little toast,’ said la 
Peyrade to plavie 
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‘Speak away, my child,’ cried Colleville; ‘we still have 
the Hermitage to finish, and it is A i, I can tell you.’ 

‘ To my kind god-mamma ! ’ said the girl, .holding out 
her glass, with a pretty bow, to Madame Thuillier. 

The poor woman, quite scared, looked through a gush 
of tears alternately at her husband and her sister ; but her 
position in the family was so well known, and this homage 
from youth and beauty to weakness was so touching, that 
every one felt its pathos ; the men all rose and bowed to 
Madame Thuillier. 

‘ Oh ! Celeste, I wish I had a kingdom to lay at your 
feet ! ’ said Felix Phellion. 

His good old father wiped away a tear, and Dutocq, even, 
was touched. 

‘ She is a dear child ! ’ said Mademoiselle Thuillier, get- 
ting up and going round to embrace her sister-in-law. 

‘ Now, it is my turn ! ’ said Collevilie, assuming a heroic 
attitude. ‘ Listen to me ; To Friendship ! Empty your 
glasses. Fill them again. Now: To the Fine Arts ! the 
flower of social life ! Empty your glasses ! Fill them up 
again ! To our meeting at just such another dinner the 
day after the election ! ’ 

‘ What is that little bottle ? ’ Dutocq asked Mademoi- 
selle Thuillier. 

‘That,’ said she, ‘is one of my three bottles of liqueur 
from Madame Amphoux; the second is for Celeste’s 
wedding ; the third for the christening of her first 
child.’ 

‘My sister’s brain is almost turned,’ said Thuillier to 
Collevilie. 

The dinner was brought to an end by a toast from 
Thuillier at a hint from Theodose, at the moment when 
the Malaga shone in the small glasses like so many rubies. 

‘ Collevilie, gentlemen,’ said he, ‘ drank to Friendship. 
I, in this noble liquor, drink to my Friends.’ 

A cordial cheer responded to this sentimental speech j 
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but, as Dutocq said to Theodosc, ‘ It was murder to give 
such Malaga to be poured down such vulgar throats/ 

‘If we could but imitate this, my dear,* cried Mad- 
ame Minard, making her glass ring by her way of suck- 
ing down the Spanish wine, ‘svhat a fortune we might 
make ! * • 

Zcllc was at the climax of incandescence; she uis 
really alarming. 

‘ Why,* replied Minard, ‘ours is made already/ 

‘Do you think with me,* said Ilrigitie to Madame 
Thuillicr, ‘that we had better take cofTcc in the drawing- 
room ? ’ 

Madame Thuillicr, in obedience, or as feigning to be 
the mistress of the house, rose at once. 

‘You arc a great magician,* said Flavic to la Peyrade, 
as she took his arm to return from the dining-room to the 
drawing-room. 

* I do not aim at witchcraft over any one hut you,* he 
replied. ‘And on my word. It is only fair revenge; you 
arc more bewitching than ever to-day.’ 

‘Thuillicr! ’ she exclaimed to avoid a contest, ‘ThulU 
Her! fancying himself a political figure!’ 

‘But, dear heart, in this world half of the ridiculous 
figures we see are the product of some such plotting. 
Men themselves arc less guilty in this way than they arc 
commonly supposed to be. In how many houses do you 
find the husband, the children, the intimates of the family, 
all agreeing to persuade an exceedingly silly mother that 
she is witty, or a woman of fifty that she is young and 
lovely? This leads to infinite annoyance for the indif- 
ferent bystanders. One man*$ revolting foppishness is due 
to the idolatry of a mistress; another owes his belief that 
he can write verse to flatterers who arc paid to make him 
fancy himself a poet. Every household has its great man, 
and the result — as in the Chamber — is general darkness, 
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in spite of all those shining lights of France, Men of real 
talent only laugh among themselves ; that is all. 

‘You are the wit and beauty of this little vulgar world; 
that is what brought me to your feet. But my second 
thought was to drag you out of it, for I love you truly — 
and as a friend rather than a lover, though a good deal of 
love has stolen in,’ he added, pressing her to his heart 
under shelter of the window recess into which he had 
led her. 

‘ Madame Phellion will preside at the piano,’ said Colle- 
ville. ‘ Everybody must dance this evening : the bottles, 
Brigitte’s franc-pieces, and all the little girls ! I will 
run home and fetch my clarinet.’ And he handed his 
empty coffee-cup to his wife, smiling to see that she and 
Theodose were such good friends. 

‘ What have you done to my husband ? ’ asked Flavie 
of the seducer. 

‘ Am I to tell you all our secrets ? ’ 

‘ Oh ! then you don’t love me,’ said she with the co- 
quettish slyness of a woman on the verge of yielding. 

‘Well, since you tell me all yours,’ said he, giving the 
rein to the spirit of the hour under cover of Provencal 
gaiety, — always charming and apparently so natural, — 
‘I cannot conceal from you one pang of my heart.’ 

He led her back to the window, and went . on with a 
smile : ‘ Colleville, poor man, saw in me an artist crushed 
by all these commonplace people, silent in their presence 
because I ^was misunderstood, undervalued, and outcast ; 
but he feltXthe heat of the fire that is consuming me. 
Yes,’ he addM. in a tone of intense conviction, ‘for I am 
an artist in sp^rh after the pattern of Berryer; I could 
make a jury wei^ while I wept myself, for I am as ner- 
vous as a womaiK Then your husband, who has a horror 
of all these peoplV made game of them with me ; at first 
■we laughed, but tntn growing serious he found me fully 
his match. I confidM to him our plan for making some- 
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thing of Thuilher, and I showed him all he would gam by 
working a political puppet “ If it were only,” said I, “ to 
be called de Colleville, and to place your charming wife 
in the position in which I should like to see her, — in some 
good revenue office, — and then you could get yourself 
elected to the«Chamber, for in order to achieve all you 
ought to become, you would only have to spend a few 
years in one of the departments — high Alps or lower 
Alps — in some hole of a town where every one would 
adore you, and your wife would fascinate every Jiving soul 
And such a place,” added I, “will be easy to get, espe- 
cially if you marry your sweet Celeste to a man who has 
any influence in Parliament ” Now common sense dis- 
guised as a jest can make a far deeper impression on 
some natures than it does unaided, so Colleville and 1 are 
the best friends in the world Did not he say at table^ 
“Wretch, you took the words out of my mouth • ” ? By 
the end of the evening, we shall say tu and tot And then, 
a little party such as always tempts artists who have been 
broken in to domestic rule to kick over the traces, and to 
which I will make him come with me, will crown the 
matter We shall be as good friends as he and Thuillier 
are — or better — for I have told him that Thuillier will 
be bursting with envy when he sees him with a rosette 
'^This, my adored one, is what a serious attachment 
gives a man courage enough to do Colleville will be 
bound to accept me, since I can only go to j our house by his 
permission But you could make me hek a leper, swallow 
live toads, seduce Brigitte, yes, I would impale my heart 
<m that marlmgspike, if I warned her for a crutch to drag 
myself to your feet ^ ’ 

‘This morning, you fnghtened me — ’ she began 
‘ And this evening you are no longer afraid ? Aye,* 
added he, ‘ no harm can ever come to you through me • ’ 
‘You are, I must own, a most extraordinary man * * 
‘Not at all, my smallest, as well as my greatest, efforts 
H 
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are reflections from the flame you have lighted 5 and I mean 
to be your son-in-law, that we may never have to part. 
My wife, good heavens ! She will be no more than a 
child-bearing machine. The supreme being, the divinity, 
will be you,’ he whispered in her ear. 

‘ You are Satan ! ’ she said with a sort of terror. 

‘ Nay j but I am something of a poet, like all the natives 
of my province. Come ! Be my Josephine. I will call 
on you to-morrow at two o’clock j I have a burning desire 
to see where you sleep, the furniture you use, the colour 
of the hangings, how things are arranged about you— to 
admire the pearl in its shell.’ 

And with these words he left her, without waiting for an 
answer. 

Flavie, who never in her life had heard love expressed in 
the impassioned language of romance, remained bewildered, 
but happy, her heart throbbing, as she confessed to herself 
that it was hard indeed to resist such an influence. 

Theodose had come for the first time in new trousers, 
grey silk socks and pumps, a black silk waistcoat and black 
satin cravat ; a pin in good taste sparkled on the knot. 
He had a new coat on of fashionable cut, and lemon kid 
gloves, set olF by his white shirt-cuffs ; in fact, he was the 
only man with any style of manners or appearance in the 
room which was gradually filling with guests. 

Madame Pron, nee Barniol, had brought with her two 
schoolgirls of seventeen, entrusted to her motherly care by 
parents living in the islands of Bourbon and Martinique. 
Monsieur Pron, a professor of rhetoric in a school managed 
by priests, belonged to the Phellion type; but instead of ex- 
panding on the surface in phrases and demonstrations, and 
constantly posing as a model, he was curt and sententious. 
Monsieur and Madame Pron, the cream of the Phellion 
circle, were at home on Mondays ; they were very intimate 
with the Barniols and the Phellions. Little Monsieur Pron 
Was a dancer, though a professor. 
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The high reputation of the school kept by the Demoi- 
selles Lagrave, in which Monsieur and Madame Phcllion 
had for twenty years been teachers, had risen even higher 
under the management of Mademoiselle Barniol — the most 
able and the earliest of their assistant mistresses Monsieur 
Pron had considerable influence in that part of the district 
which lay between the Boulevard du Mont Parnasse, Lux- 
embourg, and the Rue de Sevres So, as soon as his friend 
appeared, Phelhon, without needing any instructions, took 
him by the arm and led him into a corner, where he initiated 
him into the great ThuiUier conspiracy , ten minutes later 
they both came to speak to Thmllier, and the window-bay, 
corresponding to that in which Flavie still stood lost in 
thought, was, no doubt, the scene of a trio vtorthy to be 
compared, in its way, with that of the three Swiss conspir- 
ators m IVtlham Tell 

‘Do you see the immaculate and honest Phellion turned 
intriguer? ’ said Theodose to Flavie ‘ Give an honest man 
suflicient cause and he will wade through the dirtiest bar- 
gain , for, you see, he has hooked on Pron, and Pron has 
fallen into step solely in behalf of Felix Phelhon, who at 
this minute is arm in arm with your little Celeste Go 
and separate them , they have been together these ten 
minutes, and young Minard is prowling round them like 
an irritated bull dog * 

Felix, still impressed by the deep emotion he had felt at 
Celeste’s generous impulse and heartfelt speech, when every 
one else had forgotten it, excepting Madame Thuilher, 
acted on one of those ingenuously subtle impulses which 
form the honest wiles of true Jove, but they were new to 
him, mathematics occupied his mind He went to stand 
near Madame Thuilher, imagining that she would call 
Celeste to her side This crafty speculation, apart from 
any depth of passion, was successful , more especially be- 
cause Minard the younger, regarding Celeste merely as a 
lortune, had not the same happy inspiration, but sipped his 
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cofFee while talking politics to Laudigeois, Barniol, and 
Dutocq, by order of his father, who was looking forward to 
the elections of 1842. 

‘ Who could help loving Celeste ! ’ said Felix to Madame 
Thuillier. ^ 

‘ Poor dear child ; no one in the world loves me but she,’ 
replied the unhappy woman, restraining her tears. 

‘ Nay, Madame ; there are two of us to love you,’ re- 
plied this guileless Mathieu Laensberg with a smile. 

‘ What are you talking about ? ’ Celeste inquired, coming 
up to her godmother. 

‘ My child,’ said the pious victim, drawing the girl to 
her, and kissing her forehead, ‘ he says you are two of you 
to love me.’ 

‘ Do not scorn the bold assumption, Mademoiselle,’ said 
the future candidate for the Academy of Sciences ; ‘ but 
allow me to do all in my power to realise it. It is in my 
nature ; injustice rouses me to revolt. Ah, the Saviour of 
mankind was right indeed when He promised future bliss 
to the meek in spirit, to the sacrificed lambs. A man who 
had but loved you before. Celeste, would adore you after 
your sublime impulse at dessert. But innocence alone can 
console the martyr. You are a sweet, good girl, and you 
will be one of those women who are the pride and joy of a 
family. Happy the man who shall win you.’ 

‘ My dear godmother, through what spectacles does 
Monsieur Felix see me, I wonder.? ’ 

‘ He appreciates you at your true value, my angel, and I 
will pray Heaven for you.’ 

‘If you could but know,’ said Felix, ‘how happy I am 
to be able to do Monsieur Thuillier some little service, and 
how I wish I could be of use to your brother — ’ 

‘ In short,’ said Celeste, ‘ you love the whole family ? ’ 

‘Well, yes,’ replied Felix. 

True love always shrouds itself in the mystery of bash- 
fulness, even in its mode of expressing itself, for it is its 
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own evidence > it does not feel, as spurious love feels, the 
need for lighting a blaze, and an observer, if he could ha\c 
stolen into the Thuilliers’ drawing-room, could have wiit- 
ten a book on the two scenes he might have compared — 
la Peyrade’s elaborate advances, and the perfect simplicitv 
of Felix, this was nature, that was society, truth and 
falsehood face to face Indeed, Fla\ le, as she saw her 
daughter radiating rapture from every pore of her happy 
face in the loveliness of a young girl gathering the first 
roses of an unspoken declaration, Flavie felt a pang of jeal- 
ousy in her heart, and came to whisper in Celeste’s ear — 
‘You are not behaving nicely, my child, everybody is 
looking at you, and you are compromising yourself by talk- 
ing so long with Monsieur Felix without knowing whether 
we approve * 

'But, mamma, my godmother is here* 

‘ I beg your pardon, my deaP friend,* cried Madame 
Colleville, ‘ I did not see you * 

‘ Like everybody else,’ said Saint John Chrjsostom 
This reply nettled Flavie, who took it as a barbed shaft , 
she glanced haughtily at Felix, and said to Celeste ‘ Sit 
down there, my dear,’ and seating herself by Madame 
Thuilher, she pointed to a chair at her side 

‘I will work myself to death,’ said Felix to Madame 
Thmlher, ‘ or be made a member of the Academy of Sci- 
ences, and I will achieve some great discovery to win her 
by the power of fame ’ 

‘Ah*’ thought the poor woman to herself, ‘a gentle, 
quiet man of learning, like this, would have been the hus- 
band for me * I might have developed slowly in peaceful 
shade But Thou, God, wouldst not have it so Unite and 
protect these two children ^ They are made for each other * 
She sat pensive, listening to the witches’ clatter made by 
her sister-in-law, a perfect horse at hard work, who was 
lending a hand to the two maids clearing the table, and 
removing all the furniture from the dining-room, to make 
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way for the dancers, shouting orders all the time, like the 
captain on the poop of a frigate preparing for battle. '■ Is 
there any currant syrup left ? Go out and get some orgeat. 
There are not enough glasses, and too little wine and water; 
take the six bottles of ordinaire that I have just fetched up. 
Take care that Coffinet, the porter, does ‘not get at it! 
Caroline, you, child, must stand by the sideboard. You 
shall have a slice of ham if they keep it up till one in the 
morning. Mind that nothing is wasted ; keep an eye on 
everything. Give me the broom, and go to fill up the 
lamps ; be careful to have no accidents. Arrange the re- 
mains of the dessert so as to dress the sideboard. I wonder 
if my sister would ever think of helping. I can’t imagine 
what that dawdle finds to think about — good Heavens, 
how slow she is ! There, take away the chairs and they 
will have more room.’ 

The drawing-room was full of Barniols, Collevilles, 
Laudigeois, Phellions, and a dozen more, attracted by the 
rumour that had taken wind in the Luxembourg between 
two and four, when all the respectable inhabitants of the 
quarter were out walking, that there was to be dancing 
that evening at the Thuilliers’, 

‘ Now, Brigitte, are you ready ? ’ said Colleville, rushing 
into the dining-room. ‘ It is nine o’clock, and they are 
packed into the drawing-room like herrings in a barrel. 
Cardot has just come with his wife, his daughter, and his 
future son-in-law accompanied by that young Vinet, and the 
whole of the Faubourg Saint-Antoine is pouring in. * We 
must bring the piano in from the drawing-room, heh ? ’ 

He gave the signal by playing a few notes on his clari- 
net, and its inviting pipe was .answered by a cheer from 
the drawing-room. 

It is unnecessary to describe a dance of this kind. The 
dresses, faces, conversation, were all in harmony with one 
detail which will be a sufficient clew to the least lively 
imagination, since this one fact will show the stamp of 
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character and colour, Sbahbi lra}S, ibai had lost their 
\aniish and paint, were handed round with common 
glasses of wine, wine and water, and /au ucrtt Others 
with glasses of er^tat and s)rups appeared at much longer 
intcn als 

There »erc>fivc card-tables for luent^-fisc p!a)crs, and 
eighteen couples of dancers At one in the morning, 
Madame Thuillier, Mademoiselle Dripittc, and Madame 
Phcllion and her husband were dragged into the wild per- 
formance of a countr) dance knotxn as the Z? uhngtrt^ in 
which Dutocq -figured ssith his face and head strapped up 
like a Khabcel Arab 7'hc sonants waiting for their mas- 
ters and those belonging to the house looked on, and when 
this interminable round Ind lasted an hour, and Hrigittc 
announced supper, tltc) wanted to cirr) her in triumph, 
she, however, perceived the dcsirabilit) of concealing a 
dozen bottles of Curgund) 

Ever) bod) was so well amused, the mothers as well as 
the girls, that *1 huiUier could sav 

‘Well, we little thought this morning tint we should 
have such fun to-night ' 

‘ Nothing is more cn^o^^ablc,^ said Cardot, * than this 
sort of impromptu dance Don’t talk to me of parties to 
which every one comes stiff and starch ’ 

This view is an axiom among the middle classes 
‘Pooh*’ said Madame Minard, ‘“I love Papa, I love 
Mamma ” ’ 

‘We were not saying this with reference to you, Ma- 
dame, where you arc pleasure dwells,’ said Dulocq 

The dance being ended Thtodosc dragged Dutocq away 
from the sideboard, inhere he helping himself to a 
slice of tongue 

‘Come away,’ said he, ‘uc must be with Cenzet the 
first thing in the morning to get all the information we 
can about the business which we must both think over 
It IS not so easy as Cenzet fancies * 
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*■ How is that ? ’ said Dutocq, carrying his slice of tongue 
to eat in the drawing-room. 

‘ Why, you know the laws ? ’ 

‘ I know enough to be aware of any risk there may be 
in the matter. If the notary wishes for the house and we 
are beforehand with him, he has ways and means of getting 
it from us ; he can take the name of some creditor on the 
schedule. In the present state of the law of mortgage, 
when a house is sold at the requisition of one creditor, if 
the price offered for it by contract is not enough to pay all 
'the creditors, they have a right to demand that it shall be 
sold by auction ; and the notary, if he has been caught 
once, will be on the alert.’ 

‘Well, then,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ that must be seen to.’ 

‘Very good; we will go to talk to Cerizet.’ 

These words ‘talk to Cerizet,’ were overheard by 
young Minard, who was immediately behind the other two ; 
but they conveyed no sense to his mind. These men were 
so far out of his ken, his needs, and his plans that he heard 
without understanding. 

‘ This has been one of the greatest days of our life,’ said 
Brigitte when, at about half-past two in the morning, she 
found herself alone with her brother in the deserted draw- 
ing-room. ‘ What an honour to be chosen by your fellow- 
citizens.’ 

‘ But make no mistake, Brigitte, we owe all this,' my 
girl, to one man.’ 

‘ To whom ? ’ 

‘To our friend, la Peyrade.’ 

It was not on the next day, Monday, but on Tuesday 
morning, that Dutocq and Theodose went to call on Cerizet, 
Dutocq having pointed out that Cerizet was always away 
on Sunday and Monday, taking advantage of the complete 
stagnation of business on these two days which the com- 
mon people always devote .to dissipation. 
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The house to which they made their way is one of the 
most conspicuous features of the Faubourg Saint-Jacques, 
and It is quite as important to give a description of it here 
as of those inhabited by Thuillier and Phellion It is not 
known — to he sure, no commission has yet been ap- 
pointed to go into the question —for what reason, or by 
what process certain quarters of Pans sink lower and lower, 
becoming more squalid, both morally and physically , why 
the former centres of the Court and the Church-magnates, 
the Luxembourg, and the ‘Latin' quarter sank to be what 
they now are, in spite of owning one of the finest palaces 
in the world, m spite of the soanng dome of Sainte-Gene- 
vieve, and that by Mansard of the Val-de-Grace, and the 
attractions of the Jardin des Plantes. We wonder why the 
graces of life are disappearing , how it is that the houses 
of Vauquer and Phellion and Thuillier swarm here, and 
poor boarding-houses where once stood so many noble 
and religious dwellings, and why mud and dirty forms 
of industry and poverty have settled on this hill instead 
of finding wider space outside the noble and ancient 
city ? 

The angelic spirit, whose benevolence had once blessed 
the neighbourhood, being dead, the lowest form of money- 
lending has become rife After such a man as Popinot, 
Cerizet had come in , and the strange thing, noteworthy as 
a study of life, is that the results, socially speaking, were 
hardly distinguishable Popinot lent on no interest, and 
could bear to lose, Cenzet lost nothing and compelled the 
poorest to work hard and learn prudence The poor had 
worshipped Popinot , but thev did not hate Cerizet In 
this we see the lowest cog-vneel of Pansian finance At 
the top are the Nucingens* house, the Kellers, the du 
Tillets, the Mongenods , a little lower come Palma, Gigon- 
net, Gobseck , lower still Samanou, Chaboisseau, Barbet , 
and beneath them all, beneath the Mont^de-Ptetey the omni- 
present usury which spreads its snares at every street corner 
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to entrap every form of misery, and misses none, — the 
spider Cerizet. 

The man’s braided coat has been enough already to give 
you a hint of the lair of this refuse of the joint-stock com- 
pany and criminal court. 

It was a house leprous with nitrous salts; the walls, 
oozy with dank sweat, were mottled all over with large 
patches of mildew. It stood at the corner of two streets, 
Rue des Postes and Rue des Poules. The ground floor was 
partly occupied by a wine-shop of the lowest class, painted 
bright red, hung with red cotton curtains, furnished with a 
lead-covered counter, and closed by formidable bars. 

Above the door of a horrible entry hung a swing lamp 
on which ‘ Beds ’ were announced. The walls were patterned 
with cross-clamps, showing ,how rickety the structure was ; 
the tavern keeper was the owner, and occupied the entresol 
as well as the ground floor. The furnished rooms were let 
by Madame Veuve Poiret ()tee Michonneau), and these con- 
sisted of the first, second, and third floors, arranged to meet 
the purses of workmen and the very poorest students. 

Cerizet had two rooms, one on the ground floor and one 
on the entresol, up to which he had a private staircase; the 
upper room had a window on a horrible paved court-yard 
from which rose mephitic odours. Cerizet paid the widow 
Poiret forty francs a month for his breakfast and dinner; 
he had thus conciliated the landlady by being her boarder, 
and the wine-shop keeper by bringing him an enormous 
business in wine and spirits, money turned over before 
the sun was up. For Master Cadenet’s shop was open 
even before Cerizet’s office, and he began business on 
Tuesday mornings at three in summer and at about five in 
winter. 

The opening of the central market, the goal of many of 
his clients, male and female, fixed the time when his dread- 
ful transactions began. And Cadenet, of the wine-shop, in 
consideration of the business he owed solely to Cerizet, let 
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him the two rooms for twentj-four francs a jcar, and had 
signed a lease for tweUc jears wuh the option on Ctnzct's 
part onl) of giving three months* notice at anj time, with- 
out anj compensation Cadcnct brought up a bottle of 
capital wine ci cry day for his invaluable lodger’s dinner, 
and if, at an) dme, Ccrizct were short of cash, he had onl) 
to say ‘Cadcnct, m) good fcllotv, lend me a hundred 
crowns ’ And he always honcsti) repaid him 

Cadcnct, it was said, had positive proof that the widow 
Poirct had entrusted two thousand francs to Cenzet, which 
mav account for the increase of his business since he first 
settled in the quarter with his last thousand-franc note and 
Dulocq’s introduction Cadcnct, prompted bj avarice 
enhanced by prosperity, had, since the beginning of the 
year, offered his fnend Ctfizci the use of twenty thousand 
francs, but Cerizci had refused the loan, sa)»ng that the 
risks he ran were of a character to cause differences be- 
tween partners 

‘I could only give you six per cent/ said he, ‘and you 
can do better than that m your own line We will form 
a partnership by and by for some serious undertaking, but 
a really good opening would cost us at least Bfty thousand 
francs, and when you have as much as that — well, wc 
will talk about u * 

Cenzet had given Thcodosc the chance of the job over 
the house, after clearly perceiving that they three — Ma- 
dame Poiret, Cadcnct, and himself— -could never find a 
hundred thousand francs 

The petty usurer was perfectly safe in this den, where 
at need he could have strong assistance On some morn- 
ings there would be not less than from sixty to eighty 
persons, men and women, cither in the wine-shop, or 
lounging in the entry, or sitting on the steps, or in the 
office, to which the cautious money-lender never admitted 
moie than six persons at once The first comers were 
the first served, and as each one was only admitted m his 



124 ' The Middle Classes 

turn, the tavern-keeper or his man chalked the numbers on 
the men’s hats and on the vt^omen’s backs. 

Then there was a sale and exchange of early for back 
numbers, as among cabmen on a stand. On certain days, 
when market business was pressing, a first number was 
worth a glass of brandy and a sou. Those who came out 
called the next numbers to be admitted, and if any squab- 
bles arose, Cadenet had them to rights by observing ; — 

‘ If you bring up the watch and the police, what good 
would that do you ? He would have to shut up shop.’ 

He was Cerizet. When, in the course of the day, a 
wretched woman in despair, with no bread in the house 
and children faint with hunger, came to borrow ten or 
twenty sous : ‘Is he in ? ’ she would ask the wine-seller 
or his assistant. 

Cadenet, a short, fat man dressed in blue, with deep, 
black linen cuffs and an apron, and a cap on his head, 
was a's an angel of mercy to these poor mothers when 
he replied ; — 

‘ He told me you were an honest soul, and I might give 
you forty sous. You know what you have to do — ’ 
And, strange to say, he was blest, as Popinot had been 
before him. 

On Sunday morning, when accounts were made up, • 
Cerizet was abused ; still more was he cursed on Satur- 
day, when borrowers had to work hard to find the sum 
lent and the interest on it. Still, he was Providence, he 
was God, from Tuesday to Friday every week. 

The room he sat in, formerly the ■ kitchen of the first 
floor rooms, was bare j the beams overhead, now white- 
washed, showed traces of smoke. The walls, along which 
he had placed wooden benches, and the stone quarries of 
the floor, alternately absorbed and exhaled the damp. The 
hood of the chimney had not been removed j but instead 
of a hearth, there tvas an iron stove in which Cerizet burnt 
sea-coal when the weather was cold. Under the high 
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chimney opening, the hearth was covered with boards 
about SIX inches higher than the floor and six feet square, 
on which stood a table worth perhaps a franc, and a 
wooden chair with a circular cushion covered with green 
leather The wall behind him Cenzet had faced with 
match-boarding, he was also shut in by a screen of un- 
painted deal on each side to shelter him from the draught 
from the window and door, but this screen did not inter- 
cept the warmth from the stove The inside shutters of 
the window were enormously thick and lined with sheet- 
iron, with a bar to fasten them, and the door commanded 
respect by the same plate armour 

In the further corner of the room was a spiral stair, 
out of some shop that had been pulled down, purchased 
second hand in the Rue Chapon by Cadcnet, who had 
had it fitted to the floor of the room above To cut off 
all communication between the room xm the entresol and 
the first floor, Cenzet had insisted on having the door of 
his upper room bricked up Thus the residence was a 
Citadel The man’s bedroom furniture consisted of a car- 
pet bought for twenty francs, a school-boy’s bed, a chest 
of drawers, two chairs, and an arm-chair, with an iron chest 
looking like a desk — the work of a capital maker, and 
bought second hand He shaved in front of the glass over 
the chimney He possessed two pairs of cotton sheets, six 
calico shirts, and the rest to match Once or twice Cade- 
net had seen Cenzet dressed as a man of fashion , so it 
was evident that he kept hidden away in the bottom drawer 
a complete outfit, in which he could go to the opera or 
even into society without being identified , for on these oc- 
casions Cadeciet himself, hut for the sound of his lodger’s 
voice, would have asked him ‘ What would you please 
to want ? ’ 

What most charmed his ‘customers* was his geniality, 
his power of repartee , he spoke their language Cadenet, 
his two shopmen, and Cenzet Jived surrounded by the 
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utmost misery, but preserved the indifference of a mute 
among the heirs of the deceased, of old sergeants of the 
Guard amid the killed j they no more groaned when they 
listened to cries of hunger or despair than surgeons groan 
on hearing their patients in the hospital •, like soldiers and 
sick nurses, they were always ready with the trivial advice : 

Have patience ; a little spirit. What is the use of break- 
ing your heart over it ? If you kill yourself, what then ? 
You can grow used to anything; a little common sense.’ 

Though Cerizet always took the precaution of hiding 
the cash necessary for his mornings’ transactions in the seat 
of the chair he sat on, of taking out no more than a hun- 
dred francs at a time, which he kept in his trousers pockets, 
and of never going to the reserve but between two batches 
of customers, behind locked doors, which he did not open 
till he had pocketed the coin he took out ; he really had 
nothing to fear from the despairing souls who came from 
all parts to this fountain-head of money. There are, no 
doubt, many ways of being honest or virtuous, and the 
Monograph on Virtue'^' is exclusively based on this social 
axiom. A man first sins against his conscience; then he 
conspicuously sins against that delicate bloom of honour, the 
loss of which does not mean general disrepute; finally he 
fails distinctly in honesty ; but though he falls into the hands 
of the police, he still is not yet amenable to the assizes ; and 
even after the disgrace of being condemned by a jury, he 
may be respected on the hulks if he maintains the sort of 
honour that exists among villains, and which consists in 
telling no tales, in always playing fair, in sharing every 
risk. 

Well, this last rag of honesty, which is perhaps self-in- 
terest and necessity, while the practice of it leaves a man 
some chance of magnanimity and some return to better 

Mor.egrapbic Ac la Vcrtu : a work in the same vein as the Phymlogie da 
Manage^ at wjiich the author lias been working since 1833, when it was 

first announced. — jiutbor's r.ste. 
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ways, existed in perfection between Cenzet and his clients 
Cerizet never made a mistake, nor did his poor debtors , 
they told each other no lies, neither as to capital nor inter- 
est On many occasions, Cenzet, who was, after all, a 
man of the people, had rectified one week the involuntary 
mistake of a previous reckoning to the advantage of the 
wretched creatures who had not discovered it So he was 
regarded as a dog, but an honest dog, in the midst of that 
city of woes his word was sacred 

A woman died, thirty francs in his debt 

‘These are my profits * ’ exclaimed he to his customers , 

‘ and you howl at me ' But I shall not torment the brats 
And Cadenet has taken them bread and thin wine ’ 

After this — a very skilful stroke of business— 'his 
neighbours would say — 

‘ He IS n9t a bad sort of man ' 

Short loans at high interest, as practised by Cenzet, is 
not, take it all round, so cruel a system as that of the 
Mont-de-Piete Cenzet lent ten francs on Tuesday on 
condition of getting twelve back on the following Sunday 
In five weeks he had doubled his capital, but compositions 
were frequent His good nature was shown from time to 
time in accepting only eleven francs, fifty centimes the 
rest stood over When he lent fifty francs for sixty to a 
small green-grocer, or a hundred for a hundred and twenty 
to a peat-seller, he ran some risk 

Theodose and Dutocq, coming down the Rue des Postes 
to the Rue des Poules, saw a mob of men and women, and 
by the light from the lamps m the wine shop they were 
alarmed at perceiving this mass of red faces, seamed and 
distorted and dejected by misery, withered or bloated or 
bald, thickened by wine, emaciated by fiery spirits, some 
threatening and some resigned, some jeering, some sarcastic, 
others stupefied, and all clad m the ignominious rags which 
no caricatunst can exaggerate, even in his most extravagant 
moods 
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‘ Some one will recognise me,’ said la Peyrade, dragging 
Dutocq away. ‘We are fools to have come to find him in 
the midst of his business.’ 

‘ Especially as we never thought that Claparon might 
be sleeping in his den, which is unknown to us as far as 
the interior is concerned. Look here ; * though there 
are difficulties in your way, there are none in mine. I 
may have something to say to my copying clerk, and I 
will go and tell him to come to dinner, for the Courts sit 
to-day, and we shall not have time for breakfast. We will 
fix to meet at the Chaumiere^ in one of the arbours in the 

‘ That is no good ; we may be overheard without know- 
ing it. I prefer the Petit Rocher de Cajicale ; we can take a 
box and talk low.’ 

‘ And if you are seen with Cerizet ? ’ 

‘Well, then, let us go to the Cheval Rouge^ on the Quai 
de Tournelle.’ 

‘ That is better ; at seven o’clock there will be no one 
there.’ 

So Dutocq made his way alone among this congress of 
beggars, and he heard his name on all sides j for he could 
not fail to be recognised by some one who had been in 
the dock, just as Theodose would have been by some 
clients. 

In such a neighbourhood the Justice of the peace 
(equivalent to the County Court Magistrate in London) is 
the supreme legal authority} every case ends in his court, 
especially now that the law makes his decisions final in 
every case where the sum in dispute is not more than a 
hundred and forty francs. So the Justice’s clerk was 
allowed to pass — a person of no less worship than the 
judge himself. On the steps women were sitting, a horri- 
ble display, like flowers arranged in stages } and among them 
were some young, some pale and suffering. The variety 
of colours in handkerchiefs, caps, gowns, and aprons made 
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the comparison more exact, perhaps, than any comparison 
ought to be 

When Dutocq opened the door of the room where 
sixty people had already been interviewed, he was almost 
asphyxiated 

‘Vour number > What is your number^* shouted a 
chorus of \oiccs 

‘ Hold your jaw I ’ cried a hoarse voice from the street 
* He IS the Justice*s quill-driver * 

Utter silence ensued 

Dutocq found his copying clerk dressed in a buff leather 
waistcoat, like the gloves worn by the gendarmes, and over 
It a squalid vest of knitted worsted The unwholesome 
physiognomy may be imagined above this ungainly garb, 
crowned by a shabby bandanna wound about his head so as 
to show the forehead and hairless nape, and giving the 
features a look as repulsive as it was sinister, especially by 
the light of a dip, twelve to the pound 

‘It cannot be done on those terms, Daddy Lantimcche,’ 
Ccrizet was saying to a tall old man, who looked at least 
seventy, and who stood before him, his red worsted cap in 
his hand, showing a bald head, while a chest covered with 
white hairs was visible under his shabby blouse ‘ Explain 
to me what you want it for A hundred francs, e> cn with 
a hundred and twenty to come m, cannot be turned loose 
like a dog m a church ’ 

The other five clients present, among whom were two 
nursing mothers, one knitting, the other suckling her baby, 
■ — shouted with laughter 

Cenzet, when he saw Dutocq, rose respectfully to meet 
bun, as he added — 

‘You can have time to think about it, for you see I am 
not satisfied to find an old smith’s labourer wanting so 
much as a hundred francs ’ 

‘ But it is to start an invention • * cried the old workman 

‘An invention — and a hundred francs* You do not 
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know what the law is ; you will want two thousand/ said 
Dutocq. ‘You must take out a patent j you must find 
patrons.’ 

‘It is quite true/ said Cerizet, who often relied on 
chances of this kind. ‘Here, Daddy Lantimeche, come 
again to-morrow morning at six o’clock afld we will talk 
about it. We cannot discuss an invention before other 
people.’ 

Cerizet listened to Dutocq, whose first words were : — 

' ‘ If it is any good, we will go halves.’ 

‘ Why on earth did you get up so early to tell me that ? ’ 
said the suspicious money-lender, much annoyed at this 
notion of ‘ halves.’ ‘ You would have seen me at the 
office.’ 

He looked askance at Dutocq, who, while telling him 
the truth, and speaking of Claparon and the necessity for 
taking up la Peyrade’s business as promptly as possible, 
seemed to obscure matters. 

‘ Well, you could have seen me at the office in the course 
of the morning,’ he repeated, as he saw Dutocq to the door, 

‘ There is a fellow,’ said he to himself, as he returned to 
his seat, ‘ who seems to me to have blown out the lantern 
for fear I should see too much. Well, I can give up my 
place as copying clerk. — What ! you, mother,’ he went 
on aloud ; ‘ you invent children, don’t you ? It is a funny 
game, though rather played out.’ 

It is needless to report the interview between these three 
schemers i all the more so because the decisions they ar- 
rived at were the basis of la Peyrade’s confidences after- 
wards to Mademoiselle Thuillier; but it may be said that 
the Provencal’s craftiness almost dismayed Cerizet and 
Dutocq. When the conference was over, the idea had 
dawned in the petty usurer’s mind of throwing up his 
hand in the game, as he found himself pledged to partner- 
ship with such strong players. To win at any cost and 
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beat the sharpest, even by cheating if need be, is an inspira- 
tion of vanity peculiar to the \0tane5 of the green cloth 
This led to the ternble blow which la Peyrade was fated 
to receive 

Howev cr, he knew his two associates , and notw ithstand- 
ing the pcrpetifal turmoil of intellectual effort in which he 
lived, and the incessant watchfulness needed to keep up his 
manifold impersonations, nothing fatigued him more than 
the part he had to play with these two accomplices Du- 
toeq was a thorough scoundrel, and Ccrizct had been on 
the stage , they could see through an) mask An immov- 
able face la Talleyrand would haie led them to throw 
over the Provencal who was now in iheir power, and he 
was forced to affect case and confidence, and play abosc 
board — which is no doubt the highest achicicmcnt of 
art To deceive the pit is an ever) -da) success, but to 
take in Mademoiselle Mars, Frederick Lcmaitrc, Potier, 
Talma, Monrose, is the triumph of acting 

The result of this interview was to produce in Thcodose, 
who was as sagacious as Cenzet, a secret fear which, 
towards the end of this closely fought game, fevered his 
blood and stirred his pulses to the pitcli of putting him 
into the morbid slate of a player with his eye on the rou- 
lette board when he has risked his last stake His senses 
acquire a lucidity, his intelligence attains a breadth of pur- 
view for which human knowledge has no measure 

On the day after this meeting, la Peyrade dined with 
the Thuilliers , and Thuillier, under the obvious pretext 
of having to pay a call on Madame de Saint-Foudrille, — 
the wife of a man of science with whom he was anxious 
to become intimate, — went off after dinner with his wife, 
leaving Theodose with Bngitte Neither Thuillier, nor 
his sister, nor Theodose, was the dupe of this manceuvre, 
and the old buck of the Empire dignified the farce by the 
name of diplomacy 

‘Young man, do not take advantage of my sister’s guile- 
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lessness, but respect it,’ said Thuillier, solemnly, before 
going out. 

‘ Has it occurred to you. Mademoiselle,’ said Theodose, ' 
drawing his chair closer to Brigitte as she sat knitting, ‘ to 
secure the interest of the commercial class of the district 
for Thuillier ? ’ 

‘ How ? ’ said she. 

‘Well, you have business connections with Barbet and 
Metivier.’ 

‘ To be sure, you are right. By jingo ! but you are no 
fool,’ she added after a pause. 

‘We are always ready to serve those we love,’ he re- 
plied with sententious reserve. 

To get the better of Brigitte in the long struggle begun 
two years ago, would be to hold the key of the position, 
like carrying the redoubt at the Moskowa. But the only 
way was to get the mastery of her mind, as, in the middle 
ages, people were believed to be possessed of the Devil, 
and so effectually that no undeceiving should ever be pos- 
sible. For three days past, la Peyrade had been taking 
measure of the undertaking, and had walked all round it, 
as it were, to reconnoitre the position. Flattery, the in- 
fallible weapon in skilled hands, could have no effect on 
an old maid who had long known that she had no beauty. 
But to a determined man no place is impregnable — a 
Lamarque can always seize Caprea. So no detail must 
be omitted of the eventful scene of that evening; every 
point had its value — pauses, downcast looks, glances, 
tones of voice. 

‘ You have already proved your affection for us,’ said 
Brigitte. 

‘ Your brother has told you ? ’ 

‘ No ; he only said that you wished to speak to me.’ 

‘ Yes, Mademoiselle, for you are the man of the family. 
But, on thinking matters over, I perceived no little danger 
for myself in this affair, and a man does not compromise 
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himself unless for those near and dear to him There is 
a perfect fortune in the scales — thirty to forty thousand 
francs a year — and not m the least speculative A free- 
hold The necessity for providing Thuillier with a for- 
tune bewitched me from the first It was fascinating and, 
as I told hml, — for, short of being an idiot, a man asks 
himself ‘‘Why on earth should he be so eager to help 
— well, as I told him, by working for his advan- 
tage, I flattered myself I might be working for my own 
‘Now, if he wishes to be a member of the Chamber, 
two things are requisite he must pay the taxes on a suf- 
ficient qualification, and get his name known by some sort 
of celebrity If I can carry devotion so far as to be ready 
to help him to write a book on Public Credit, — or on no 
matter what, — I might certainly also think of his fortune, 
and It would be absurd in you to give him this house — * 
‘To my brother? Why, I would place it m his name 
to-morrow,’ cried Brigitte, ‘you do not know me ’ 

‘I do not altogether know you,’ said Theodose, ‘but 
I know things of you which have made me regret that I 
did not tell you everything from the first moment when I 
formed the plan to which ThuiUier will owe his election 
He will be the object of envy at once, and he will cer- 
tainly have an uphill task, we must annihilate his rivals, 
deprive them of every pretext ’ 

‘But this business,* said Brigitte, ‘what are the ob- 
stacles ? ’ 

‘ Mademoiselle, they exist in my conscience, and I 
cannot serve you in the matter till I have consulted my 
confessor As far as the world is concerned, oh • the trans- 
action IS perfectly l^al, I am incapable — I, as jou under- 
stand, a dul} registered advocate, and the member of a 
Somewhat rigid association — am incapable, I say, of sug- 
gesting an arrangement which could give rise to a scan- 
dal My first excuse is, that I will not take a farthing ’ 
Bngjtte was on hot icons » her face was flushed, she broke 
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her wool, and knotted it together, and ,did not know how 
to contain herself. 

‘A freehold worth forty thousand a year,’ said she, ‘ is not 
to be bought nowadays for less than one million eight hun- 
dred thousand francs.’ 

‘ Well, I promise you that you shall see the property, 
and calculate the probable returns, and that I will secure it 
to Thuillier for fifty thousand.’ 

‘ Well, if you will enable us to get that,’ cried Brigitte, 
worked up to the highest point of excitement by the tem- 
pest of her avarice, ‘ go, my dear Monsieur Theodose — ’ 

She stopped short. 

‘Well, Mademoiselle?’ 

‘ You will-^ perhaps, have worked for your own advan- 
tage.’ 

‘ Oh, if Thuillier has told you my secret, I leave your 
house.’ 

Brigitte looked up. 

‘ Did he tell you that I love Celeste ? ’ 

‘No, on my word of honour 1 ’ cried Brigitte. ‘ But I 
was going to speak of her.’ 

‘ To offer her to me ? Nay, God forgive me, but I 
would not wish to owe her to any one but herself, her 
parents, her own free choice. No, all I ask of you is your 
good-will, your favour. Promise me, as Thuillier has 
promised, as the reward of my services, your influence, your 
friendship ; tell me that you will regard me as a son — and 
then I will take your advice. I will decide in obedience 
to your views without consulting my confessor. Why, for 
two years, during which I have studied the family with 
which I would gladly ally my name and which I should be 
happy to enrich by my energy — for I am bound to get on 
— I have not failed to discover that you have an old-world 
honesty, a spirit of inflexible rectitude, and knowledge of 
business — and those are the qualities a man likes to have 
about him. With such a mother-in-law as you, I should 
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find domestic life swept clear of a thousand money details 
which hamper a man’s political advancement, when he has 
to think of them How I admired you on Sunday evening ^ 
You were magnificent * How you made things fly * In 
ten minutes, I believe, the drawing room was cleared , and 
without stirring out of the house you had everything at hand 
for refreshments and supper “There,” said I to myself, 
“ That is a capable woman * ” * 

Brigitte’s nostrils dilated, she inhaled the young lawyer’s 
adulation, and he gave her a side glance, enjoying her 
triumph He had touched a responsive chord 

‘ Oh,’ said she, ‘ I am accustomed to housekeeping — it 
answers to my hand ’ 

‘ Yes,* said Theodose, ‘ if I can consult a clear and pure 
conscience I shall be satisfied ’ 

He had risen, but he now sat down again and said — 
'This IS how the business stands, my dear aunt, for 
you will be a sort of aunt ’ 

‘ Hold your tongue, dear boy,’ said Bngitte, ‘and tell me 
the facts ' 

‘ I will tell you exactly, and observe that I am risking 
my reputation by divulging them , for I owe my knowledge 
of such secrets to my position as a lawyer, so we are com- 
muting between us a sort of legal high treason A Pans 
notary and an architect entered into partnership to buy some 
building land and built upon it , at this moment they have 
collapsed , there was some error m their calculations, but 
we need not trouble ourselves about all that Among the 
houses erected by this illicit firm — for notaries are not sup 
posed to go into business partnerships — there is one which, 
being unfinished, is so under value that it is offered for sale 
for no more than a hundred thousand francs, though the 
ground and structure cost four hundred thousand As 
nothing remains to be finished but the interior fittings, — 
and nothing can be easier to estimate, as, moreover, those 
fittings are all ready at the builder’s, and he will sell them 
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cheap, — the sum to be spent will not exceed fifty thousand 
francs. Now the house, being in a good position, it will 
let for forty thousand francs a year, taxes paid. It is built 
entirely of squared stone, and the party walls of stone rubble ; 
the front is decorated with handsome sculpture that cost 
more than twenty thousand francs ; the windows are of 
plate-glass, with a new kind of bolt called Cr'emone’ 

‘ Where is the difficulty ? ’ 

‘ Ah ! that is the point. The notary has reserved this 
plum of the cake he has to surrender, and under the name ' 
of his friends he is one of the creditors who demand the 
sale of the property under the assignees’ order. There 
was no action at law!, that is too costly ; the sale is under 
a voluntary declaration. Well, the notary happened to 
apply to a client of mine for the use of his name as the 
purchaser ; my client is a poor devil, and he came to me 
and said : “ There is a fortune in the thing if you can get 
rid of the notary.” ’ 

‘ It is often done in trade,’ said Brigitte eagerly. 

‘ If this were the only difficulty,’ replied Theodose, ‘ it 
would be plain sailing ; as a friend of mine said to one of 
his pupils, who was lamenting the immense difficulties in 
the way of producing a masterpiece of art : “ My dear 
boy, if it were not so the footman would do it ! ” But, 
Mademoiselle, even if we caught this dreadful notary who, 
you may take my word for it, richly deserves it, for he has 
taken toll' of many a private fortune — as he is very sharp,* 
though he is a notary, it will probably be very hard to trip 
him up twice. When you purchase real estate, if the ^ 
mortgagees think they are likely to be losers by the low 
price, they have the right within a certain limit of time to 
put up the price, that is to say, to offer a larger sum and 
keep the property. If the first bidder cannot play this fish 
till the time has elapsed for his raising the price, another 
kind of trick must be tried. But are such dealings legal ? 
Dare a man undertake them for the benefit of the family 
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he hopes to belong to ? For three days I have been asking 
myself these questions * 

Brigitte^ It must be confessed, hesitated, and Theodosc 
then put fonvard h:s last suggestjon 

‘Take the night to think of it, to-morrow wc will talk 
It over ’ , 

‘Listen, my boy,’ said Brigitte, looking at the lawjcr 
almost amorousl), *in the first place I must see the house 
Where is it ? * 

‘Not far from the Madeleine, in ten years it will be 
the heart of Pans • And if you did but know it, that land 
has been nsing in value ever since 1819 Du Tillct 
the banker’s fortune w'as made there The famous 
bankruptcy of Roguin the notary, which spread terror m 
Pans and was such a blow to the reputation of his cloth, — 
the bankruptcy which ruined Birottcau the famous per- 
fumer, — was caused by that alone They had speculated 
a little too wildly in that land * 

‘ I remember,’ said Brigitte 

‘The house could certainly be finished by the end of this 
year, and tenants could come in by the middle of next year * 
‘ Can we go there to-morrow ? ’ 

* Aunt, I am at your orders * 

‘ Mercy ' never call me aunt before other people As to 
business, I cannot decide till I have seen the house ’ 

‘ It IS SIX storeys high, has nine windows across the front, 
a spacious court-yard, and four shops, and it stands at a 
corner Oh, the notary knew what he was about, never 
fear* But if some political change occurs the funds and 
investments generally will go down In your place I would 
sell all Madame Thuillier holds, and all you hold in the 
State funds, to buy this fine property for ThuiUtcr, and I 
would reinstate that poor bigot’s fortune out of future sav- 
ings Can consols go higher than they are now — a hun- 
dred and twenty two ? It is fabulous, you must make 
haste ’ 
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Brigitte’s mouth watered ; she saw a way to save her own 
capital and to enrich her brother at Madame Thuillier’s 
expense. 

‘ My brother is right,’ said she to Theodose ; ^ you are a 
very remarkable man and will go far.’ 

‘ And he will walk before me,’ said la Peyfade in an art- 
less way which captivated the old maid. 

‘ You will be one of the family,’ said she. 

‘There will be obstacles ! ’ said Theodose., ‘Madame 
Thuillier is a little crazy and she does not like me.’ 

‘I would like to see her interfere,’ cried Brigitte. ‘Let 
us do -the job if it is feasible,’ she added, ‘ and leave your 
interests in my hands.’ 

‘ Thuillier, a member of the Municipal Council, possessed 
of a house that will let for at least forty thousand francs, a 
member of the Legion of Honour, and the author of a solid, 
serious book, will be returned as deputy at, one of the com- 
ing elections. But, between you and me, my little aunt, a 
man only devotes himself so entirely to his real father-in- 
,1a w.’ 

‘ You are right.’ 

‘ Though I have no fortune, I shall have doubled yours ; 
and if this affair is not talked about, I will try to find others.’ 

‘ Until I have seen the house,’ said Mademoiselle Thuil- 
lier, ‘ I can come to no decision.’ 

‘ Well, then, take a hackney coach to-morrow and we 
will go ; I will get a ticket to view the premises to-morrow 
morning.’ 

‘ Till to-morrow then at about twelve,’ replied Brigitte, 
holding out her hand to Theodose ; but instead of merely 
taking it he pressed a kiss on it, at once more tender and 
more respectful than Brigitte had ever received. 

‘Good-bye, my dear boy,’ said she as he went out at 
the door. 

She hastily rang the bell, and when one of the maids 
appeared : — 
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‘Josephine/ said she, ‘go at once to Madame Collcville, 
and ask her to come to sec me * 

A quaner of an hour later, FJavic came into the room, 
uherc Bngittcuas pacing to and fro in alarming excite- 
ment 

'M) dear/l want )ou to do me a great scrMce in a 
matter that concerns our little Celeste ^ou know Tullia, 
the opera-dancer, time was uhen mj brother dinned her 
into my cars * 

‘Yes, my dear, but she 1$ no longer an opera-dancer 
She IS Madame la Comtessc (fu Bruel Is not her husband 
a peer of France t ’ 

* Are j ou still friends ? * 

‘ We net er see each other * 

‘Well, but I happen to know that ChnfTaroux, the nch 
builder, is her uncle,' said the old maid ‘ lie is old, he is 
wealthy, go to sec )our old ally and get her to write a few 
lines to her uncle, telling him that he will be doing her the 
greatest personal serticc b) giving his advice on a matter 
about which you wish to consult him, and we will call at 
his house to-morrow at about one o’clock But she must 
enjoin on the uncle the most profound secrecy 

‘ Go, my dear girl Our darling Celeste shall be a 
millionaire, and I will find her a husband, mark my words, 
who will place her on a pinnacle * 

‘Shall I tell you the first letters of his name? * 

* Well, speak ’ 

‘ Theodosc dc la Peyradc ’ You arc in tho right He 
IS a man who, with the help of such a woman as you, may 
rise to be a minister * 

‘God Vnmself sent bim to tbis bouse,* cried the old maid 
At this moment Monsieur and Madame Thuillier came 
home 


Five days later, m the month of April, the writ, calling 
on the electors to appoint, on the thirtieth of that month, 
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a member of the Municipal Council, was inserted in the 
Moniteur^ and placarded about Paris. The Ministry, known 
as the Administration of the First of March, had held office 
for some weeks. 

Brigitte was in high good humour ; she J^ad verified la 
Peyrade’s statements. The house, thoroughly inspected 
by old Chaffaroux from cellar to garret, was pronounced by 
him to be admirably well built; poor Grindot, the archi- 
tect involved in the business with Claparon and the notary, 
believed that he was working for. the owner; Madame du 
Bruel’s uncle supposed that his niece’s interests were at 
stake, and he said that he would finish the house for thirty 
thousand francs. So, for the past week, Theodose had 
been Brigitte’s idol ; she argued with the most artless dis- 
honesty to prove to him that fortune must be snatched at 
when it offers. 

‘ And if there is any sin in this business,’ said she, as 
they stood in the middle of the garden, ‘ you will tell it in 
confession.’ 

‘ The deuce is in it,’ cried Thuillier ; ‘ a man’s first duty 
is to his relations.’ 

‘ I will do it,’ said la Peyrade in a broken voice, ‘ but on 
certain conditions. I will not be taxed with greed and 
avarice in marrying Celeste. If you load me with remorse, 
at any rate let me maintain my character in the eyes of the 
world. Only settle on Celeste — you, my dear old boy, 
Thuillier — the reversion of the house I am about to secure 
for you.’ 

‘ That is wise.’ 

‘Do not rob yourselves,’ Theodose went on; ‘and my 
dear little aunt must agree to this when the settlements are 
made. Place all the rest of the capital at your command 
■ in the funds, in Madame Thuillier’s name, and let her do 
what she likes with it. We shall then all live together, 
and I will undertake to make my own fortune as soon as I 
am relieved of anxiety as to my future maintenance.’ 
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‘Done with you I’ exclaimed Thuillier, ‘that is the 
speech of an honest man * 

‘ Let me kiss your forehead, my hoy,’ cried the old maid 
* Still, as a girl must have some money, we will give Celeste 
sixty thousand francs ’ 

‘For her pin-money,’ said la Pe)rade 

‘ We are*^ three people of honour,’ cried Thuillier ‘ It 
is a settled thing , you wiH secure us the house, we will 
write my political book together, and you will move the 
earth to get me the Legion of Honour ’ 

‘ Oh ’ You will have it as surely as you will be elected 
Town Councillor by the first of May Onlj, my good 
friend, and you, too, my little aunt, be secret, and pay no 
heed to the calumnies that will be hurled at me when the 
men I must deceive turn against me I shall be a vaga- 
bond, a swindler, a dangerous man, a Jesuit, an intriguer, 
a fortune-hunter — Can you listen unmoved to all this ^ ’ 

‘ Be easy,’ said Brigitte 

From that day forth Thuillier was ‘ my dear fellow ’ , 
this was the name by which Theodose always addressed 
him, with shades of cone and an expression of affection 
which surprised Flavie But ‘little aunt,* the words that 
so delighted Brigitte, were spoken only before the Thuil- 
liers, or in a whisper if anybody were present, or, now and 
then, before Flavie 

The activity displayed by Theodose, Dutocq, and Cerizet, 
by Barbet, Metivier, the Mmards, the Phelhons, the Laudi- 
geois, by Colleville, Pron, Barniol, and their friends, was 
prodigious Great and small set their hands to the task 
Cadenet secured thirty votes m his division, and wrote 
the names of seven electors who could only set their 
cross 

On the thirtieth of April, Thuillier was duly elected a 
member of the Municipal Council for the Department of 
the Seme, by an imposing majority, for only sixty votes 
kept his election from being unanimous On the first of 
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May Thuillier joined that municipal body in going to the 
Tuileries to congratulate the king on his fke day, and he 
came home beaming ; he had followed close on Minard’s 
heels. 

A yellow poster, ten days later, announced the sale of 
the house by voluntary act of the owners', the reserved 
price being seventy-five thousand francs ; the sale to be 
concluded at the end of July, On this point there was 
an agreement — verbal, of course — between Claparon and 
Cerizet, by which Cerizet promised Claparon a bonus of 
fifteen thousand francs if he only succeeded in putting off 
the notary till beyond the time allowed for a higher bid. 
Mademoiselle Thuillier, informed of this by Theodose, 
gave full consent to this secret clause, understanding that 
she would have to pay the abettors of this amiable treachery. 
The money was to be paid through the virtuous advocate. 

Claparon held a meeting at midnight, in the Place de 
I’Observatoire, with his other accomplice, the notary, whose 
office and connection, though put up for sale by a decision 
delivered in the court for regulating the business of Paris 
notaries, was not yet sold. 

This young man, the successor of Leopold Hannequin, 
had tried to run to fortune instead of walking ; he still saw 
another future before him and was trying to work every- 
thing at once. In this interview he had bid as high as ten 
thousand francs to purchase safety in this dirty job ; he 
was not to pay the sum over to Claparon till after the 
attesting of a declaration signed by the purchaser. The 
notary knew that this sum was the only capital at Clapa- 
ron’s disposal to help him to remake his fortune, and he 
thought himself sure of him. 

‘ Who else in all Paris would give me such a commis- 
sion for the job ? ’ said Claparon, with an assumption of 
guilelessness. “iYou may sleep soundly of nights ; I will 
get the very man to be our stalking-horse as purchaser, one 
of your honest men who are too stupid to have ideas like 
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yours He is an old retired clerk, you have only 
to give him the money to pay and he will sign the 
papers * 

When notary had made it clear to Claparon that all 
he could get out of him was ten thousand francs, Ccrizct 
offered his old* partner twelve thousand and proceeded to 
demand fifteen of Theodose, not meaning, of course, to 
give more than twelve to Claparon All the scenes between 
these four men were garnished with fine words about senti- 
ment and honour, about what men owed to each other 
when they were fated to work together, and to meet again 
in the course of events While these submarine transac- 
tions were carried out for Thuilhcr’s benefit, Theodose 
reporting them to him with expressions of utter disgust at 
having to soil his fingers with such dirty work, these two 
laid their heads together over the great work which the 
‘ dear fellow ’ was to publish , and the member of the 
Municipal Council came to the conclusion that he could 
never achieve anything without this man of genius, whose 
talents amazed him and whose readiness constantly aston- 
ished him, so that every day made it seem more necessary 
that he should make la Peyrade bis son-in-law After the 
month of May Theodose dined with the ‘ dear fellow * four 
days out of every seven 

At this time indeed Theodose was undisputed monarch 
of the family, and was approved by all their friends This 
was the way of it The Phelhons, hearing Thuillier and 
Brigitte singing la Peyrade’s praises, feared to offend these 
two potentates and joined m the chorus, even though this 
perpetual laudation might annoy them or seem exaggerated 
It was the same with the Minards And, indeed, la Pey- 
rade’s behaviour as the fnend of the family was always 
admirable, he disarmed hostility by effacing himself, he 
Was no more than an additional piece of furniture, he led 
the Phelhons and the Minards to believe that Brigitte and 
Thuillier had summed him up, weighed him, and found him 
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too' light ever to be anything more than the good young 
man to whom they might be of use. 

Perhaps he thinks,’ said Thuillier to Minard one day, 
‘ that my sister will feather his nest for him in her will. 
He little knows her.’ 

This speech, prompted by Theodose, soothed Minard’s 
suspicious curiosity. 

‘ He is devoted to us,’ said the old maid to Phellion one 
day, ‘ but he owes us a debt of gratitude j we let him ofF 
his rent and he almost lives with us.’ 

This contemptuous tone, again inspired by Theodose and 
echoed from one to another of all the families that haunted 
Thuillier’s drawing-room, dispelled every fear, and Theodose 
gave effect to the remarks thus uttered by Thuillier and 
his sister by all the servility of a hanger-on. At whist he 
screened the ‘ dear fellow’s ’ blunders ; his smile, as rigid 
and benign as Madame Thuillier’s, was ready to encourage 
the homely jests of the brother and the sister alike. 

He thus secured what he most ardently aimed at, the 
contempt of his real enemies, and wrapped himself in it as 
in a mantle to hide his power. For four months he pre- 
served the stupid attitude of a snake swallowing and digest- 
ing its prey. And he would go into the garden with 
Colleville or Flavie to lay aside his mask and laugh, and 
rest and refresh himself by abandoning himself to nervous 
outbursts of passion which terrified or touched his future 
mother-in-law. 

. ‘ Have you no pity for me ? ’ he said to her the day' 
before the signing of the preliminary contract of sale, by 
-which Thuillier became provisionally the owner of the 
nouse for twenty-five thousand francs. ‘Such a man as 
Ii! sneaking round like a cat, suppressing every retort, 
swallowing down my gall ! And repelled by you ! ’ 

V My friend, my child ! ’ said Flavie, who was still un- 
de^ed. 

These words may serve as a thermometer to show at 
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what temperature this clever actor maintained his intrigue 
with Flavie. The poor woman wavered between her heart 
and morality, between religion and the mystery of passion. 

Meanwhile Felix Phellion gave young Colleville lessons 
with praiseworthy regularity and devotion j he bestowed 
endless hours on him, believing that he was working for 
the family that would be his. In gratitude for his kind- 
ness, and under la Peyrade’s advice, the professor was 
invited to dine on Thursdays with the Collevilles, and 
Theodose never failed to be there. Flavie would make 
a purse, or work slippers or a cigar case for the happy 
youth, who would exclaim: — 

‘ I am more than paid, Madame, by the happiness of 
being of use to you.’ 

*We are not rich, Monsieur,* Colleville would reply, 
^but, hang it all, we are not ungrateful.’ 

Old Phellion rubbed hts hands as he listened to his son 
on his return from these dinners — he would see his dear, 
his noble Felix married to Celeste. 

Still, the more she loved him the more serious and re- 
served was Celeste in her demeanour to Felix j all the 
more since her mother had spoken to her very decidedly 
one evening, and ended by saying: — 

‘ Give young Phellion no encouragement, my child. Nei- 
ther your father nor I can settle whom you are to marry; 
hopes are founded on your future prospects, and it is far 
more important to secure the affection of Mademoiselle 
Brigitte and your godfather than to win the good graces 
of a penniless professor. If you do not wish to kill your 
mother, my darling — yes, to kill me, — obey me blindly 
in this matter, and get it firmly into your head that above 
all else we aim at seeing you happy,* 

As the sale of the property was definitely fixed for the 
end of July, towards the end of June Theodose advised 
Brigitte to be prepared with the money; and on the eve 
K 
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of the sale, she sold all her own and her sister-in-law’s 
securities in the public funds. The disastrous alliance of 
the four powers, an insult to France, is a matter of his- 
tory; but it is necessary to recall the fact that from July 
till the end of August French stocks, scared by the pros- 
pect of war to which Monsieur Thiers lent himself rather 
too readily, fell twenty francs; three per cents stood at 
sixty. Nor was this all ; this financial rout reacted dis- 
astrously on real estate in Paris ; land that happened to 
be in the market was sold for a mere song. These cir- 
cumstances made Theodose figure as a prophet, as a man 
of genius in the eyes of Brigitte and Thuillier, to whom 
the house was assigned at the price of seventy-five thou- 
sand francs. 

The notary, involved in this political catastrophe, his 
office being sold, found himself obliged to go into the 
country for some days ; but he took with him Claparon’s 
thousand francs. Thuillier, by la Peyrade’s advice, made 
a contract with Grindot, who believed he was finishing 
the house for the notary ; and as, during this period of 
financial disturbance, works were to a great extent sus- 
pended, and workmen left standing with folded arms, the 
architect was enabled to finish the house, which he par- 
ticularly fancied, in a really splendid style. 

He decorated four drawing-rooms richly gilt for twenty- 
five thousand francs. Theodose insisted that the bargain 
should be in writing, and that fifty thousand francs should 
be put down instead of twenty-five. 

This purchase magnified Thuillier’s importance tenfold. 
As to the notary, he had quite lost his head in the presence 
of political events which had fallen like a waterspout on 
a fine day. Theodose, secure of his influence, relying on 
his many services, and having a hold over Thuillier so long 
as they were working together, was admired by Brigitte 
especially for his decent reticence — for he never made the 
smallest allusion to his poverty, and never talked about 
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money, and he assumed a rather less slavish manner than 
he had hitherto shown Thuilhcr and Brigitte would sa) 
to him — 

‘Nothing can rob )ou of our esteem, you arc at home 
under our roof The opinion of Minard and Phellion, of 
whom you seem so much afraid, is not worth a verse by 
Victor Hugo to us Let them talk, hold up your 
head t ' 

‘We still need their help for Thuillicf’s election to par- 
liament,’ said Thcodose ‘Tollow my advice You find 
It answers, do not you? When the house is really yours, 
you will have got it practically for nothing, for you can 
buy three per cents at sixty in Madame Thuilhcr’s name 
so as to restitute her whole fortune You have only to 
wait till the period allowed by law for a higher bid has 
elapsed, and to have the fifteen thousand francs in readiness 
for our rascals ' 

Brigitte wasted no time, she realised all her own capital 
excepting a sum of one hund^d and twenty thousand 
francs, and then taking discount off her sistcr-in-law’s 
fortune, she reinvested two hundred and forty thousand 
francs in the three per cents in Madame Thuillicr’s name, 
bringing her in twelve thousand francs a year, she also 
purchased enough to give herself ten thousand francs a 
year, determining never to worry herself over discounting 
bills again She saw her brother with forty thousand 
francs a year besides his pension , Madame Thuillicr with 
her twelve thousand, while she herself had eighteen thou- 
sand, — sixty thousand francs in all, and rent free, which 
she estimated at eight thousand 

‘We are a match foe the Minards now ^ ’ cned she 
‘ We will not sing victory, just yet,’ said Theodose 
‘There is yet a week to run before the time is out for 
raising the bid I have been attending to your affairs, and 
tny own are m a terrible mess ’ 

‘But, my dearboy, you have friends I ’ exclaimed Brigitte, 
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‘ and if you want twenty-five louis you can always find 
them here.’ 

At this speech Theodose and Thuillier smiled at each 
other. 

Thuillier took him into the garden and said : — 

‘ My poor sister must be excused ; she sees the world 
through the mouth of a bottle. But if you want twenty- 
five thousand francs I will lend them to you — out of my 
first rents,’ he added. 

‘Thuillier, I have a rope round my neck,’ exclaimed 
Theodose. ‘Since I became an advocate I have had to 
sign bills. But mum’s the word ! ’ he added, frightened at 
having betrayed the secret of his position. ‘ I am in the 
clutches of scoundrels — I should like to turn the tables ! ’ 

Theodose had a twofold motive in telling his secret. 
First to sound Thuillier, and secondly to forfend a terrible 
blow which might be dealt him in the course of the covert 
and desperate struggle he had long foreseen. His terrible 
situation may be explained in a few words. 

In the abject poverty he had lived through no one but 
Cerizet had ever come to see him in the garret where, in 
the bitterest weather, he was lying in bed for lack of 
clothes. He had but one shirt belonging to him. For 
three days he had lived on one loaf, cutting it carefully 
into portions, and he was ' wondering : ‘ What is to be 
done ? ’ when his old ally made his appearance, just released 
from prispn and pardoned. 

As to the various schemes plotted by these two men 
before a fire of faggots, one wrapped in his landlady’s 
counterpane, the other in his infamy, it is useless to record 
them here. On the following day, Cerizet, who had come 
across Dutocq in the course of the morning, brought la 
Peyrade trousers, waistcoat, and coat, a hat and boots bought 
at an old-clothes stall in the Temple, and then carried him 
off to give him a dinner. The Provencal ate at Pinson’s 
eating-house in the Rue de I’Ancienne-Comedie, quite half 
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of a dinner that cost fort) -seven francs At dessert, beiu cen 
two glasses of wine, Cerizet said to his friend — 

‘Will )ou sign fifty thousand francs worth of bills for 
me, calling ) ourself an advocate?* 

‘ You wont get five thousand for them,* replied Theodosc 
‘ That IS no,afFatr of )ourSy you will pay the whole sum 
That will be our share — my friend’s and mine — of a busi- 
ness in which )ou will risk nothing, but in which you will 
gam the title of advocate, a good connection, and the hand 
of a little girl no older than an old dog, and owning at least 
twenty to thirt) thousand francs a) car Neither Dutocq 
nor I can marry her, we must rig you out, make )ou look 
like a respectable man, feed you, lodge )ou, give )ou 'decent 
furniture So we must have some guarantee I do not 
speak for myself, but for my friend here, who will use my 
name We will fit you out as a corsair to run after the 
yellow boys, you sec • If we do not capture this little for- 
tune we will try some other game Between ourselves we 
certainly need not keep our gloves on to save our fingers 
‘ We will give you your instructions, for the affair must 
not be hurried , there will be a hard tug, I can tell you t 
Here, I have some stamps ’ 

‘Waiter, a pen and ink** said Theodose 
‘That’s the sort of man I like,’ said Dutocq 
‘ Sign Theodose de la Peyrade^ and add in your own hand, 
Avocat^ Rue Sasni-Demmique^ Enfer, under the words Ac~ 
cepted payable for ten thousand We will date it and come 
upon you for it, all in secret, to have a right to imprison 
you The shipowners must hold some security when the 
captain and the brig arc at sea ’ 

On the day following, the bailiffs of the Justice of the 
Peace ^the County Court) obliged Cerizct by taking secret 
proceedings , he came m the evening to call on the law- 
yer, and everything was settled without any public fuss 
"The Tribunal of Commerce deals with a hundred such 
cases at every sitting 
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^'he stringent rules of the Council of the Association 
Qf j^aris Advocates are well known. This body, and that 
Qf j.he Attorneys, exercise strict discipline over their mem-- 
bers’ ' advocate in peril of imprisonment for debt at 
Clic^y would be erased from the register. Consequently, 
Q'j-jzet, guided by Dutocq, had taken the only course 
^p.^jpst their puppet which could secure them each twenty- 
thousand francs out of Celeste’s marriage portion, 
qpjjgodose, when he endorsed the bills, only thought that 
insuring his prospects; but as by degrees the hori- 
zon clearer, as he rose step by step, while playing his 
to a higher position in the social scale, his dream was 
to ri^ himself of his two associates. And now, when he 
aske/i Thuillier for twenty-five thousand francs, it was in 
the buying back his bills from Cerizet at fifty per 


cent’ 


j^or is this a solitary instance, unfortunately, of such an 
jnfai^ous speculation ; such transactions are common in 
Paris “^der forms too thinly disguised for the historian 
Qjuit them from an exact and complete picture of social 
manfi^*^^' Dutocq, a chartered libertine, still owed fifteen 
thouF^*^ francs of the price of his office and connection, 
jn his hopes of success he also hoped, in familiar lan- 
guagp5 stretch the tether till the end of the year 1 840. 

'p|ll this hour, not one of these three men had shied or 
calle(l out. Each felt his own strength and fully gauged 
the "Their distrust of each other was equal, their 

watcP^^^^^®® and assumed confidence ; and equally marked 
were gloomy silence and looks when reciprocal sus- 

picion was betrayed by their features or their words. For 
the Id®*^ ^wo months especially, la Peyrade’s position had 
been acquiring all the strength of an independent strong- 
hold. Dutocq and Cerizet had a powder barrel under the 
ship, slow-match was always burning ; but the wind 

might ^^ow the match out, and the devil might wet the 
powdr^ magazine. 
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The instant when wjW beasts are about to seize their 
prey always seems the most critical, and this moment was 
now at hand for these hungry tigers Cenzet said more 
than once to Theodose by that revolutionary look which 
two sovereigns have seen within this century *I made 
you King and s^ill I am nobody. Not to be everything is 
to be nothipg ’ 

In Cenzet a reaction of envy was gathering impetus 
like an avalanche Dutocq saw himself at the mercy of 
his copying clerk, who had made money Theodose only 
wished he could burn his two partners and their papers 
in two conflagrations And they all three took too much 
pains to conceal their own thoughts not to guess the mind 
of the others 

Theodose lived between three hells as he thought of the 
chances of the cards, of how to play to his game, and of 
the future before him His speech to Thuillier had been 
the utterance of despair, he had cast the lead into the 
depths of the old citizen’s waters, and had found only 
twenty-five thousand francs at the bottom 

‘And possibly nothing by the end of the month f ’ said 
he to himself, as he went to his own rooms 

He felt intense hatred of the Thuilliers But he held 
Thuillier by a haipoon that had entered into his deepest 
conceit, the scheme, namely, for a work called Z)? /V/n- 
pot et de I'jimoritssement (on taxation and the redemption 
of the debt), in which he was to coordinate the ideas pub- 
lished by a Saint-Simonian paper, the Ghbe^ lending them 
his own Southern colour, and giving them a systematic 
shape, Thuillier’s knowledge of raw materials would be 
of great service to Theodose. On this rope he took his 
seat, determined to do battle, from this slender basis, with 
a fool’s vanity This may be of granite or of sand , it 
depends on the man But, on reflection, he was glad he 
had spoken. 

‘ \^en he sees me secure his fortune by paying over 
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the fifteen thousand francs at a moment when I am so 
much in need of money, he will look upon me as the 
god^of honesty.’ 

Now this was what Claparon and Cerizet had done with 
the notary two days before that on which*' the time should 
expire allowed for raising the offer for the house. Cerizet, 
to whom Claparon gave the password and the notary’s 
secret address, went to him and said ; — 

‘ One of my friends — Claparon, whom you know — 
begged me to call on you ; he expects you the day after 
to-morrow, in the evening, at the place you know of. He 
has the paper you want of him, and you shall have it for 
the ten thousand francs, but I must be present at the de- 
livery of the money, for five thousand francs of it are due 
to me — and I warn you, my dear sir, that the name on 
the secret agreement is left blank.’ 

‘ I will be there,’ said the notary. 

The poor wretch spent the night in such torment as 
may be imagined, for salvation or ruin hung in the scales 
for him. But at sunrise, instead of Claparon he saw a 
policeman in the uniform of the Chamber of Commerce, 
bearing a judgment in due form and requiring him to come 
away to Clichy. 

Cerizet had come to an understanding with one of the 
hapless notary’s creditors, and had promised to get him 
arrested in consideration of half the sum owed. Thus the 
victim of this piece of treachery was compelled to pay, on 
the nail, six thousand francs out of the ten thousand prom- 
ised to Claparon, in order to avoid imprisonment; this was 
the whole amount of the debt. 

As he netted his share of this swindle ; — 

‘ These thousand crowns,’ said Cerizet, ‘ will enable me 
to get rid of Claparon.’ 

Cerizet went back to the notary and said to him : — 

‘ Claparon is a rogue, monsieur ! He • has taken fifteen 
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thousand francs from the purchaser, who will certainly 
remain the owner. Threaten him with telling his creditors 
where he is hidden and with an indictment for fraudulent 
bankruptcy; he will give you half readily enough.’ 

The notary, in a furj’, wrote a fulminating letter to 
Claparon. Cla^aron, in his turn, dreaded an arrest, and 
Cerizet undertook to get him a passport. 

‘You have played me many a trick, Claparon,* said 
Cerizet ; ‘ but listen : you shall pronounce judgment on 
me — I have a thousand crowns and not another penny 
in the world, I will give them to you. Sail for America 
and there found your fortune as I am making mine 
here.* 

That evening, Claparon, disguised by Cerizet as an old 
woman, set out in the diligence for Ic Havre, Cerizet 
was now master of the fifteen thousand francs demanded 
by Claparon, and he awaited la Peyrade calmlv and without 
haste. This man, of really remarkable intelligence, had a 
bidderwho, under the name of a creditor, for two thousand 
francs, was to make a bid, but not soon enough to save 
the sale. This was an idea of Dutocq’s which he pro- 
ceeded to put into execution. Fifteen thousand francs 
more must be insisted on to bribe this new bidder; conse- 
quently he would get seven thousand five hundred more ; 
and he needed it to settle an affair absolutely similar to 
that of Thuillier, pointed out to him by Claparon, who was 
stupefied by disaster. The matter in question was a house 
in the Rue Geoffrey-Marie, which was to be sold for sixty 
thousand francs. The Widow Poiret offered him ten 
thousand francs, the wine-merchant did the same, and bills 
for ten thousand more. These thirty thousand francs and 
wbat be was to get, added to six thousand that he had of 
his own, allowed him to tempt fortune with all the more 
reason because the twenty-five thousand due from la Pey- 
rade seemed a certainty. 

‘ The time is up,’ thought Thcodose, as he went to ask 
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Dutocq to send Cerizet to sec him, ‘ suppose I try to 
shake ofF my leech.’ 

‘You can only settle this business in Ccrizet’s office, 
since Claparon is in it,’ said Dutocq. 

So between seven and eight o’clock Thcodose made his 
appearance in the usurer’s den, Dutocq h'aving announced 
in the morning that the man of capital intended to call. 

La Peyrade was ushered into the hideous kitchen where 
misery was made into mince-meat, and where the tortures 
were concocted of which wc have had a glimpse. The 
two men walked up and down the room exactly, like beasts 
in a cage while playing this scene. 

‘ Have you brought the fifteen thousand francs ? ’ 

‘ No, but I have them at home.’ 

‘ Why not in your pocket ? ’ said Cerizet with asperity. 

‘ That I will tell you,’ replied the lawyer, who between 
the Rue Saint-Dominique and I’Estrapade had decided on 
his line of conduct. 

The Provencal, while turning on the gridiron on which 
his partners had stretched him, had a bright idea that flashed 
from the heart of the hot coals. Danger has its moments 
of illumination. He would trust to the power of truthful- 
ness, which can move any man, even a scoundrel. A 
duellist is almost always favourably disposed towards an 
adversary who strips to the waist. 

‘ Hm ! ’ said Cerizet. ‘ Now the fun begins ! ’ 

The words were sinister, and spoken through his nose 
with an ominous accent, 

‘You have placed me in a splendid position, and I will ' 
never forget it, my good friend,’ said Theodose, with deep 
feeling. 

‘ Oh ! If that’s all ! ’ said Cerizet. 

‘ Listen to me. You do not know what my intentions are.’ 

‘ Indeed I do ! ’ replied the usurer. 

‘No.’ 

‘You do not intend to pay up those fifteen thousand — ’ 
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Theodosc, with a shrug, looked hard at Ccrizct, who, 
startled by his expression, stopped short 

‘Would you stand in m) place, knowing that )ou were 
within range of a gun loaded with grape-shot, without 
wanting to put an end to the situation ? Now, just listen 
to me Vour business is very risky, and it would be a 
good thing for you to have a trustworthy protector nt the 
headquarters of justice m Pans I, by going steadily on 
my way, may, m three years, be public prosecutor, or 
even advocate-genera! Now and here, I offer you an un- 
failing friendship which will certainly serve your turn if 
only to recover a respectable position later These arc my 
conditions — ' 

‘ Conditions * ’ exclaimed Ccrizct 
‘Wuhm ten minutes I will bring you twenty-five 
thousand francs, in exchange for all the claims you hold 
against me ’ 

‘ And Dutocq, and Claparon ? * cried Ccrizct 
‘ Leave them in the lurch,* whispered Theodosc, in his 
friend s ear 

‘That IS a neat trick’* retorted Ccrizct ‘And you 
have invented this little thimblc-ng since you had fifteen 
thousand francs in your palm which don’t belong to 
you ’ ' 

‘ I have added ten thousand And, after all, we know 
each other ’ 

‘ If you can get ten thousand francs out of your old 
buffers,’ exclaimed Cerizet eagerly, ‘you can extract fifteen 
Thirty thousand and I m your man If you are frank, so 
am I ’ 

‘ You ask for the impossible ’ ’ exclaimed Theodosc 
‘ At this moment, if you had a Claparon to deal with, your 
fifteen thousand francs would be gone, for the house belongs 
to Thuillier ' 

‘I Will go and tell him,* replied Cerizet, pretending to 
go and consult Claparon upstairs in the room whence 
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Claparon had departed, packed into a hackney cab, ten 
minutes before Theodose came. 

The antagonists had, as may be supposed, talked in 
undertones, and if Theodose raised his voice, Cerizet con- 
veyed to him by a gesture that Claparon might be listening. 
The five minutes during which la Peyrade heard a hum of 
two voices, as he believed, were agonizing, for his whole 
life was at stake. 

Cerizet presently came down, a smile on his lips, his 
eyes sparkling with infernal malice, tremulous with glee, 
terrific in a cheerful mood. 

‘ I know nothing myself,’ said he, shrugging his shoulders, 
‘ but Claparon has friends ; he has been working for 
bankers of the upper class, and he went into fits of laugh- 
ter, saying, “Just what I expected ! ” — You will have to 
bring me those twenty-five thousand francs you offered me, 
and to redeem your bills all the same, my boy.’ 

‘ And why ? ’ asked Theodose, feeling his spinal marrow 
turn fluid, as if melted by the discharge of some internal 
electric shock. 

‘ The house is ours ! ’ 

‘ How is that ? ’ 

‘ Claparon bid a higher price in the name of the first 
man who proceeded against him, a little toad named Sau- 
vaignou. Desroches, the attorney, has the matter in hand, 
and you will have formal notice to-morrow morning. It 
is such a capital job that it is worth our while — Claparon’s, 
Dutocq’s, and mine — to find the cash. Where should I 
be without Claparon ? And I have forgiven him. I for- 
give him, and though you may hardly believe me, my dear 
fellow, we have kissed and made friends. You must modify 
your conditions.’ 

The last words were appalling, especially as emphasised 
by Cerizet’s countenance-, he was allowing hirriself the 
pleasure of playing a scene out of Le Lcgataire^ while study- 
ing the Provencal character. 
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‘Oh! Cenzct,’ cried Theodosc, ‘ and I meant so ^vcll 
by you ' ’ 

‘You see, my dear boy,’ replied Cenzct, ‘between you 
and me, this is what is wanted • * And he struck his heart 
‘You have none. As soon as you fancy )ou have a hold 
over us you try fp si^ueeze us flat. I rescued you from the 
horrors of vermin and starvatiorl; but )Ou will die like a 
fool We brought you face to face with fortune, we 
slipped you into the handsomest socicty-skin , we put you 
where you had only to help youreclf — and after all that’ 
Now I know you. We march under arms ' 

‘This IS war’ ’ said Thcodose 
‘You fired first,’ said Cenzct. 

* But if you do for me, good-bye to all your hopes , and 
even tf you let me alone, you make me your enemy.* 

‘That IS what I said yesterday to Dutocq,* said Cenzet 
coolly. ‘ But what can I do ? Wc will choose between 
the two alternatives, and act according to circumstances. 
I am a good sort,’ he went on, after a pause, ‘bring me 
'that twenty-five thousand francs to-morrow morning at 
nine o’clock, and Thuillicr shall keep the house We will 
still do our best for you, at both ends, and you must pay. . . . 
Now, after what has passed, my boy, is not that very hand- 
some treatment ? ’ 

And Cenzct slapped him on the shoulder with a sort of 
cynicism that was a worse brand than that of the execu- 
tioner’s iron 

‘Well, give me till midday,’ said the Provcnjal, ‘for 
there will be a tough pull, as you say.’ 

‘ I will try to persuade Claparon, but he is a man in a 
hurry ’ 

‘Well, then, till to-morrow,* said Theodose, in a tone 
of determination 

‘ Good-night, my friend,* said Cenzet, in a nasal tone, 
which degraded the noblest word in the language ‘ There 
IS a fellow who has powers of suction ’ * said he to himself, 
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as he watched Theodose walking down the street with the 
uncertain gait of a bewildered man. 

When Theodose turned into the Rue des Postes, he 
went at a swift pace to the Collevilles’ house, working him- 
self up by talking aloud. And under the heat of his seeth- 
ing passions, the sort of interior fire that is known to many 
Parisians — for such hideous situations are common enough 
in Paris — he rose to a pitch of frenzy and rhetoric which 
one word will depict. At the corner of the Rue Saint- 
Jacques du Haut-Pas, in the Rue des Deux Eglises, he 
cried aloud ; — 

‘ I will kill him ! ’ 

‘ There is a man who is not best pleased ! ’ observed a 
workman, whose ironical comment served to quench the 
incandescent madness that was coming upon Theodose. 

As he left Cerizet, the idea had occurred to him of con- 
fiding in Flavie, and confessing everything to her. This is 
the way with Southern natures ; strong up to the verge of 
certain passions which overbalance them. 

He went in. Flavie was alone in her room ; when she 
^saw Theodose she thought he had come to possess her or 
to kill her. 

‘ What is the matter ? ’ she cried. 

‘ The matter ! — Do you love me, Flavie ? ’ 

‘ Can you doubt it ? ’ 

‘Wholly, positively — even as a criminal.’ 

‘ Has he murdered somebody ? ’ thought she. She an- 
swered with a nod. 

La Peyrade, thankful to clutch at that willow-bough, 
crossed from his chair to the sofa, and two streams of tears 
flowed from his eyes, with sobs that would have touched 
the heart of an old judge. 

‘ Not at home to anybody ! ’ Flavie called out to the 
maid. 

She shut the doors and came back to Theodose, feeling 
herself moved to the most maternal pity. She found the 
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son of the South stretched at full length, with his head 
thrown back, and crying bitterly He had taken out his 
handkerchief, and when Flavic tried to take it from him 
It was soaked in tears 

‘ But what IS It ? What is the matter ^ ’ she asked 
Nature, kcc«er far than art, served Thcodose he 

was not playing a part now, he was himself, these tears, 
this hysterical weeping, were the signature to the farce he 
had been acting 

‘You are a baby * * said she in soft tones, as she stroked 
Theodose’s hair, and his eyes grew dry 

‘ You are to me the only creature in the world • ’ cned 
he, kissing Flavie’s hands with a sort of frenzj , ‘ and if you 
are true to me — if you arc to me as the bodj is to the 
soul — nay, as the soul is to the body,* he added, correcting 
himself with much grace, ‘ then, then, I can have courage ’ 
He rose and paced the room 

‘Yes, then I can fight, I can recover my strength, like 
Antasus, by embracing my mother And I will throttle m 
my grasp the serpents that entwine me, that give me ser- 
pents’ kisses, that slaver my cheeks, and thirst to suck my 
blood — my honour! Oh* What a thing is poverty* 
How great are the men who can stand and face it with a 
proud mien * I should have done better to let myself die 
of hunger on my camp-bed three years and a half ago 
The grave is a couch of ease as compared with the life I 
lead For eighteen months I have been crammed with re- 
spectable citizens, and just as I had a chance of an honest 
and happy existence, of a splendid future — just as I was 
stepping forward to take a seat at the table of the world’s 
banquet, the executioner must tap me on the shoulder 
Yes ! the ruffian taps me on the shoulder and says, “ Pay 
your tithe to the devil, or die • ” And am I not to trample 
on them, not to ram my fist down their throats to their 
very bowels * But I will, oh, yes, I will * You see, Flavie, 
my eyes are dry Oh, I can laugh, now, I feel my power, 
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and I have recovered my strength. Tell me that you love 
me; tell me again. The words at this moment are like 
the word “ Pardon ” to a criminal.’ 

‘ You are terrible, my dear ! ’ said Flavie, ‘ oh, you are 
crushing me ! ’ 

She could not understand, but she sank qnto the sofa, 
half dead and overset by this scene. Theodose fell on his 
knees before her. 

‘ Forgive me, forgive me,’ he cried. 

‘ But what is it all about ? ’ said she. 

‘ They are bent on ruining me. Oh ! promise me that 
I shall marry Celeste, and you will see what a happy life 
you shall share. If you hesitate — well, that w;ill mean 
that you shall be mine — I will have you ! ’ 

And he started forward with such vehemence that Flavie 
was terrified, and began to walk about. 

‘Ah, my angel! At your feet — there — a miracle f 
God is certainly on my side ; I had, as it were, a lightning 
flash ! A sudden idea came to me ! Thanks, thanks, my 
good angel, great Theodosius 1 Thou hast saved me 1 ’ 

Flavie admired this chameleon creature ; kneeling on one 
knee, his hands crossed on his breast, and his eyes raised to 
heaven in religious rapture, he repeated a prayer; he was 
the most fervent Catholic ; he crossed himself. It was as 
glorious as the ecstasy of Saint Jerome. 

‘ Good-bye,’ said he, with a tone of melancholy that was 
fascinating. 

‘ Oh 1 ’ cried Flavie, ‘ leave me that handkerchief.’ 

Theodose ran downstairs, like a lunatic, into the street, 
and away to the Thuilliers’; but he looked round, saw 
Flavie at her window, and waved his hand in triumph. 

‘ What a man I ’ said she to herself. 

‘ My dear fellow,’ said Theodose to Thuillier, in a calm,' 
soothing, almost coaxing voice, ‘ we are in the power of 
atrocious villains, but I am going to give them a little lesson.’ 

‘ What is wrong ? ’ said Brigitte. 
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‘Why, they want twenty-five thousand francs, and to 
get the law on their side, the notary, or his accomplices, 
have outbid us Put five tnousand francs in your pocket, 
Thuillier, and come with me, I will secure the house for 
you I am making myself mortal enemies • ’ he exclaimed 
‘ They will bo the death of me, morally speaking So long 
as you despise their vile calumnies, and never change to 
me, that is all I ask And what is it, after all, but this ^ 
If I succeed, you will have paid a hundred and twenty-five 
thousand francs for the house instead of a hundred and 
twenty ’ 

‘ And it will not begin again ? * asked Bngitte, very un- 
easily , her eyes were dilated with horrible suspicion 

‘ Only the creditors on the schedule have a right to raise 
the pnce, and as this one only has exercised it, we are safe 
His claim is for no more than two thousand francs, but in 
a business of this sort the attorneys have to be paid, and it 
IS as well to make the creditor a present of a thousand 
francs ’ 

‘ Go, Thuillier, and get your hat and gloves,’ said 
Brigitte, ‘you will find the money, you know where’ 

‘ As I have let fifteen thousand francs slip through my 
fingers for nothing, I will have no more money pass through 
my hands Thuillier himself shall pay it,* said Theodose, 
when he found himself alone with Brigitte ‘ You have 
saved at least twenty thousand francs over the bargain I 
made for you with Grindot He thought he was working 
for the notary, and you have got a freehold house which, 
in five years, will be worth near on a million francs It is 
at the corner of a boulevard ’ 

Bngitte listened, but with uneasy attention, exactly like 
a cat that smells mice under the floor She looked into la 
Peyrade’s eyes, and m spite of her acute penetration she 
had her doubts 

‘ What IS It, little aunt ? * 

‘ Oh * I shall be on tenter hooks till the house is ours ’ 

1 . 
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‘ You would give twenty thousand francs, now, wouldn’t 
you,’ said Theodose, ‘ to see Thuillier in undisputed posses- 
sion ? Well, you must remember that I have made twice 
as much for you.-’ 

‘ Where are we going ? ’ asked Thuillier. 

‘ To call on Godeschal, whom we must employ as our 
attorney.’ 

‘ But we refused to let him marry Celeste,’ exclaimed the 
old maid. 

‘That is the very reason I am going to him,’ replied 
Theodose. ‘ I have a high opinion of him ; he is a man 
of honour, and he will feel it a fine thing to do you a ser- 
vice.’ 


Godeschal, Derville’s successor, had, for more than ten 
years, been Desroches’s managing clerk. Theodose, who 
knew this, had heard the name spoken in his ear, as it 
were, by an inner voice, in the midst of his despair, and he 
saw a chance of placing the weapon, which Cerizet had 
aimed at him, in Claparon’s hands. But first and foremost 
the advocate wanted to get into Desroches’ office, and gain 
information as to the position of the foe, Godeschal alone, 
in virtue of the intimacy existing between a master and a 
head-clerk, could help him in this. 

The attorneys of Paris, when they are on such terms as 
Godeschal and Desroches were, live in real brotherhood, 
and the result is a certain facility for arranging any matters 
that can be arranged. They obtain from each other, turn 
and turn about, such concessions as are admissible, apply- 
ing the proverb ‘ One good turn deserves another,’ which ?3 
acted on, in fact, in every profession, among ministers, 
officers, lawyers, and merchants, everywhere, indeed, where 
hostility has not raised .too strong a barrier between the 
parties concerned. 

‘ I am getting fairly good pay on this .transaction,’ is an 
argument which need not be spoken; it is expressed in a 
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gesture, a tone, a look And as attorneys can always meet 
on this common ground, the matter is arranged The 
counterpoise to this good-fellowship lies in what may be 
called the professional conscience For instance, society 
IS bound to believe the physician, who, as a witness in 
medical law ^ays, ‘ This substance contains arsenic , ’ no 
consideration can overcome the professional pride of an 
actor, the sense of honour of a lawyer, the incorruptibility 
of a minister And a Pans attorney says, with no less 
blunt frankness, *Vou will never get that done, my client 
is obstinate,* and the adversary replies, ‘Well, well, we 
will see * 

Now, la Peyrade, a wide-awake person, had dragged his 
gown about the courts long enough to know that legal 
amenities would serve his purpose 

‘Wait in the carnage,* said he to Thuillier, when they 
arrived m the Rue Vivienne, where Godeschal was now 
master of the office where he had served his apprenticeship 
‘You need not come up unless he undertakes the job * 

It was eleven o’clock at night, and la Peyrade was not 
disappointed m his expectation of finding a newly fledged 
attorney busy in his office even so late as this 

‘To what do I owe a visit from you, Monsieur I’Avocat ?* 
said Godeschal rising to meet la Peyrade 

Foreigners and country folks, and even people of fashion, 
may perhaps not know that advocates — or barristers — 
are to attorneys what generals are to marshals , there Is a 
line of demarcation very strictly observed between the two 
classes of lawyers in Pans However old an attorney may 
be, however competent, he must wait on the advocate The 
attorney is the tactician who traces the plan of battle, col- 
lects the munitions of war, and sets everything in motion , 
*he advocate does the fighting It is no more ascertain- 
able why the law gives a client two men instead of one, 
than why an author needs a printer and a bookseller The 
Association of Advocates forbids the members to do any 
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legal act which is essentially the right or duty of the attor- 
ney. Very rarely does any great pleader set foot in an 
office } they meet in court. Still, in society, these barriers 
do not exist, and occasionally an advocate, especially in 
la Peyrade’s position, condescends so far as to 'call on an 
attorney ; but the cases are exceptional, and gvjnerally justi- 
fied by some special urgency. 

‘\Vell, to tell the truth, the matter is serious, and a very 
delicate question must be settled by you and me. Thuillier 
is down stairs in a coach, and I have come to you not as a 
pleader, but as Thuillier’s friend. You, and you alone, are 
able to do him an immense service, and I told him you 
had too noble a soul — for you are the worthy successor of 
Derville — not to place all your abilities at his command. 
This is the state of affairs.’ 

^ After setting forth, altogether to his own advantage, the 
trick he wished to balk by skill — for attorneys meet with 
more clients who tell lies than who tell the truth — la Peyrade 
proceeded to his plan of campaign. 

‘ You, my dear Maitre, must go this very evening to see 
Desroches, explain to him the whole plot, persuade him to 
see his client Sauvaignou to-morrow morning; among us 
we will extract the truth from him, and if he wants a thou- 
sand francs over and above what is due to him, we will fork 
out, to say nothing of five hundred to you and as much 
to Desroches, if Thuillier has a letter renouncing his bid 
before ten o’clock to-morrow morning. What can Sau- 
vaignou want but his money ? Well, then, he is not likely 
to resist the bait of a thousand franc note, even if he is 
but the stalking-horse of some avaricious speculator. The 
conflict between those who are making use of him does hot 
concern us. Come, get the Thuilliers out of this scrape,’ 

‘ I will be off to Desroches this instant,’ said Godeschal. 

‘ No ; not before Thuillier has given you a power of 
attorney, and paid you five thousand francs. In any case, 
cash in hand is essential.’ 
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After an interview at uhich Thuillicr was present, ia 
Peynide took Godcschal in the carnage to Dcsrochcs’s office 
in the Rue de Bcthisj, sajing that the) must go that way 
to the Rue Saint-Dommiquc-d’Enfcr, and on Dcsrochcs’s 
doorstep la Peyrade fixed for their next meeting at seven 
next morning. La Pc)r3dc*s future life and fortune de- 
pended on the upshot of this meeting, so wc need not be 
astonished to find him overlooking the customs of his 
brotherhood by coming to Dcsrochcs’s office in order to 
study Sauvaignou, and to mingle in the fray in spite of the 
danger he ran in venturing under the eje of the most for- 
midable of Pans attorneys 

As he went in and made his bow he examined Sauvai- 
gnou He was, as Tbeodose had supposed from his name, 
a Marseitlese, a supenor workman, who filled the place of 
foreman or clerk of the works, intermediary between the 
master carpenter of the building and the workmen, and 
superintendent of the execution of the work The profit 
of the contractor consists of the difference between the price 
fixed by the foreman and the pnee paid by the builder after 
deducting the cost of materials, in regard only to the labour 

The master carpenter having been made bankrupt, Sau- 
vaignou had entered his name under a judgment of the 
Tribunal of Commerce as a creditor with a claim on the 
unfinished budding, and had registered his claim This little 
business was the end of the general collapse Sauvaignou, a 
small, square man, wearing a grey drill blouse and a cap on 
his head, was seated in an arm-chair Three bank-notes 
for a thousand francs each, lying before him on Desroches’s 
table showed la Peyrade that the skirmish was over, and 
that the attorneys had failed Godeschal’s eyes were in- 
deed eloquent, and the look flashed by Desroches on the 
advocate of the poor was like the stroke of a pick in a 
grave Stimulated by danger, the Proven 9 al rose to the 
occasion, he was grand, he laid his hand on the three 
notes and folded them up to put them into Ins pocket. 
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‘ Thuillier does not want to deal,’ said he to Desroches. 

‘ Then we are all agreed,’ said the terrible attorney. 

‘Yes. Your client must repay fifty thousand francs 
spent on the structure under the contract between Thuil- 
lier and Grindot. I did not mention that to you yester- 
day,’ he added to Godeschal. f. 

‘ You hear that ? ’ said Desroches to Sauvaignou. 
‘ That will lead to a lawsuit that I cannot undertake with- 
out a guarantee.’ 

‘ But, gentlemen,’ said Sauvaignou, ‘ I cannot say any- 
thing till I have seen the worthy man who gave me five 
hundred francs on account for having signed a power of 
attorney to him.’ 

‘ Axe you from Marseilles ? ’ said Theodose to Sauvai- 
gnou in the dialect of the district. 

‘ Oh, if once he begins talking patois it’s all up ! ’ said 
Desroches to Godeschal in a whisper. 

‘ Yes, Monsieur.’ 

‘Well, my poor boy,’ Theodose went on, ‘they only 
want to ruin you. Do you know what you had better do f 
Pocket these three thousand francs, and when the other man 
comes take your foot-rule and give him a thrashing, and 
tell him he is a rascal, that he was trying to make a cat’s- 
paw of you, that you revoke the power of attorney, and 
will return him his money when two Sundays come in the 
middle of the week. And then, with these three thousand 
francs and whatever you have saved, get off to Marseilles. 
And if anything goes wrong, come to this gentleman. He 
will always know where to find me, and I will get you out 
of the scrape; for not only am I a good Provencal, but I 
am one of the leading advocates in Paris, and the friend 
of the poor.’ 

When the workman found support in a fellow-country- 
man, sanctioning the reasons he had for playing the usurer 
false, he capitulated, bargaining for three thousand five 
hundred francs. 



The Middle Classes 167 

The fifteen hundred francs being granted, * Not a bad 
haul I ’ said Sauvaignou, ‘ and it*s worth it, for he may have 
me up for breach of contract.* 

‘No. Do not strike the blow tiU he begins to ulk big, 
then It will be self-defence.* 

When Dcsttiches had assured htm that la Peyrade was 
an advocate in practice, Sauvaignou signed the deed of 
renunciation, including a receipt for the costs, interest, and 
principal of his claims, m duplicate as between Thuillicr 
and himself, each witnessed by their respective attorneys 
that the discharge might be final. 

‘We leave )OU the fifteen hundred francs,' said la Pey- 
rade confidentially to Dcsroches and Godcschal, ‘ on con- 
dition of your handing over the discharge to me. I will 
take Thuillicr to sign it before Cardot, his notary; the 
poor man never closed an eye all night.* 

‘Very well,* said Desroches. ‘And jou,* said he, as he 
made Sauvaignou write his name, * may congratulate your- 
self on having earned fifteen hundred francs with great case.* 
‘ But are they really mine, Master Scrivener ? ’ asked the 
Provencal uneasily. 

* Oh, quite lawfully f * replied Dcsroches ‘ Only you 
must now revoke the powers you placed in the hands of 
your representative, dated yesterday. Go into my office 
there — through there.* 

Desroches explained to his head clerk what was to be 
done, and desired one of his pupils to take care that the 
messenger was at Cerizet’s before ten o’clock 

‘ I am infinitely obliged to you, Dcsroches,’ said la Peyrade, 
pressing the attorney’s hand ‘You think of everything, 
1 ihatt not forget this service* 

‘ Do not hand your bid m to Cardot till after twelve 
o’clock,’ 

‘ And you, old boy,’ cned Thcodosc to Sauvaignou, ‘ take 
your PoU to Belleville for the day , don’t go home, whatever 
you do ' 
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‘ I understand,’ said Sauvaignou, ‘ nabbed to-morrow ! ’ . 

‘ I believe you,’ said la Peyrade, with a peculiar Provencal 
cry. 

‘ There is something beneath all this,’ said Desroches to 
Godeschal, just as the advocate came back into the private 
room from the office. *■ 

‘ The Thuilliers have secured a fine property for noth- 
ing, that’s all,’ said Godeschal. 

‘ La Peyrade and Cerizet are to me just like two divers 
fighting under water. What am I to say to Cerizet, who 
sent the job to me ? ’ asked Desroches of the lawyer, after 
making this keen remark in an undertone. 

‘ That Sauvaignou forced your hand,’ replied la Peyrade. 

‘ And you are not afraid ? ’ said Desroches, point blank. 

‘ I ! ’ said Theodose. ‘ I can give him points 1 ’ 

‘ I will know all about it to-morrow,’ said Desroches to 
Godeschal. ‘ A beaten man will always blab.’ 

La Peyrade went off with his declaration. By eleven 
o’clock he was in waiting on the magistrate, calm and reso- 
lute, and as he saw Cerizet come in pale with rage, his eyes 
glistening with venom, he said in his ear : — 

‘ My dear fellow, I am good-natured too ! I still have 
the twenty-five thousand francs at your service in exchange 
for all the bills you hold in my name.’ Cerizet looked at 
him, incapable of saying a word j he was green ; his bile 
• had risen. 

‘ I am a landowner, in full possession ! ’ exclaimed Thuil- 
lier, as he came home from seeing Jacquinot, Cardot’s son- 
in-law and successor. ‘ No human power can deprive me 
of my house ; they have told me so.’ 

Middle-class men believe a notary far rather than an 
attorney ; the notary is closer to them than any other min- 
isterial official. A Paris citizen is not without some alarm 
when he goes to see his attorney, whose pugnacious daring 
bewilders him, while he always goes with fresh pleasure to 
call on the notary, and admires his wisdom and good sense. 
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‘ Cardot, who js looking out for a handsome residence, 
ts ready to take a second floor apartment,’ said he, ‘ and on 
Sunday, if I like, he will introduce me to a landlord who 
will take the whole house to sublet, for a lease of eighteen 
years, at fort) thousand francs a )car, he to pay the rates 
and taxes W<hat do you think, Bngiltc ? ’ 

‘ We must w ait,* replied she * Ah 1 oor dear Thcodosc 
gave me a terrible fright * 

‘ Hallo • My dear But you do not know that Cardot 
asked me who had put me m the way of this stroke of 
business, and said I owed him a present of ten thousand 
francs, at least In fact, I owe him ever) thing ’ 

‘ But he IS like our own child,* replied Brigitte 
* Poor boy, and to do him justice, he asks for nothing ’ 
‘Well, my dear fellow,’ said la Peyndc, coming in from 
court at about three o’clock, ‘so here you are, immensely 
rich I ’ 

‘ And by your act, my dear Thcodosc * 

‘ And you, little aunt , arc you alive again ? You were 
not half so frightened as 1 was X take more care for your 
interests than for my own I did not breathe freely till 
eleven o’clock this morning, and now I am certain I have 
two mortal foes at my heels in the two men I have thrown 
over for you As I came home I could not help wonder- 
ing what the influence was that you have over me to make 
me commit this kind of enme, and whether the happiness 
of being one of your family, of becoming your son, can 
wipe out the stain I feel on my conscience ’ 

‘ Pooh, you will get rid of it at confession,* said Thuillicr, 
the free thinker 

‘Now,’ Theodose went on to Brigitte, ‘you can pay the 
price of the property m perfect security, eighty thousand 
francs, and thirty thousand to Gnndot, a hundred and 
twenty thousand francs m all , with your share of the 
costs, these last twenty thousand make it up to a hundred 
and forty thousand If you let the house to a tenant for 
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subletting, make him pay a year’s rent in advance, and 
reserve the first floor above the entresol for my wife and 
me. Even then you can get forty thousand francs a year, 
for twelve years. If you should wish to leave this neigh- 
bourhood and live nearer to the Chamber, you will have 
ample room to live with us in that spaciouc first floor, re- 
serving the coach-house and stables and everything needed 
for a handsome style of living. And now, Thuillier, I 
mean to get you the Cross of the Legion of Honour.’ 

At this last flash of hope Brigitte exclaimed : — 

‘ On my word, boy, you have managed our business so 
well, that I leave it to you to conclude the bargain for the 
house.’ 

‘ Do not abdicate, my lady aunt,’ said Theodose. ‘ And 
God preserve me from ever taking a step without you ! 
You are the good genius' of the family. I am thinking only 
of the day when Thuillier sits in the Chamber. You will 
have forty thousand francs in hand within the next two 
months; and that will not hinder Thuillier from get- 
ting his ten thousand francs at the end of the first 
quarter.’ 

Having given the old maid this hope, and leaving her 
jubilant, he led Thuillier into the garden, and without beat- 
ing about the bush, he said : — 

‘ My dear fellow, find some excuse for asking your sister 
to give you ten thousand francs, and never let her suspect 
that they pass into my hands. Tell her the money is 
insisted on in the office to enable you to be made chevalier 
of the Legion of Honour, and that you know to whom to 
give it.’ 

‘ That will do,’ said Thuillier. ‘ Besides, I can repay 
her out of the rent.’ 

‘ Get the cash by this evening, my good fellow ; I am 
going out to see about the Cross, and to-morrow we shall 
know where we are.’ 

‘ What a man you are ! ’ cried Thuillier. 
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‘The Ministr) will not stand much longer, we must get 
this out of them * ’ said Thcodosc shrewdly 

La Peyrade hastened off to see Madame Colics illc, and 
said, as he went in — 

‘1 ha\c won'' We shall ha\c secured 1 propert) wonh 
a million francs for Celeste, Thuillicr will settle it on her 
in reversion, b) her mamage contract Put we must keep 
the secret, or Celeste will ha\c peers of Prince paying 
court to her And the settlements w ill hav c to include me 
Now dress, and come with me to call on the Comtesse du 
Bruel , she can get the Cross for Thuilhcr While > ou arc 
putting on your war-paint, I will go and si\ something 
pretty to Celeste, you and I can chat in the carnage' 

La Peyrade had caught sight of Celeste and Fchx Phcl- 
hon in the drawing-room, 1 lavie had such perfect confi- 
dence in her daughter that she had left her with the young 
professor 

Since the grand triumph he had won that morning, 
Thcodosc felt the necessity of paying his first addresses to 
Celeste The moment for getting up a quarrel between 
these two had come, he did not hesitate to put his car to 
the drawing-room door, before going in, to hear what little 
of the word lo\e they had by this time come to, and he 
was really invited, so to speak, to commit this domestic 
breach of faith by certain tones of voice which led him to 
conclude that they were quarrelling Love, says one of 
our poets, is the privilege in which two beings indulge of 
causing each other a great deal of grief over nothing at all 
Having, once for all, made Felix the choice of her heart 
as her companion for life. Celeste fell less desire to study 
his character than to become united to him by that com- 
munion of soul which is the foundation of all true affection, 
and which in young minds means an involuntary cross- 
questioning The dispute tvhich Thcodosc was fated to 
overhear had its origin in a difference of opinion which 
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had simmered for some days between the mathematician 
and Celeste. 

The girl, the outcome, morally, of the period when 
Madame Colleville was endeavouring to repent of her sins, 
was immovably pious; she was of the true flock of the 
faithful, and in her unflinching Catholicism, tempered by 
the mysticism which appeals to youthful souls, was the 
poetry of her heart, the life within her life. From this 
stage girls go on to be saints or very frivolous women. 
But during that phase of their youth they have in their 
souls a touch of dogmatism, the ideal of perfection is always 
before the eye of their fancy, for them everything must be 
celestial, angelic, or divine. Nothing outside that ideal 
can be allowed to exist; everything else is mud and filth. 
And this idea often leads to the rejection of a flawed 
diamond by a girl, who, as a woman, will worship paste. 

Now Celeste had discerned that in matters of faith Felix 
was not irreligious but indifferent. Like most geometri- 
cians, mathematicians! chemists, and great naturalists, he 
had subjected religion to argument, and had found it a 
problem as insoluble as the squaring of the circle. A deist 
at heart, he still professed the religion of most Frenchmen 
without attaching any more importance to it than to the 
laws of last July. There must be a God in heaven as 
there must be the bust of a King at the Mairie. 

Felix Phellion, the worthy son of his father, had not 
attempted to conceal his mind ; he allowed Celeste to read 
it with the frankness and simplicity of an inquirer; and 
the girl confused the religious and the practical questions ; 
she had a deeply seated horror of atheism, and her confessor 
had told her that a deist is first cousin to an atheist. 

‘ Have you remembered, Felix, to do what you promised 
me?’ asked Celeste as soon as her mother had left the 
room. 

‘No, my dear Celeste,’ replied Felix. 

‘ Oh 1 can you break a promise 1 ’ said she gently. 
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‘ It would be profanation/ said Felix ‘ I love you so 
much, and my love makes me so weak to your wishes, that 
I promise a thing against my conscience Conscience, 
Celeste, is our greatest treasure, our strength, our support 
How could you wish me to go into a church to kneel 
before a priest, who is to me no more than a man? You 
would have despised me if I had obeyed you ’ 

‘ And so, my dear Felix, you will not go to church ? * 
said Celeste, with a tearful glance at her lover ‘ If I were 
your wife, ) 0 U would leave me to go alone — you do not 
love me as 1 love you* — for till this moment I have 
cherished in my heart a feeling for an atheist antagonistic 
to what God would have m me * 

‘An atheist*’ cried Felix, ‘no, no* Listen, Celeste 
There is a God, no question , I believe m him , but I have a 
loftier idea of him than your pnests have I do not lower 
him to my level I try to nse to his I listen to the voice 
he has placed within me which honest men call their con- 
science, and I try not to darken the rays of divine light 
that come to me Never will I do anybody an injury, 
never will I sin against the law of universal morality which 
was that of Confucius, of Moses, of Pythagoras, of Soc- 
rates, and of Jesus Christ I dwell in the presence of 
God , my actions are my prayers I will never lie, my 
word IS sacred, I will never do anything base or vile 
These are the tenets I denve from my excellent father, 
and these I will bequeath to my children I will do all 
the good I can in the world even if I should suffer for it 
What more can you ask of a man ^ ’ 

Celeste shook her head mournfully over this profession 
of faith 

‘ Read the Imitation tf Cbmtl said she, ‘ and read it 
attentively Try to be converted to the Holy Catholic, 
Apostolic, Roman Church, and you will understand how 
foolish your words are Listen, Felix According to the 
Church, marriage is not the afeir of a day, the satisfaction 
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of desire ; it is a bond for eternity. What, are we to live 
united by day and night, and be one flesh, one spirit, and* 
can we have in our hearts two languages, two religions, a 
perpetual ground of dissensions? Would you condemn me 
to weeping in secret over the state of your soul; could I 
appeal to God if I constantly beheld his right hand armed 
to punish you? Your deistic blood, your convictions, 
might dwell in my children ! Oh, Heaven, how many sor- 
rows for a wife! No, the idea is intolerable. O Felix, 
be of my faith, for I can never be of yours. Do not set a 
yawning gulf between us. If you loved me, by this time 
you would have read the Imitation of Christ.’ 

The Phellions, sons of the Constitutionnel., had no love of 
priests. Felix was so rash as to answer this sort of suppli- 
cation uttered by a yearning soul. 

‘ You are repeating a lesson taught you by your confessor, 
Celeste,’ said he, ‘and nothing is more fatal to happiness 
than the intervention of priests in domestic matters — ’ 

‘ Oh ! ’ cried Celeste, indignantly, for love alone had 
made her speak, ‘ you do not love me. The voice of my 
heart is not heard in yours. You have not understood 
me because you have not apprehended my meaning, and I 
forgive you, for you know not what you say.’ 

She wrapped herself in proud silence, and Felix went to 
the window, where he sat drumming with his fingers on the 
glass, a sort of music very familiar to those who lose them- 
selves in bitter reflections. Felix, in fact, was putting these 
curious but crucial questions to his Phellion conscience ; — 

‘ Celeste is a wealthy heiress, and if I yield to her views 
in opposition to the voice of natural religion, it would be 
that I might make an advantageous marriage, which is a 
base action. As a father of a family I could not allow 
priests to have the smallest influence in my home; if I 
give way now, I shall be guilty of an act of weakness that 
would lead to many more, equally fatal to the authority of a 
husband and father. All this is unworthy of a philosopher.’ 
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He went back to his beloved Celeste 
‘ Celeste/ said he, ‘ on my knees I implore you not to 
confuse things which the law in its wisdom has divided 
We live for two worlds, that of society and that of Heaven 
Each one must go his own way to work out his salvation , 
but as to social, life, is not the observance of its law obe- 
dience to God ^ Christ said, “ Render unto Cfesar the 
things that are Czesar’s ” Oesar is the political world 
— Now, let us forget this little quarrel ’ 

‘A little quarrel exclaimed the enthusiast ‘I desire 
that you should have my heart, whole, as I would ha\ c 
yours, and you divide it into two parts * Is not this dread 
ful ^ You forget that marriage is a sacrament ' 

‘Your priests have turned your brain • ' cried the mathe- 
matician, out of all patience 

‘Monsieur Phellion/ said Celeste, hastily interrupting 
him, ‘ enough of this subject ’ 

It was at this moment that Theodose thought it neces- 
sary to intervene, he found Celeste pale and the young 
professor uneasy, as a lover must be who has just vexed 
his mistress 

‘I heard the word enou^h-^has there been too much?’ 
he asked, looking at Celeste and Felix by turns 

‘We were speaking of religion,’ replied Felix, ‘and I 
was explaining to Mademoiselle how fatal clerical influ- 
ence must be to the privacy of home — ’ 

‘That was not the point. Monsieur,’ cried Celeste, with 
asperity ‘The question is, can a husband and wife make 
but one heart when one is an atheist and the other a 
Catholic ^ ’ 

‘Are there any atheists^* cried Theodose, with an ex- 
pression of the deepest amazement ‘ Can a Catholic 
marry a Protestant ? No salvation is possible for a couple 
excepting in absolute conformity on all points of religious 
opinion I, to be sure, I am a native of the Comfatj and 
of a family which once g^ve a pope to Rome, for our 
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coat-of-arms is gules^ a key argent with a friar carrying 
a church, and a pilgrim holding a staff or, and the motto, 
'■'■J’ouvre et je ferme^^ — and I, I say, am fiercely immov- 
able on the subject. However, in these days, thanks to 
the modern system of education, such discussions are not 
thought extraordinary ! I, as I say, would not marry a 
Protestant even if she had millions — not even if I went 
mad for love of her ! Faith admits of no discussion ; 
Una Jides^unus Dominus — that is my motto in politics.’ 

‘You hear!’ cried Celeste triumphantly, as she turned 
to Felix. 

‘ I am no bigot,’ la Peyrade went on. ‘I go to mass 
at six in the morning when no one sees me; I fast on 
Friday ; in short, I am a son of the Church, and I would 
never begin any serious undertaking without preliminary 
prayer, after the manner of our forefathers. No one sees 
anything of my religion. During the Revolution of 1789 
an incident occurred in my family which attached us all 
more closely than ever to our holy Mother Church. 
There was a poor Demoiselle de la Peyrade, of the senior 
branch, the owners of the little estate of la Peyrade, — for 
we are la Peyrade des Canquoelle, though the two branches 
inherit reciprocally. This young lady had married, six 
years before the Revolution, a lawyer who, in the fashion 
of the time, was a Voltairean, that is to say, an unbe- 
liever, or, if you choose, a deist. He took up revolu- 
tionary notions and went in for those pleasing rites of 
which yqu have heard, in honour of the goddess Reason. 
He came back to our part of the world soaked to fanati- 
cism in the Convention. His wife was extremely hand- 
some ; he compelled her to .play the part of Liberty. The 
unfortunate woman went mad — she died mad. Well, 
and in the present state of things we may very well see 
another 1793.’ 

This romance, invented on the spur of the moment, 
made so deep an impression on Celeste’s fresh and inno- 
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cent imagination that she rose and, boiving to the two 
young men, went to her room 

‘ Monsieur • what have you said I ’ cried Felix, stricken 
to the heart by the cold glance which Celeste bestowed 
on him with an affectation of utter indifference ‘She 
fancies herself figuring already as the goddess Reason * 

‘ What, then, was the subject m dispute ? ’ 

‘ My indifference on religious matters ’ 

‘The curse of our age** replied Theodose, with so- 
lemnity 

‘ Here I am,^ said Madame Colleville, appearing, very 
handsomely dressed ‘ But what is the matter with my poor 
child? She IS crying — * 

‘ Crying, Madame ? ’ exclaimed Felix ‘Tell her, pray, 
that I will forthwith study the Irnttatton of Christ * 

And Felix went down-stairs with Theodose and Flavie, 
the lawyer pressing her arm significantly to make her 
understand that he would explain to her in the carnage 
what had so greatly agitated the young professor 

An hour later, Madame Colleville, with Celeste, Colle- 
ville, and Theodose, went in to dine with the Thmlliers 
Theodose and Flavie led ThuiHicr into the garden, where 
Theodose said, ‘ My dear fellow, you will have the Cross 
within a week Here, this sweet friend will tell you all 
about our visit to Madame la Comtesse de Bruel — ’ 

And Theodose left them together on seeing Desroches 
approaching in the wake of Mademoiselle Thuillier A 
fearful and chilling presentiment led him to go forward 
to meet the attorney 

‘ My dear sit,’ said DcsrQcbe& \n, la Pe.ycade’% eat, ‘ t 
have come to see whether you can command twenty-five 
thousand francs, and two thousand six hundred and eighty 
francs, sixty centimes, for costs * 

‘Then you are acting for Cerizet? * cried the advocate 
‘He has handed the papers over to Louchard, so you 
M 
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know what awaits you after arrest. Now, is Cerizet wrong 
in supposing you to have twenty-five thousand francs in 
your desk ? You offered them to him, and to him it seems 
only natural that you should not keep them locked up — ’ 

‘ I am much obliged for your kind intent,’ said Xheodose, 
‘ but, my dear sir, I foresaw this move.’ 

‘ Between you and me,’ said the attorney, ‘ you tricked 
him handsomely. The old rogue will go any lengths for 
revenge, for if you cast your gown to the sharks and go to 
prison he will lose every penny.’ 

‘ I ! ’ cried Theodose. ‘ Oh, I will pay. But there are 
five more bills out each for five thousand francs ; what does 
he mean to do with them ? ’ 

‘Well, after this morning’s business, I cannot say; but 
my client is a cunning dog and a mangy one ; he has his 
little plans, no doubt.’ 

‘ Come, now, Desroches,’- said Theodose, taking the lean, 
.unbending attorney by the waist, ‘are the papers still in 
your hands ? ’ 

‘ Do you mean to pay ? ’ 

‘Yes; give me three hours.’ 

‘ Very good. Be at my place at nine o’clock. I will 
take your cash and give you the bills; but by half-past 
nine Louchard has them — ’ 

‘ All right — to-night at nine,’ said Theodose. 

‘ At nine,’ replied Desroches, whose eye had taken in 
the whole family then assembled in the garden. 

Celeste, with reddened eyes, was chatting with her god- 
mother. Colleville and Brigitte, Flavie and Thuillier, were 
on the steps of the broad, doulsle flight from the garden 
up to the entrance hall. Said Desroches to Theodose, 
' who had led him back there : — 

‘You can certainly afford to pay your notes of hand.’ 

At a single glance Desroches had understood all that 
the advocate had taken in hand. 

On the following morning, at break of day, Theodose 



The Middle Classes 179 

went to the ‘ poor man^s banker ’ to see what effect had 
been produced on the foe by the payment so punctually 
made overnight, and to make one more effort to free him- 
self from this gad-fly. 

He found Cerizet up and stirnng, in colloquy with a 
woman, and was somewhat imperatively desired to keep 
his distance so as not to disturb the interview This left 
la Peyrade at leisure to conjecture what gave this woman 
her importance, — -an importance to which the usurer’s 
anxious expression bore ample testimony. Theodose had 
a suspicion, though a very vague one, that the purport of 
this conference would in some way affect Cenzet’s inten- 
tions, for he could see m the man’s countenance the com- 
plete change that comes of hope. 

‘But, my good Maman Cardinal — * 

‘Well, my worthy Monsieur — ’ 

‘ What do you want ? ’ 

‘You must make up your mind—’ 

Such beginnings or endings of sentences were the only 
gleams of light cast on the motionless listener by this eager 
conversation, earned on as it was lip to ear and ear to lip; 
and la Peyrade’s attention was riveted on Madame Cardinal. 

Madame Cardinal was one of C^nzet’s chief customers. 
She was a costermonger trading in fish. Though Parisians 
may be familiar with this class of beings peculiar to their 
soil, foreigners never suspect their existence, and techni- 
cally speaking, Madame Cardinal was worthy of the in- 
terest she had aroused in the lawyer. So many women 
of the type are to be seen m the streets that the ordinary 
foot-passenger pays no more heed to them than to the 
three thousand pictures m an exhibition. But here, m 
these surroundings, Madame Cardinal had all the impor- 
tance of an isolated masterpiece, for she was a perfect 
example of her kind 

She stood high m muddy wooden shoes , but her feet, 
besides being carefully wrapped m sock-hnings, were also 
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clad in stout, wrinkled stockings. Her print gown, heavy 
with a flounce of mud, showed the wear of the strap which 
supports the saleswoman’s basket, cutting across the back 
rather below the waist. Her principal wrap was a shawl of 
rabbit-wool, so called, and the two ends were tied in a knot 
above her bustle, for this word alone can de$cribe the effect 
produced by the strap across her skirts, bunching them up 
in a roll. A coarse knit, tied round her neck as a scarf, 
showed a red throat crossed with wrinkles, like the ice on the 
pool of la Villette after skating. On her head she wore a 
yellow bandanna twisted into a not unpicturesque turban. 

Short and burly, with a line high colour, Madame Car- 
dinal no doubt relished her glass of brandy first thing in 
the morning. She had been handsome. Her ‘ pals ’ of the 
market accused her in their vigorous figure of speech of 
having earned many a day’s wages by night. To bring her 
voice down to the pitch of civil conversation, it had to be 
stifled and subdued as if she were in a sick-room', and then 
it came thick and wheezy from a throat accustomed to 
shout the name of each fish in its season m tones that rang 
in the highest garret. Her nose a la Roxalane^ her not ill- 
shaped mouth, her blue eyes, all that had once been beauty 
was buried in the rolls of superfluous fat stamped with the 
traces of a life in the open air. The stomach and bust 
were of an amplitude to please Rubens. 

‘ And do you want to see me lying on straw ? ’ said she 
to Cerizet. ‘What do I care for the Toupilliers Am 
I not a Toupillier myself? — And how do you expect me 
to find these Toupilliers ? ’ 

This ferocious outburst was silenced by Cerizet with a 
long hush-sh such as every conspirator submits to. 

‘Well, then, go and see what you can do, and come 
back again,’ said Cerizet, pushing the woman to the door 
and saying a few words in her ear. 

‘ Well, my good friend,’ said Theodose to Cerizet, ‘ you 
have got your money.’ 
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‘Yes/ replied Cenzet, ‘we hate measured our claws — 
they are equally sharp, equally long, equally strong — what 
then ? ’ 

‘Am I to tell Dutocq that you were paid twenty-five 
thousand francs last night ? * 

‘ Oh, my dear fellow, if you love me, not a word • ’ cried 
Cenzet 

‘Listen to me,* said Theodose ‘I must know once 
for all what you want I am fully determined not to lie 
another twenty-four hours on the gridiron where you have 
put me You may swindle Dutocq, 1 do not care a straw, 
but you and I must come to an understanding Twenty- 
five thousand francs is a fortune, for you must have ten 
thousand francs made in business, and you have enough to 
be honest upon Cenzet, if you let me alone, if you do 
not hinder my becoming Mademoiselle Colleville's husband, 
I shall rise to be attorney-general in Pans, or something 
very like it You cannot do better than secure a friend 
in such high places ’ 

‘These, then, are my terms — not open to discussion, 
you may take ’em or leave ’em You will secure for me 
the lease, for eighteen years, of Thuilher’s house as princi- 
pal landlord, to sublet, and I will hand over to you one 
more of those I O U ’s of yours, receipted I shall stand 
out of your way, and you must settle with Dutocq for the 
other four You have done with me, and Dutocq is no 
match for you ’ 

‘Well, I agree to your terms if you will pay forty-eight 
thousand francs a year for the house, payable in advance, 
the lease to date from next October * 

‘Very good, but I give only forty-three thousand in 
cash , your bill will make up the forty eight I have 
seen the house, I have inspected it thoroughly, it is just 
what I want ’ 

‘ One thing more,’ said Theodose ‘ You will help me 
to tackle Dutocq ? * 
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‘ No, no ! ’ said Cerizet ; ‘ you have done him bro\vn 
enough without my helping to bake him any more. You 
can toast him dry. There is reason in all things. The 
poor man does not know which way to turn for the last 
fifteen thousand francs to pay for his place, and it is quite 
enough for you to know that you can get your bills back 
for fifteen thousand francs.’ 

‘Well, then, give me a fortnight to get you your lease.’ 

‘ Not a day beyond Monday next ! On Tuesday your 
bill for five thousand francs will be in Louchard’s hands, 
unless you pay on Monday or Thuillier has granted me 
the lease.’ 

‘Well, Monday, then!’ said Theodose. ‘Are we 
friends ? ’ 

‘We shall be on Monday,’ replied Cerizet. 

‘ Very well, till Monday. You will treat me to a din- 
ner ? ’ said Theodose, laughing. 

‘ At the Rocher de CancaUy if I have the lease. Dutocq 
too. We will have a laugh. It is a very long time since 
I laughed.’ 

Theodose and Cerizet shook hands, saying, — 

‘ Till we meet again ! ’ 

It was not without reason that Cerizet had been so 
easily mollified. In the first place, as Desroches would 
say, ‘ Bile does not help business j ’ and the usurer had felt 
the truth of this too deeply not to take stock coolly of the 
position, and to bleed the crafty Provencal. 

‘ It is fair revenge,’ said Desroches, ‘ and you have the 
fellow on the hip. Wring him dry.’ 

Now, in the course of the past ten years, Cerizet had 
seen several men enriched by the business of subletting 
houses. The first leaseholder, in Paris, is to the owner 
what a farmer is to the landed proprietor. All Paris knows 
how one of the great tailors built a most sumptuous house 
at his own cost on the famous site of Frascati, paying 
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fifty thousand francs as the rent of this structure, which 
in nineteen years uas to become the property of the ground 
landlord Notwithstanding the expense of building — about 
seven hundred thousand francs — by the end of the nine- 
teen )cars the profits are \cr) considerable 

Cenzet, on ihe lookout for a business, had considered 
the chances of profit to be denved from renting the house 
which Thuillier had positively ttalen^ as he told Desroches, 
and he had seen that it could be let out for more than 
sixt) thousand francs within six )ears* time It had four 
shop fronts, two on each side, as it stood at the corner of 
a boulevard 

Cenzet expected to make ten thousand francs a year, at 
least, for twelve years, irrespective of incidental profits and 
premiums on renewals of the shop leases, which he would 
grant only for six years at a time 

He intended to sell the good-uill of his money-lending 
business to Madame Poiret and Cardenet for ten thousand 
francs* he had more than thirty thousand m hand, so he 
was well able to pay the year’s rent in advance, which the 
owner commonly demands from the first lessee as a guar- 
antee Cenzet had spent a night in bliss , he had slept 
with happy dreams, he saw himself on the high road to 
an honest business, to becoming a respectable citizen like 
Thuillier, like Minard, like a hundred others He gave up 
the idea of purchasing the house that was being built in 
the Rue GeofFroy-Manc 

But he awoke to luck he little expected , he found For- 
tune standing before him pouring riches on him from her 
golden horn, in the person of Madame Cardinal 

He had always been on good terms with this woman, 
and for the last year he had promised her the sum requisite 
for the purchase of an ass and a small truck, that she 
might be able to trade on a larger scale, and go out of 
Pans into the suburbs Madame Cardinal, the widow of a 
stalwart market porter, had an only daughter whose beauty 
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had been much praised to Ccrizct by other women, his 
customers. Olympc Cardinal was about thirteen years of 
age when, in 1837, Cerizet had set up as money-lender, and, 
with a view to the vilest profligacy, he was most accommo- 
dating to the mother ; he raised her from the depths of mis- 
ery, hoping to make Olympc his mistress. However, in 
1838, the daughter had run away, and was no doubt ‘see- 
ing life,’ to use the expression by which the people describe 
the abuse of the most precious gifts of nature and of youth. 

Now, to seek a girl in Paris is like hunting for a bleak in 
the Seine — you must take the chance of a haul. Madame 
Cardinal, having treated a ‘ pal ’ to the Theatre de Bobhw^ 
recognised her daughter in the leading lady, who for three 
years had been in the power of the leading ‘ comic.’ The 
mother, charmed at first to find her progeny in gaudy, 
tinselled array, her hair dressed like a duchess’s, with silk 
lace stockings and satin shoes, applauded her first appear- 
ance on the stage ; but she presently shouted out from her 
seat : — 

‘ You shall hear of me again, you blight on your mother! 
I will see whether you rascally play-actors have a right to 
carry olF girls of sixteen I ’ 

She tried to get hold of the girl at the stage door; but 
the damsel and her comic man had no doubt jumped over 
the footlights, and gone out with the public, instead of 
by the side door, where the Widow Cardinal and her ally, 
Madame Mahoudeau, made an infernal uproar subdued only 
by two functionaries of the police. These august authori- 
ties, before whom the two ladies moderated the pitch of 
their voices, pointed out to the mother that if her daughter 
was sixteen, she was of the age to go on the stage, so that 
instead of shrieking at the stage door for the manager, she 
could summons the girl before a magistrate or in a criminal 
court, whichever she preferred. 

Next morning Madame Cardinal thought she would 
consult Cerizet, since he worked under a justice of the 
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peace, but before betaking herself to his den in the Rue 
ties Poulcs she had been startled b) the arrival of the porter 
from the house where her uncle l»cd, old Toupillicr, v\ho, 
as the messenger informed her, had but two days to live 
‘Well, how can I help that’’ replied Madame Cardinal 
‘Weputour trust in )ou, m) dear Madame Cardinal , 
)ou will not forget the good turn we arc doing )ou This 
IS how things stand In the last few weeks )our uncle has 
not been able to stir, and he trusted me to go and collect 
the rents of his house in Rue Notre-Damc dc Nazareth, 
and the arrears of duidcnds on a treasury bond he holds 
for eighteen hundred francs — ’ 

Madame Cardinal’s c)cs, which had been wandering, 
suddenly assumed a stare 

‘Yes, my beaut),’ the worthy Pcrrachc went on, — a 
httlc hunchback, — ‘and seeing that you arc the only per- 
son that e^er thought of him, and brought him a bit of Ush 
now and then, and came to see him, perhaps he will 
remember you in his will My wife has been nursing him 
and sitting up with him these last few days , she has men- 
tioned you to him, but he would not let us tell you how 
bad he was But you see it is time you should drop in 
Why, It IS close on two months now since he has been to 
business ’ 

‘You may say, old leathcr-punchcr,* said she to the 
porter — -a shoemaker by trade — as they walked at a great 
pace to the Rue Honore-Chevalier, where her uncle lodged 
in a squalid garret, ‘ that the hair would be thick m the 
palm of my hand before it ever entered my head that Uncle 
Toupillicr was a rich man I What, the godly old beggar 
of Saint-Sulpice I ’ 

‘ Aye I ’ said the porter, ‘and he fed himself comfortably , 
he took his deary to bed with him o’ nights — a fat bottle 
of Rousillon My wife knows the taste of it, but he 
always told us it was but six sous a bottle bought it 

at the wme-shop in the Rue des Canettes * 
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‘ Now, no blabbing, my good man,’ said the widow, as 
she parted from her informant. ‘ I will remember you — 
if there is anything.’ 

This man Toupillier, once a drum-major in the Guards, 
had entered the service of the Church two years before 
1789 by becoming the Suisse or beadle of the Church of 
Saint-Sulpice. The Revolution had deprived him of his 
functions, and he fell into abject poverty. He then took 
up the business of painters’ model, for he was a finely made 
man. 

When the services of the Church were restored, he re- 
sumed the beadle’s halbert; but in 1816 he was dismissed 
from office, as much for immoral conduct as for his politi- 
cal opinions ; he was supposed to be a Bonapartist. How- 
ever, by way of pension, he was allowed to stand by the 
door and offer holy water to the worshippers. 

After this, a luckless business of which more will trans- 
pire ere long, deprived him of his sprinkler ; still clinging 
to the church by hook or by crook, he obtained leave to sit 
outside the church door, a licensed beggar. There, being 
by this time seventy-two years old, he gave himself out to 
be ninety-six, and traded as a centenarian. 

Nowhere in Paris could you see such hair or such a 
beard as Toupillier’s. He walked bent almost double, 
holding a stick in a shaking hand, a hand tawny as with 
the lichen that grows on granite, and he held out the 
classic hat, greasy, broad-brimmed, and cobbled, into which 
alms fell freely. His legs, wrapped in linen rags, dragged a 
pair of wretched hempen shoes comfortably lined with stout 
horse-hair soles. He made up his face with ingredients 
that looked like the traces of severe illness and deep 
wrinkles, and he acted the senility of old age to perfection. 
After 1830 he was a hundred; in reality his age was eighty 
years. He was the chief of the beggars, the cock of the 
walk ; and all who came to beg under the church porch, 
protected there from the persecutions of the police by 
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favour of the Suisse, the vei^cr, the holy-water giver, and 
the parish church, paid him a sort of tribute-money 

When a chief mourner, a bridegroom, or a godfather, as 
he came out of church, gave a sum of money, saying, 
‘ Here, this is for you all , no begging,’ Toupillier, as repre- 
sentative of the Suisse, pocketed three quarters of the dole, 
and gave his acolytes but one-fourth, and their toll was a 
sou a day Money and wine were the passions of his later 
days, but he regulated his indulgence in drink and devoted 
himself to hoarding, not, however, to the neglect of his 
personal comfort He drank only in the evening after 
the church was closed For twenty years he went to 
sleep every night ip the arms of intoxication, his last 
mistress 

By daybreak every morning he was at his post with all his 
munitions of war From dawn till dinner — which he ate 
at Pere Laihuile’s, made famous by Charlet — he gnawed 
crusts as his sole food, but with the craft of an actor, and 
such resignation as brought him abundant alms 

The Suisse and the holy-water man, with whom no 
doubt he had an understanding, used to say of him — 

‘ He IS the recognised church-beggar , he knew the 
Cure Languet, who built Samt-Sulpice , he was Suisse 
here for twenty years before and after the Revolution , he 
IS a hundred years old ’ 

This little biography, familiar to every worshipper, was 
the best of advertisements, no hat was better filled in all 
Pans In 1826 he bought his house, and m 1830 invested 
in the funds 

Judging from the price of these two securities, he must 
have been making six thousand francs a year, and have 
turned them over by money-lending of the same type as 
Cenzet’s, for the house cost forty thousand francs and he 
invested forty-eight thousand in the funds His niece, 
completely deceived, as were the porter’s family, the minor 
church officials, and the charitable souls, believed him poorer 
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than herself; and when her fish was getting high, she 
would take it to the poor man. 

So she now thought herself justified in taking advantage 
of her liberality and her charity to an uncle who had no 
doubt a crowd of unknown relations, since she was the 
third and youngest of the Toupillier daughters; she had 
four brothers, and her father, a truck-porter, had told her in 
her young days of three aunts and four uncles of variously 
luckless fortunes. 

After visiting the invalid she returned at a hand-gallop 
to consult Cerizet, to tell him how she had found her 
daughter, and the reasons, suppositions, and indications 
which led her to believe that Uncle Toupillier hid a pile of 
gold in his wretched mattress. Madame Cardinal quite 
understood that she was not clever enough unaided to get 
possession of the inheritance by either fair or foul means, 
so she put her trust in Cerizet. 

The petty usurer, like a rag-picker in luck, had at length 
found some diamonds in mire he had been raking for four 
years in the hope of one of those strokes of chance which 
occur, it is said, in the heart of these districts whence rich men 
sometimes emerge in wooden shoes. This was the secret 
of his civility to the man whose ruin was a sealed doom. 
His anxiety may be imagined as he awaited Madame Cardi- 
nal’s return after showing her how she might verify her 
suspicions as to the existence of the treasure, promising her 
complete success if only she would leave it to him to har- 
vest the crop. This dark and wily conspirator was not 
the man to hesitate at a crime, especially if he could com- 
mit it by other hands than his own while absorbing the 
profits. Then he would buy the house in the Rue Geof- 
froy-Marie, and see himself at last a citizen of Paris, a 
capitalist in a position to carry on an extensive business. 

‘ My Benjamin,’ said the costermonger, coming with a 
purple face, the result alike of greed and of her swift re- 
turn, ‘ my uncle is lying on more than a hundred thousand 
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francs in gold pieces, and I am posttuc that the Pcrraches, 
under pretence of nursing him, have an eye on the 
cash ’ 

‘That will not be much, divided among forty heirs,' 
said Cenzet ‘Listen to me, mother, I will marrj jour 
daughter, give ^erjour uncle's gold, and 1 will give )ou 
the income from the house and securities for life * 

‘And we shall run no risk? * 

‘None whatever* 

‘Done'* said Madame Veuve Cardinal, clasping hands 
with her future son-in-law ‘Six thousand francs a year 
— a jolly life ' ’ 

‘And me for a son-in-law, into the bargain,* added 
Cenzet 

‘Now,* said Cenzet, after a pause in which the couple 
embraced each other, ‘ I must go and inspect the ground 
Do not leave this place Tell the porter you arc expect- 
ing a doctor — the doctor, that's me Pretend you do 
not know me ’ 

‘You are a sharp one, you old rogue!* cried the 
woman, giving Cenzet a slap on the stomach by way of 
farewell 

An hour later, Cenzet, dressed in black, disguised in 
a red wig and an artistically made-up face, arnved at the 
Rue Honore-Chevalier in a decent hired vehicle He 
asked the shoemaker porter to show him up to the room 
m which a pauper lodged named Toupillier 

‘ Then you are the doctor Madame Cardinal is ex- 
pecting?’ 

Cerizct*no doubt realised the gravity of the part, for he 
made no reply 

‘ Is it this way ? ’ he asked, turning to one side of the 
court yard 

‘No, Monsieur,’ replied the worthy Perrache, leading 
him to the back-stairs up to the garret where the patient 
lodged 

\ 
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The inquisitive porter remained at liberty to cross-ques- 
tion the cab-driver, and vsre will leave him to the occupa- 
tion of carrying out his investigations. 

The house in which Toupillier lived was one of those 
which are fated to be cut in half by the widening of the 
street, for the Rue Honore-Chevalier is one of the nar- 
rowest in the neighbourhood of Saint-Sulpice. The owner, 
forbidden by law to raise or to repair the structure, was 
obliged to sublet the wretched tenement in the state in 
which he had bought it. It was a hideous building, con- 
sisting of one storey over the ground floor, with garrets 
above, and a sort of wing at the back on each side. The 
court-yard thus formed ended in a garden planted with 
trees, and let with the first floor rooms. This plot, 
divided from the court-yard by a railing, would have ena- 
bled a rich owner to sell the house to the municipal au- 
thorities to be rebuilt on the whole of the court-yard ; but 
as it was, the whole of the first floor was sublet to a mys- 
terious lodger who held himself aloof, and had evaded all 
the detective efforts of the porter and the curiosity of the 
other tenants. 

This resident, now seventy years of age, had, in 1829, 
had a flight of steps thrown out of the end window of one 
of the wings looking on the garden, so as to be able to 
go down and walk in it without crossing the court-yard. 
The left-hand side of the ground floor was occupied by 
a book-stitcher, who had turned the stables and coach- 
house into work-rooms ten years since; the other half 
was rented by a binder. The binder and the stitcher 
each inhabited half of the garrets to the street. Those on 
one side of the yard were let, with the first floor, to the 
mysterious tenant; and Toupillier paid a rent of a hun- 
dred francs for the loft over the other little wing to the 
left, to which there was a staircase dim in borrowed lights. 
The carriage entrance formed a bay, an indispensable 
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arrangement in a street so narrow that two vehicles could 
. not pass. 

Ccrizct took the cord that served as a holdfast to climb 
'the sort of ladder that led to the room where the aged 
beggar lay dying; the room offered the hideous aspect 
of poverty elaborately shammed. 

Now, in Paris everything that is done to an end is done 
to perfection. The poor arc in such matters as clever 
as shopkeepers arc ir\ dressing their windows, or as the 
falsely rich in getting credit. 

The floor had never been swept; the tiles were invis- 
ible under a litter of dirt, dust, dried mud, and all the 
rubbish flung down by Toupillier. A wretched cast-iron 
stove with a pipe bricked into a closed fireplace was the 
most conspicuous object in this den. There w'as a recess 
with a bed in it, with green serge curtains hanging from 
• a pole, and eaten into lacc-work by moths. The window 
was almost opaque with the thick deposit of dirt, which 
made a blind unnecessary. The whitewashed walls had 
’ a fuliginous tone from the smoke of charcoal and turf 
^ burnt in the stove. There was a chipped water-jug on 
the chimney shelf, with two bottles and a cracked plate. 
A tumble-down, worm-eaten chest of drawers contained 
the man’s linen and clean clothes. The rest of the fur- 
niture was a night-table of the commonest kind, 3 table 
worth perhaps forty sous, and two kitchen chairs almost 
bare of straw. The picturesque costume of the custom- 
ary beggar hung to a nail, and beneath it, the formless 
hemp shoes he wore, with his enormous staff and his hat, 
composed a sort of panoply of pauperism. 

, Cerizet, as he went in, cast a rapid look at the old man, 
^whose head rested on a pillow brown with dirt, and with 
no slip. His sharp profile, resembling the faces which 
» engravers thought it amusing to make out of the precipi- 
tous rocks in a landscape, stood out darkly against the 
green curtain. Toupillier, a man nearly six feet high, 
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was staring hard at some imaginary object at the foot of 
his bed ; he did not move when he heard the door creak 
— a heavy door lined with iron and furnished with a 
strong bolt to protect his domicile. 

‘ Has he his wits ? ’ asked Cerizet, and Madame Cardinal 
started back, recognising only his voice. , 

‘ Pretty well,’ said she. 

‘ Come out on the stairs, then, that he may not hear us. 
This is what we must do,’ he went on, speaking in his 
future mother-in-law’s ear. ‘ He is weak, but he does 
not look badly, and we have quite a week before us yet. 
Besides, I will find a doctor to suit us. I will come in one 
evening with six poppy-heads. In the state he is in, you 
see, a decoction of poppy-heads will make him sleep soundly. 
I will send you in a truckle-bed under the pretext that you 
want to spend the nights with him. When he is asleep 
we will lift him on to the other bed, and when we have 
counted the money hidden in that precious piece of furni- 
ture, we shall easily find some means of removing it. The 
doctor will say that he has some days yet to live, and above 
all that he can make a will.’ 

‘ My son ! ’ 

‘ But we must find out who the tenants are of this 
wretched building. Perrache might give the alarm, and 
every lodger is of course a spy.’ 

‘ Well, I know already,’ replied Madame Cardinal, ‘ that 
Monsieur du Portail, who has the first floor, takes care 
of a mad girl whom I heard called Lydie, only this morn- 
ing, by an old Flemish nurse named Katt. The old man 
has only one servant, an old man like himself, called Bruno, 
who does everything but the cooking.’ 

‘ But the binder and stitcher,’ said Cerizet, ‘ they work 
from early dawn. Well, we must see,’ he added, as a 
man having no fixed plan. ^At any rate, I will go round 
by the Mayor’s offices in your district to get a copy of 
Olympe’s register of birth and have the banns published. 
Next Saturday week, the wedding ! ’ 
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‘ Go It, go It' old rascal** said Madame Cardinal, gi\- 
ing her formidable son-m-lau a fncndlj shove with the 
shoulder 

As Ccrizct went down-stairs he was surprised to sec the 
little old man, this du Portail, wailing m the garden with 
one of the foremost personages of the government, Count 
Martial dc la Roche-Hugon He hung about the court- 
yard examining the old house, built m time of Louis XIV , 
Its yellow walls, though of good tmsonr), were bowed like 
old ToupiUicr, he stared into the work-shops and counted 
the hands employed , then, finding himself obscrv ed, Ccrizct 
went away, reflecting on the diflicuUy of extracting the 
sum hidden by the sick man, small m compass as it was 
* How can I get it away at night ^ The doorkeeper is 
on the watch, by day twenty pair of eyes would be on me 
It IS not so easy to stow twenty -five thousand francs in 
gold about one’s person ’ 

Social existence has two hmit-hncs of perfection The 
first IS a stage of civilisation in which the moral sense 
being equally developed docs not allow of crime even in 
thought the Jesuits have been known to reach this sub- 
lime height, which was normal in the primitive church, the 
second is a state of civilisation in which the mutual super- 
vision of Its members makes crime impossible This, w hich 
IS the stage aimed at by modern society, makes 3 felony so 
difficult to carry out that a man must be really out of his 
mind to attempt it In fact, none oF the misdeeds which 
the law fails to touch go unpunished , the social verdict is 
even more severe than that of any tribunal 

If a will IS destroyed without a single witness to the 
deed, as was done by Minoret, the postmaster of Nemours, 
the crime will be traced by the keen eye of virtue, as a 
theft IS detected by the police No act of dishonesty goes 
undiscovered, wherever there is damage done, the scar 
remains discernible 

Things can no more be made away with than men, so 
N 
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thoroughly are they numbered, especially in Paris, 
houses watched, streets guarded, open places obse 
Crime, to live at ease, needs sanction like that grant 
the Bourse, like that given to Cerizet by his clients, 
never complained and would only have been alarmi 
they had failed to find their skinflint in hi^ kitchen 
Tuesday morning. 

‘ Well, my dear sir,’ said the porter’s wife, going o 
meet Cerizet, ‘ how is the poor man, the favourite of G 
‘I am not the doctor,’ said Cerizet, definitively g 
up the part. ‘ I am Madame Cardinal’s man of busi 
I have advised her to have a bed brought in so as to 
hand day and night to attend to her uncle; but pe; 
he may need a nurse.’ 

‘I could nurse him very well,’ said Madame Pern 
‘ I have been a monthly nurse.’ 

‘Well, we shall see,’ answered Cerizet. ‘I will 
all that. Who lodges on the first floor ? ’ 

‘ Monsieur du Portail. Oh, he has lived here for 1 
years. He is a gentleman of private means, sir, a h 
respectable party. A man of means, who lives oi 
means, you know. He used to be in business. It is 5 
eleven years since he began to try to restore the dau 
of a friend of his to her right mind — Mademoiselle ] 
de la Peyrade. She is well cared for, I can tell yo 
two of the most famous doctors. Why, only this n 
ing they had a consultation. But up to now nothin 
done her any good ; indeed, she has to be closely wat 
for sometimes she gets up in the night.’ 

‘ Mademoiselle Lydie de la Peyrade I ’ cried Ce 
‘ Are you quite sure of the name ? ’ 

‘ Madame Katt, the housekeeper, who does their litt 
of cooking, has told me a hundred times ; though, 
rule, neither Monsieur Bruno, the man-servant, nor Ma^ 
Katt will talk at all. As to asking them for informe 
it is like speaking to a wall. We have been porters 
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these twenty years, and never heard a word about Monsieur 
du Portail What is more. Monsieur, he owns that little 
house alongside You see the door in the wall ^ Well, he 
can go out when he pleases, and let people in without our 
knowing anything about it Why, the house-landlord him- 
self knows na more than we do If any one rings at the 
side door Monsieur Bruno goes to open it ’ 

‘So you did not see the gentleman go in with whom the 
sly old devil is now talking ? ’ 

‘ Lord ^ — No, indeed ’ 

‘This IS the daughter of Theodose’s uncle,’ said Cenzet 
to himself, as he got into his cabnolet ‘ Can this du Portail 
be the man who in past days sent that young rascal two 
thousand five hundred francs ^ Supposing I were to 
favour the old gentleman with an anonymous letter, tell- 
ing him of the scrape his advocate nephew is m over the 
twenty-five thousand francs in promissory notes ’ 

An hour after this a complete camp-bed came in for 
Madame Cardinal, to whom the inquisitive porter’s wife 
offered her services to provide her with food 

‘ Would you like to see Monsieur Ic Cure ? ’ asked Madame 
Cardinal of the old man, for she observed that the arrival 
of the bed had roused him from his torpor 
‘ I want some wine,’ said the sufferer 
‘How are you feeling, Pere Toupilher?’ asked Madame 
Perrache, in her most insinuating voice 
‘ I tell you I want some wine,* repeated the man, with 
such determined energy as would not have been expected 
from his weak condition 

‘We must know first if t will be good for you, Uncle 
Buncle,’ said Madame Cardinal, in coaxing accents ‘Wait 
and see what the doctor says * 

‘ The doctor * I won’t have one, I tell you And what 
the devil are you here for? I want nobody ’ 

‘ My dear uncle, I came to see if anything would tempt 
your fancy I have some nice fresh flounders Now a 
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teeny flounder, heh I cooked in butter with a relish of lemon- 
juice ? ’ 

‘ Much good will your fish do me,’ replied Toupillier ; 
it is sheer rottenness. The last you brought me, six weeks 
ago, is in the cupboard still ; you may have it back.’ 

‘ Mercy, how ungrateful these sick folks i are!’ said the 
niece, in an undertone, to Madame Perrachc. 

Meanwhile, to show her solicitude, she settled the pillow 
under the sick man’s head, saying : — 

‘ There, uncle ! Is not that better now ? ’ 

‘Leave me alone,’ Toupillier bellowed, in a rage. ‘I 
want to be let alone. Wine, I say, and leave me in peace.’ 

‘ Now, don’t be cross, uncle, and we will fetch you the 
wine.’ 

‘ Wine at six sous. Rue des Canettes ! ’ cried the beggar. 

‘ Yes,’ said Madame Cardinal; ‘ but wait till I count over 
my cash. I want to make your place look decent. Why, 
an uncle, you see, is a second father, and I should stick at 
nothing I ’ 

She sat down, her knees wide apart, on one of the straw- 
less chairs, and turned out all the contents of her pocket 
on her apron — a knife, a snuff-box, two pawn-tickets, 
some crusts, and a quantity of copper cash, from among 
which she finally extracted a few silver pieces. 

This performance, intended to prove the most generous 
and zealous devotion, had no effect whatever. Toupillier 
did not seem even to have seen what she was doing. Ex- 
hausted by his delirious energy ih demanding his favourite 
panacea, he made an effort to change his position, and, 
turning his back on his two nurses, after muttering again, 
‘ Wine — wine ' ’ he uttered no further sound but the ^terto- 


showed that the lungs and tubes were 

‘ I must get him his wine, at any rate,’ observed Madame 
Cardinal, restoring to her pocket all the cargo she had un- 
loaded, in no pleasant mood. 


rous breathing th 
becoming clogged 
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‘If you do not care to put yourself about, Mere Cardi- 
nal — ’ said the porter’s wife, ready to offer her services 

The marLet-woman hesitated for a moment , then, re- 
flecting that she might gain some light from a conversation 
with the wine-seller, and also that so long as Toupillier 
was hatching«the treasure the woman might safely be left 
with him, she said — 

‘Thank you, Madame Perrache, but I may as well get 
into the way of knowing the pbces where he shops ’ 

Noticing behind the night-table a dirty bottle that would 
hold at least tw o litres — 

* Rue des Canettes, I think he said ^ * she asked of the 
porter’s wife 

‘Corner of the Rue Guisarde,* replied Madame Perrache 
‘ Master Legrelu, a tall, handsome man with large whiskers 
and no hair on his head ’ 

Then lowering her \oice, she added,— 

‘ His six-sous wine, you know, is prime Roussillon How - 
ever, the wine-seller knows all about that It will be 
enough if you say you have come from his old customer, 
the Saint-Sulpice beggar ’ 

‘ I don’t need tcUing anything twice,' replied Madame 
Cardinal, opening the door but not leaving the room 

* By the by,* said she, coming back, ‘ I wonder what he 
burns in his stove, if T wanted to heat anything to do him 
good ’ 

‘Bless you,’ said the porter’s wife, ‘he can’t have laid 
in firing for the winter, why, it is midsummer — ’ 

‘And not a pan or a pot of any kind,’ the niece 
went on ‘ What a way of living, good God • Nor a 
thing to go to fetch home provisions in, for I declare it 
looks dreadful mean to let everybody see what you have got 
at market ’ 

‘ I can lend you a flat basket,’ said the porter’s wife, 
anxious to oblige 

‘ No, thank you, I will get a market-basket,’ replied the 
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fish-hawker, thinking more of what might have to be car- 
ried out of the house than of what she should bring into 
it. ‘ There must be an Auvergnat somewhere near by who 
sells wood and charcoal ? ’ 

‘ At the corner of the Rue Feron you will find what you 
want. A fine shop, too, with logs painted like faces in an 
archway over the door; you could believe tiiey were going 
to speak to you.’ 

‘ I can see it ! ’ said Madame Cardinal. 

Before finally leaving she had an idea of the deepest 
hypocrisy. She had evidently hesitated to leave the woman 
alone with the sick man. She now said : — 

‘ Madame Perrache, you will not leave him, will you ? 
— poor dear I — not till I come back ? ’ 

The reader may have observed that in embarking on 
this undertaking Cerizet had no very definite plans as to the 
part he would play. That of a doctor, which he had at first 
thought of assuming, he was afraid of trying, and he had 
introduced himself to the Perraches as Madame Cardinal’s 
man of business. As soon as he was alone he saw more 
clearly the difficulties of the case; his first plan, complicated 
by a doctor, a nurse, and a notary, was encompassed by 
insurmountable obstacles. A will in favour of the niece 
could not be made on the spur of the moment. It would 
take a long time to accustom the old beggar’s suspicions 
and obstinate temper to the new idea, but death was at 
hand, and in the winking of an eye might balk his most 
elaborate preparations. 

As to performing the scene from Regnard’s play Le 
L'egataire^ it was out of the question in the midst of the 
refined watchfulness of the police, and of a state of civilisa- 
tion of which the first aim would seem to be to deprive 
the romance and drama of life of the last breath of vital 
air that remains to them. 

By giving up the notion of persuading the old man to 
make his will, the eighteen hundred francs a year and the 
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house m the Rue Notre-Dame de Nazareth would of course 
go to the heirs-at-law, and Madame Cardinal, to whom he 
had hoped to secure these two items, would come in for 
no more than her share Still, abandoning this visible por- 
tion of the estate was the surest way of appropriating what 
was hidden Besides, if this could best be secured to begin 
with, what would hinder a subsequent attempt to get a 
will signed ? 

So Cerizet, reducing the operations to the most simple 
terms, fell back on the manoeuvre before mentioned of 
administering an infusion of poppy-heads and trusting to 
this mode of warfare alone He was on his way back to 
Toupillier’s lodgings to give Madame Cardinal fuller in- 
structions when he met her with the basket she had just 
purchased on her arm In it she had the desired panacea 
* Heyday * ’ said the money-lender, ‘ is this how you 
mount guard ? ’ 

‘ I had to go out to get him some wine,* replied the 
woman ^ He bellowed out like a creature on hot bars 
that I was to leave him in peace, and that he wanted to be 
alone, and that I should give him his jorum * The man is 
persuaded that strong Roussillon is the best cure for his com- 
plaint, and I am going to give him his bellyful * When 
he IS screwed he will be quieter perhaps * 

‘You are right,* said Cerizet pompously ‘Sick people 
should never be contradicted , you must medicate the wine 
by a little infusion of this’ — and he raised one of the 
basket-lids and slipped in some poppy-heads, — ‘you will 
secure the poor man a sound nap for five or six hours at 
least I will look m this evening, and there will be noth- 
ing, I fancy, to hinder our investigating the value of the 
estate ’ 

‘ All right,’ said Madame Cardinal, with a wink 
‘ Till this evening,’ said the usurer, without more words 
He foresaw a difficult and discreditable business, and did 
not care to be seen talking to his accomplice in the street 
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On returning to Toupillier’s garret, the woman found 
him still in the same torpid state. She dismissed Madame 
Perrache, and went to the door to take in a small load of 
sawn logs which she had ordered of the Auvergnat in the 
Rue Feron. She had provided herself with an earthen 
pipkin, fitting the hole at the top of the stove on which 
poor folks set the pot to stew, and in this she placed the 
poppy-heads, soaking in two-thirds of the bottle of wine 
she had brought ; she lighted a good fire beneath so as to 
get the decoction as soon as possible. 

The crackling of wood, and the warmth that soon raised 
the temperature of the room, roused Toupillier from his 
heavy slumbers. When he saw a fire. in the stove: — 

‘ What, a fire ? ’ cried he. ‘ Do you want to burn the 
house down ? ’ 

‘ Why, uncle,’ said Madame Cardinal, ‘ I have bought 
the wood with my own money to take the chill off the 
wine. The doctor does not wish you to drink it cold.’ 

‘ Well, and where is the wine ? ’ asked Toupillier, some- 
what pacified by hearing that the cooking was not at his 
expense. 

‘You must wait till it has boiled,’ replied she. ‘The 
doctor insisted on it. However, if you will be quiet I will 
give you just a drop to stay your stomach. I take the 
responsibility, and you must not tell.’ 

‘ I will have no doctor ! Scoundrels who put men out 
of the world,’ cried Toupillier, roused at the thought of a 
drink. ‘ Now, where is that wine ? ’ he added, in the tone 
of a man whose patience has run out. 

Quite sure that if her yielding did him no harm it would 
at any rate do him no good, the woman half-filled a wine- 
glass and held it with one hand, while with the other she 
raised him into a sitting posture to drink. Toupillier 
clutched the glass with his lean and greedy fingers, and 
having swallowed the contents at one gulp, he cried, ‘ What 
a thimbleful ! and watered at that ! ’ 
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‘ No, you must not say that, uncle I went myself to 
get Jt from Legrclu, and I haic given it to you just as I 
bought It But wait for the rest to simmer a bit, the 
doctor said )ou could have it whenever you were thirsty ’ 

Toupillier shrugged his shoulders and submitted , when, 
a quarter of ar^hour after, the mixture was ready, Madame 
Cardinal, without waiting to be asked, brought him a cup 
full to the brim 

The avidity with which he drank it gave the old man no 
time to observe that it was drugged , but at the last mouth- 
ful he was aware of a vapid, nauseous flavour, and Hung 
the cup down on the bed, crying out that she had poisoned 
him 

‘Well, look, that is all the poison in it,’ replied Madame 
Cardinal, draining the few drops that remained at the 
bottom of the mug, and she then assured the old man that 
if the wine did not taste as usual it was because hts mouth 
was foul 

By the end of this discussion, which was carried on for 
some time, the narcotic began to take effect, and m an 
hour the invalid was sleeping heavily 

While waiting for Cerizet, having nothing to do, Madame 
Cardinal had an idea It struck her that to facilitate the 
coming and going which might be necessary when the time 
came for removing the treasure, it would be well to miti- 
gate the vigilance of the Perraches So, after taking care 
to throw the poppy-heads away, she called the porter’s wife 
and said — 

‘Just taste his wine, Madame Perrache Would you 
not have thought he was ready to drink a hogshead ? And 
after one cupful he wants no more • ’ 

‘ Here’s to you,’ said the woman, clinking her glass 
against that of Madame Cardinal, who took care to fill her 
own with pure wine 

Madame Perrache, not so keen a connoisseur as the old 
be^ar, and dnnking the wine cold, detected no flavour in 
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the insidious liquor which could lead her to suspect the 
narcotic ; on the contrary, she declared that it was ‘ like 
velvet,’ and only regretted that her husband was not at 
home to take toll of it. 

After a long chat the women parted. Madame Cardinal 
then made a meal off some cold meat she h^d bought, and 
the remains of the Roussillon in the bottle, and crowned it 
with a nap. To say nothing of the excitements of the 
day, the fumes of one of the strongest wines in the world 
would amply account for the soundness and length of her 
slumbers 3 when she awoke it was already dark. 

Her first care was to look at the sick man. His sleep 
was disturbed, and he was dreaming aloud. 

‘Diamonds,’ said he, ‘ diamonds ? When I am dead — 
not before.’ 

‘ Hallo ! ’ said Madame Cardinal. ‘ What next ? He 
has got some diamonds — ’ 

And seeing that Toupillier seemed to be suffering from 
a violent nightmare, instead of trying to relieve him by a 
change of position, she leaned over him to catch every 
word, in the hope of hearing some important revelation. 

At this juncture a sharp tap at the door, from which this 
capital sick-nurse had taken care to remove the key, an- 
nounced Cerizet’s return. 

‘ Well ? ’ said he, as she admitted him. 

‘Well, he took the drug. He has been sleeping like 
a top these four hours. Just now, while dreaming, he 
talked about some diamonds.’ 

‘ Bless me ! ’ said Cerizet, ‘ it would not astonish me to 
find some. When these paupers once set their heart 
on riches, there is nothing they will not pick up — ’ 

‘ And pray, my good friend,’ asked the woman, ‘ what 
possessed you to go and tell Mother Perrache that you 
were not a doctor, but my man of business ? We agreed 
this morning that you were to call yourself a doctor — ’ 

Cerizet did not choose to confess that the assumption 
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of such a title had seemed to him too rash; this might 
have frightened his accomplice. 

‘I saw that the woman was just going to consult me, 
and I got rid of her in that way.’ 

‘I see,* said Madame Cardinal, * great wits jump* and 
it was my game, too, to torn matters the other way round; 
that I should have a man of business here seemed to put 
notions into the cobbler-woman’s head. Did the Perraches 
see you come in? * 

‘1 fancied I saw the woman asleep in her chair.' 

‘She ought to be,’ said Madame Cardinal, with mean- 
ing. 

‘Whatl Really ?’ said Ccrir.ct. 

* Enough for one is enough for two,* said the fjsh-ha wJeer. 
* I treated her to the rest of the mixture.' 

‘As to the husband, he Is there, sure enough,* s.iid 
Cerizet, ‘ for as he pulled his thread he gave me a gracious 
nod of recognition which I could very well have dispensed 
with.* 

‘ Wait till it is quite dark, and we will get up a little 
performance that will puzzle him a bit,' 

And, In fact, a quarter of an hour later, the woman, 
with an amount of spirit that amazed the money-lender, 
carried through a little farce of seeing out a gentleman who 
pressed her to take no such trouble. Making a great show 
of escorting the doctor as far as the front gate, she pretended, 
half-way across the court-yard, that the wind had blown 
her candle out, and then, while tiy'ing to relight it, she 
extinguished Perrache’s candle too. All this little scene, 
with a bewildering flow of exclamations and talk, was so 
dexterously managed that the porter, if called before the 
bench, would not have hesitated to swear that the doctor, 
whom he had seen come in, had come down and quitted 
the premises between nine and ten o’clock. 

As soon as the partners were thus in quiet possession 
of the scene of their operations, Madame Cardinal quite 
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unwittingly acted on a hint of Bcranger’s, and for fear 
some prying neighbour might get a glimpse of their 
proceedings, she hung her rabbit-wool shawl over the 
window like a curtain, as though to screen Lisette’s 
amours. 

In the Luxembourg quarter the stir of .life is over at 
an early hour. Before ten o’clock every sound had ceased, 
in the house as well as outside. One resident alone, bent 
on finishing an instalment of a novel, kept the conspirators 
in check for some little time ; but no sooner had he placed 
the extinguisher on his candle than Cerizet was anxious 
to set to work. By beginning at once there was a better 
chance that the sleeper would remain under the influence 
of the narcotic; also, if it did not take them too long to 
discover the treasure, Madame Cardinal might have the 
front door open to let her out, under pretence of having 
to go to the druggist for some remedy unexpectedly re- 
quired. It might be hoped that the Perraches, after the 
manner of gatekeepers roused from their first sleep, would 
pull the latch-cord without getting out of bed. Thus 
Cerizet could get out at the same time, and they could at 
once remove a part of the coin, at any rate, to safe hiding. 
As for the remainder, it would be easy to find some way. 
of disposing of it in the course of the morrow. 

Cerizet, great in council, was but inefficient in action ; 
without the woman’s stalwart help he could never have 
lifted what may be called the corpse of the ex-drum-major. 
Dead asleep and absolutely unconscious, Toupillier was an 
iriert weight which could fortunately be handled without 
any great caution. The athletic fishwife, doubly strong 
under the excitement of avarice, succeeded in transferring 
her uncle to the other bed without misadventure, and the 
mattress was eagerly searched. 

At first they found nothing; the woman, being pressed 
to explain how she had persuaded herself in the morning 
that her uncle was lying on a hundred thousand francs. 
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was obliged to own that the gossip of the Perraches and 
her own perfervid imagination had been chiefly respon- 
sible for her alleged conviction Cenzet was furious 
After cherishing the idea and hope of a fortune for a 
whole day, and making up his mind to a rash and com- 
promising undertaking, to find himself at last face to face 
with emptiness ^ The disappointment was so crushing 
that, had he not feared the worst from an encounter with 
his future mother-in-law, he would have been tempted to 
raging extremity 

At any rate, he could vent his passion in words Ma- 
dame Cardinal, violently attacked, would say no more than 
that all hope was not yet lost, and with the faith that 
removes mountains tossed the bed over from top to bot- 
tom, and was about to empty the mattress after rumma- 
gine It in all its corners, but that Cenzet would allow no 
such extreme measure, remarking that the autopsy of the 
bedding would leave a litter of straw on the floor which 
would give rise to suspicions 

Madame Cardinal, to leave no burthen on her con- 
science, insisted on removing the sacking bottom of the 
bed, in spite of Cenzet, who thought this absurd , and 
certainly the ardour of her search had sharpened her senses, 
for, as she lifted the wooden frame, she heard the sound 
of some small object falling out onto the floor Ascrib- 
ing to this trifle, which any one else might have over- 
looked, greater importance than seemed at all likely, the 
spirit of research moved her to take the candle, and after 
feeling about for some time in the filth that covered the 
ground, at last she laid her band on a small object m pol- 
ished steel, about half an inch long, of which the use was 
to her a perfect mystery 

‘ It is a key I ’ exclaimed Cenzet, who had looked on 
with no little indifference, but whose imagination now 
went off at a gallop 

‘ Aha > You see ’ ’ said Madame Cardinal, with exult- 
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ant pride. ‘ But what can it belong to ? ’ added she, 
thoughtfully. ‘A doll’s trunk?’ 

‘ Not at all,’ replied Cerizet. ‘ It is a modern invention. 
Very strong locks may be opened with this little key.’ 

And as he spoke he glanced rapidly at all the furniture 
in the room, went to the chest of drawers apd pulled them 
all out, peeped into the stove, under the table — nowhere 
could he see a sign of such a lock as the little key might fit. 

Suddenly the woman had a flash of inspiration. 

‘ Stay,’ said she, ‘ I remember that as he lay on his bed 
the old thief kept his eyes fixed on the wall in front of 
him.’ 

‘A cupboard concealed in the wall? That is not im- 
possible,’ said Cerizet, eagerly taking up the candle. 

But after having carefully examined the door in the 
recess, which faced the head of the bed, he found nothing 
but thick hangings of spiders’ webs and dust. 

He then tried the sense of touch, which is in some 
ways keener, tapping and feeling the wall all over. At 
the spot off which Toupillier had never taken his eyes he 
certainly" discerned the hollow sound of a space within, 
and at the same time he felt sure that he was tapping on 
wood. He rubbed the place hard with his handkerchief 
rolled into a ball, and under the layer of dirt that he had 
cleared away he presently found an oak plank closely fitted 
into the wall ; at one edge of this board was a tiny round 
hole — the keyhole of the lock to which the key belonged. 

While Cerizet turned the key, which worked without 
difficulty, Madame Cardinal, holding the light, stood pale 
and gasping. But, dreadful disappointment ! When the 
cupboard was opened nothing was visible but an empty 
space, vainly illuminated by the candle she eagerly thrust 
forward. 

Leaving this fury to fulminate exclamations of despair 
and to shower all the most abusive epithets of her vocabu-- 
lary on her uncle, Cerizet preserved his presence of mind. 
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He put his arm mto the opening and all round the bottom 
of it 

‘There is an iron chest/ said he, adding impatiently, 
‘ Come, show me a light, Madame Cardinal ' ’ 

Then, as the glimmer did not shine far enough into the 
space he wanted to investigate, he snatched the dip out of 
the neck of a bottle in which Madame Cardinal had stuck 
It for lack of a candlestick, and, holding it in his fingers, 
moved it carefully about over every portion of the iron 
cover he had found within 

‘ No lock * ’ said he, after a minute examination ‘ There 
must be a secret spring * 

‘What a cunning villain he is, the old hunks'* said 
Madame Cardinal, while Cenzct’s bony fingers poked and 
punched every spot. 

‘Aha' I have it ' ’ he exclaimed, after feeling about for 
more than half an hour, during which Madame Cardinal’s 
life seemed to be suspended 

Under Cenzet’s pressure the iron lid sprang open In- 
side the wall, among a heap of gold pieces tossed loosely 
mto a fairly large space thus thrown open, a red morocco 
jewel-case was seen, which by its dimensions promised 
splendid booty 

‘ I will take the diamonds for the marriage portion,’ said 
Cenzet, when he saw the magnificent set contained in the 
case ‘You, mother, would not be able to dispose of 
them I leave you the gold for your share As to the 
consols and the house, they are not worth the worry of get- 
ting the old fellow to make a fresh will ’ 

‘ Stop a minute, my boy • * said the woman, who thought 
this division rather too summary ‘ We wiU count the 
com first ’ 

‘Hark ' ’ said Cenzet, pausing to listen. 

.. ‘ What ^ ’ asked she 

‘Did you not hear some one moving below? * 

‘No, I heard nothing ’ 
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Cerizet signed to her to be silent, and listened more 
attentively. 

‘ I hear steps on the stairs,’ he said a minute after j and 
he hastily replaced the jewel-case in the iron chest, which 
he vainly tried to close. 

While he was ineffectually struggling with it, the steps 
came nearer. 

‘ Yes, indeed ; some one is coming ! ’ gasped Madame 
Cardinal in terror. Then, clutching at a straw, she added, 
‘ Pooh ! I dare say it is the mad girl. They say she often 
wanders round at night.’ 

If so, the crazy woman had a key to fit, the door, for a 
moment later it was turned in the lock. Madame Cardinal 
hastily measured the distance between herself and the door ; 
had she time to push the bolt ? But calculating that she 
had not, she blew out the candle to give herself the chance 
of darkness. 

A vain precaution ! The spoil-sport who came in had 
a candle in his hand. As soon as she saw that the enemy 
was a little, frail-looking old man, Madame Cardinal, with 
flashing eyes, flew to meet the visitor like a lioness about 
to be robbed of her cubs. 

‘ Compose yourself, my good woman, ^ said the old man, 
with sarcastic coolness. ‘ I have sent for the police ; they 
will be here in a minute.’ 

At the word police, you might have knocked Madame 
Cardinal down with a feather, as the saying goes. 

‘ Why, Sir ? the police ! ’ she gasped. ‘ We are not 
thieves.’ 

‘ I would not wait for them, all the same, if I were 
you,’ said the old man. ‘They sometimes make awkward 
mistakes.’ 

‘ I may slope, then ? ’ said she incredulously. 

‘Yes 5 as soon as you have handed over to me any- 
thing you may by chance have slipped into your pockets.’ 

‘Indeed, my good sir, I have nothing in my hands, 
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nothing in mj pockets I uant to harm nobod) , what I 
came for was onl) to nurse this poor innocent uncle of 
mine — search me if )ou like* 

‘ Well, be off then, all nght,* said the little old man 
Madame Cardinal did not xvait to be told twice, she 
made off down the stairs 

Cenzet seemed inclined to follow in her wake 
‘As for you, Monsieur, it is another matter,* said the 
stranger ‘ We shall have something to say to each other 
However, if you prove manageable, everything may be satis- 
factorily settled ’ 

Whether the effect of the drug was exhausted, or the 
commotion going on close to him had roused Toupillier, 
he now opened his eyes, looked about him as if he did not 
quite know where he was, and then, seeing his precious 
cupboard open, his excitement gave him strength to shout 
in a voice that might have roused the whole house 
‘Thieves* Thieves'* 

‘No, Toupilhcr, you are not robbed,* said the little old 
man ‘I came up in time, and nothing is touched * 

^ ‘And are you not going to have that villain arrested ^ ’ 
cried Toupilhcr, pointing to Cenzet 

‘The gentleman is not a thief,’ replied the old man 
‘ On the contrary, he is a friend of mine come up with me 
to lend me support ’ 

Then, turning to Cenzet, he went on in a lower tone 
‘I believe, my dear fellow, that we had better put off the 
few words I have to say to you till to morrow at ten — at 
Monsieur du Portail s, the house adjoining this After 
what has taken place this night, 1 may tell you that it will 
be awkward for you if you should fail to keep the appoint- 
ment I should inevitably find you again , for I have the 
honour to know who you are— you are the man whom 
the opposition newspapers at one time called Cenzet the 
hrave 

In spite of the ironical point of this reminiscence, Cenzet, 
o 
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pcrccivin2: that he would be no more sercrclv dealt with 
than Madame Cardinal, was onl)- too glad to foresee such 
a termination, and, promising to be punctual, he made his 
escape. 

Ccrizet did not fail to be punctually on^ the spot as he 
had been directed. 

He was examined through a wicket, and then, on giving 
his name, \vas admitted to the house and conducted to 
du Portail’s study, where the old man was \\'nting. 

Without ricing, and merely nodding to his visitor to 
he seated, the old man finished a letter. After closing it, 
and sealing it with such care and accuracy as showed him 
to he either excessively precise and fastidious, or else a 
man who had held some diplomatic post, du Portail rang 
fur Bruno, his man-servant, and, giving him the letter, 
tlesired him to take it to the )usticc of the Peace for tlic 
district. 

He elaborately v/iped the steel pen he had been using, 
rearranged everything symmetrically on his table, and it 
v.'a-s not till all these fidgety little matters liad been attended 
to that he addressed Ccrizet, saying: — 
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and interest to preserve the property to which, as she told 
me, she had undoubted right But as to attempting the 
old man’s life, I am incapable of such a thing, nothing 
of the sort ever entered my thoughts ’ 

‘Was It you who wrote me this letter ^ ’ said du Portatl, 
point-blank, aijd taking from under a Bohemian glass 
paper-weight a note, which he showed to the monc)- 
lender 

‘ That letter ? ’ said Cenzet, with the hesitation of a man 
who doubts whether he had better deny or confess 

‘lam sure of the fact,* du Portai) went on *I happen 
to have a mama for autographs 1 have one of jours, 
picked up at the time when the opposition had bestowed 
on you the glory of martyrdom I have compared the 
writing, and it is you, beyond a doubt, who yesterday, in 
this note, informed me of the pecuniary straits in which 
young la Peyrade just now finds himself’ 

‘ Knowing that you had m your care a young lady named 
la Peyrade,’ said the money-lender, ‘ who is probably 
Theoaose’s cousin, I suspected that you might be the 
unknown protector from whom, on more than one occa- 
sion, my friend has received the most liberal assistance 
As 1 have a great affection for the poor boy, in his interest 
I made so bold — ’ 

‘You did very right,’ said du Portail ‘I am delighted 
to have met a friend of his Nor need I conceal from you 
that last evening it was this very fact that shielded you 
— But what IS the history of these twenty-five thousand 
francs’ worth of promissory notes ? Is he doing badly m 
business ^ Does he lead a dissipated life ^ ’ 

‘Far from it,’ said Cenzet, ‘he is a perfect puritan 
He is a man of devout habits, and as an advocate will 
plead for none but the poorest clients Also he is about 
to marry a nch woman ’ 

* Aha t He is going to be marned 1 — and to whom ? ’ 
‘There is an idea of his becoming the husband of 
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Mademoiselle Colleville, daughter of the Secretary to the 
Mayor of the twelfth Arrondissement. The girl herself 
has no fortune, but a certain Monsieur Thuillier, her god- 
father, member of the Municipal Council, has promised 
to give her a suitable portion.’ 

‘ And who is working the matter ? ’ ^ 

‘ La Peyrade has done the Thuilliers great services ; 
he was introduced to them by Monsieur Dutocq, clerk 
to the justice of the peace for that district.’ 

‘ But you say in this letter that the notes of hand were , 
signed in favour of Monsieur Dutocq. Is it a case of 
matrimonial brokerage ? ’ 

‘ Something of the sort, very probably,’ replied Cenzet. 

‘ As you know. Monsieur, such transactions are common 
enough in Paris ; the clergy even do not scorn to meddle 
in them.’ 

‘ Then the marriage is almost settled ? ’ said du Portail. 

‘ Why, yes ; within the last few-^aays, especially, matters 
have gone on rapidly.’ 

‘Well, my dear sir, I rely on you to see that it comes 
to nothing. I have other purposes for Theodose, another 
match to propose to him.’ 

‘ Excuse me,’ said Cerizet, ‘ but to hinder his marriage 
would be to make it impossible for him to pay his debts, 
and I may respectfully point out to you that these bills are 
serious matter. Monsieur Dutocq is clerk to the Justice 
of the Peace, which is as much as to say that it will not be 
easy to get round him on any point of law and interest.’ 

‘As to Monsieur Dutocq’s claims, you must purchase 
the bills,’ said du Portail. ‘You and he must settle that 
between you. At a pinch, and if Theodose should prove 
refractory to my purpose, those bills, in our hands, will be 
a valuable weapon. You will make it your business to 
prosecute in your own name, and you will not be the 
loser ; I will undertake to pay the original sum and the 
costs.’ 
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‘You do business handsomely. Sir,’ said Ccrizet, ‘it is 
really a pleasure to work for you But now if you should 
think the time had come to inform me more panicularly as 
to the mission you do me the honour to entrust to 
me — ' 

‘You spoke, just now,* said du Portail, ‘of Theodosc's 
cousin, Mademoiselle Lydic dc la Pejradc This young 
lady' — no longer very young, for she is nearly tBirtj — is 
the natural daughter of the famous Mademoiselle Beau- 
mesnil, of the Theatrc-Fran^ais, and of la Peyrade, Com- 
missioner-General of the Police under the Empire, and our 
friend s uncle Till the hour of his death, which was sud- 
den, leaving his daughter — whom he had acknowledged 
and whom he positively worshipped — entirely destitute, 
X had lived on terms of intimate friendship with that excel- 
lent man ’ 

Cenzec, proud to show that he knew something of du 
Portail s private life, observed — 

‘And you, Monsieur, have fulfilled the duties of that 
friendship to the uttermost, for, by taking the interesting 
orphan to dwell under your roof, you undertook a diiHcult 
charge Mademoiselle de la Pcyradc’s health requires, I 
have heard, the most patient and tender care * 

‘Yes,’ said the old man ‘At the time of her father’s 
death the poor child had such a cruel experience that her 
reason remained impaired , but a happy change has lately 
taken place, and no longer ago than yesterday I called a 
consultation between Doctor Bianchon and the two head 
physicians of the Salpetriere These gentlemen are unani- 
mously agreed that marriage and the birth of a child would 
certainly cure her, as you understand, the remedy is too 
easy and too pleasant not to be tried ^ ’ 

* Then it is to Mademoiselle Lydie de la Peyrade that 
you wish Theodose to be married ? ’ said Cerizet 

‘As you say,’ replied du Portail ‘ But you must not 
suppose that, if our young fnend should accept this ar- 
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rangement, I require him to devote himself altogether gra- 
tuitously. Lydie is pleasing in person, she is accomplished, 
she has a charming temper, and will be able to secure for 
her husband a handsome position in public business. She 
also has a nice little fortune, consisting partly of what her 
mother had to leave her ; of all I possess — which, as I 
have no direct heirs, I shall settle on her at her marriage ; 
and, finafly, of a pretty considerable sum that has come to 
her this past night.’ 

^What!’ cried Cerizet, ‘did old Toupillier — ?’ 

‘ A holograph will — here it is — constitutes her the old 
beggar’s sole legatee. So, as you see, it was handsome on 
my part to take no further steps in the matter of your 
attempt last night, for you were intending to rob me of our 
property.’ 

‘ Good Heavens I ’ said Cerizet, ‘ I do not think of 
excusing Madame Cardinal’s aberration,’ said Cerizet. ‘ At 
the same time, as heir-at-law, dispossessed in favour of a 
stranger, it seems to me that she has some claim to the 
mercy you were prepared to show her.’ 

‘ In that you are mistaken,’ replied du Portail, ‘ and the 
handsome legacy by which Mademoiselle de la Peyrade 
seems to have been enriched, is simply a restitution.’ 

‘ Restitution ? ’ said Cerizet, puzzled. 

‘ Yes,' and nothing is easier to prove. Do you remem- 
ber a great diamond robbery committed some ten years since 
by which one of our famous actresses lost her jewels ? ’ 

‘ Certainly,’ said Cerizet, ‘ I was at that time editor of 
one of my papers and wrote the Paris news myself. Wait 
a minute — the actress was Mademoiselle Beaumesnil,’ 

‘ Exactly so. Mademoiselle Lydie de la Peyrade’s mother.’ 

‘ And so that wretch Toupillier — No,’ added Cerizet, 

‘ I remember the thief was punished. His name was 
Charles^ Crochard ; and it was whispered, I recollect, that 
he was the natural son of a great personage, the Comte de 
Granville, Attorney-General in Paris under the Restoration.’ 

/ 
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‘Well,' said du Ponait, ‘this is what happened The 
theft, as jouwill also remember, was committed in a house 
in the Rue dc Tournon where Mademoiselle Beaumesnil 
h\ cd Charles Cfochard, a handsome > oung fellow , w as on 
a \er) intimate footing there, tt would seem ’ 

‘Yes, )cs,*,said Ccrizct ‘I recall scry sividl) the 
lad)’s cmbairassmeni when she was called upon to state 
the facts, and the loss of soicc she sufiered from hhen the 
presiding judge asked her how old she was * 

‘The robber),' said du Ponail, ‘was boldly committed 
in broad da)liglit, and Charles Crochard, basing possessed 
himself of the jcwcl-case, went to the church of Saint- 
Sulpicc, t'hcrc he had made an appointment with an 
accomplice to meet him As chance w ould have it, instead 
of the man he expected, who was a few minutes late, 
Crochard found himself face to face with a famous member 
of the detective force whom he pcrfcctl) well knew, for 
the )oung rascal had fallen into the hands of the law before 
this The absence of his assistant and the presence of this 
man, who, as he fancied, looked at him with suspicion, the 
disorder of his conscience, and finally a swift turn which, 
by the merest chance, the dctectnc made towards the door, 
made the thief suspect that he had been watched 

‘ In his panic he lost his head , his first point w'as to get 
nd of the jewel-ease, which, if found upon him, would prove 
his guilt He felt certain he should be captured on Icaiing 
the church, imagining it to be surrounded by the police, and, 
seeing Toupillicr m his place near to the holj -water vessel, 
he went close up to him, and having convinced himself 
that nobody was walchirtg thcm,« Here, my good man,” said 
he, « will you take care of this parcel for me ^ It is a box 
of iace I am going to a house close by, to a certain 
Countess who never pays her bills, instead of giving me 
my money she is sure to ask to see this, which is somc- 
thing quite new, and to ask me to let her have it on credit 
I would rather not have it about me But whatever you 
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do,” he added, “ do not open the paper it is wrapped in, for 
there is nothing so difficult as to refold a parcel in the old 
creases.” ’ 

^What an idiot!’ cried Cerizet guilelessly. ‘His in- 
structions were enough to make the man eager to see the 
contents.’ , 

‘You are a shrewd philosopher,’ said du Portail. ‘An 
hour later, when Charles Crochard, finding no cause for 
alarm, came back to fetch the parcel, Toupillier had disap- 
peared. As you may suppose, at early mass next morning 
Charles Crochard was eager to meet the holy-water server, 
and found him duly exercising his functions ; but night, 
they say, brings wisdom. The dear man audaciously de- 
clared that nothing had been given into his care and that 
he did not know what Crochard was talking about.’ 

‘And of course it was impossible to tackle him and 
make a commotion,’ observed Cerizet, who was very near 
sympathising with a trick so neatly done. 

‘The theft had no doubt already become known,’ du 
Portail went on, ‘and Toupillier, who was a remarkably 
clever fellow, had, of course, calculated that the thief by 
accusing him would reveal himself and be obliged to give 
up his plunder. When the case was tried Charles Cro- 
chard never said a word about the way he had been tricked, 
and when he was sentenced to ten years with hard labour, 
during all the six years he spent on the hulks — part of the 
sentence having been remitted — he never opened his lips 
to a living soul as to the breach of confidence to which he 
had been a victim.’ 

‘ I call that pluck ! ’ cried Cerizet. The story fired him 
with admiration •, he viewed it from the point of view of 
the connoisseur and artist. 

‘During this time,’ du Portail said, ‘Madame Beau- 
mesnil died, leaving her daughter some remnants of a large 
fortune, and more especially these diamonds, which she espe- 
cially mentioned, in the event of their ever being recovered.^ 
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‘Aha’’ said Cerizet, ‘that spoiled the game for 
Toupillier, for having such a man as you to deal 
with — ’ 

‘ Thinking only of revenge, Charles Crochard’s first act 
on regaining his liberty was to accuse Toupilher as receiver 
of the stolen, jewels Toupillier was brought to trial, but 
defended himself with such blunt good-humour that, as 
there was absolutely no proof against him, the case was 
dismissed He nevertheless lost his place by the holy-water 
vessel in Saint-Sulpice, and only with great difficulty ob- 
tained leave to beg at the church door. For my part, I 
was convinced of his guilt, notwithstanding his dismissal, 
I had him narrowly watched, but I trusted chiefly to my 
own vigilance As a man of independent means and ample 
leisure, I stuck close to my man and made it the business 
of my life to unmask him 

‘ At that time he was living in the Rue du Cceur-V olant , 
I contrived to rent a room adjoining his, and one night, 
through a hole patiently made with a gimlet in the parti- 
tion between, I saw him take the jewel-case out of a very 
ingeniously contrived hiding-place and spend nearly an hour 
in gazing with rapture at the diamonds, which he moved 
about to catch the play of light, and pressed passionately to 
his lips The man loved them for themselves, and had 
never thought of making money of them * 

‘I quite understand,’ said Cenzet. ‘A monomaniac, 
like Cardillac the jeweller, about whom a melodrama was 
written ’ 

‘Just the very same thing,’ said du Portail ‘The 
wretched man was in love with the jewels , indeed, when 
I called upon him, shortly after and gave him to understand 
that I knew everything, that he might not be deprived of 
what he called the comfort of his life he implored me to 
leave him in possession of them for life, pledging himself 
in return to leave everything he had to Mademoiselle de la 
Peyrade. He at the same time told me that he owned a 
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considerable sum in gold, to which he was adding every 
day, besides a small freehold and money in the funds/ 

‘ If he meant to act honestly,’ said Cerizet, ‘ the bargain 
was a good one. The interest of the capital sunk in the 
set of diamonds was quite made up by the other items.’ 

‘Well, as you have seen, my good fellow, I was not 
ill-judged in trusting him. However, I took sound pre- 
cautions. I insisted on his taking a room in the house 
I lived in, so that I could watch him closely ; the hiding- 
place of which you so ingeniously discovered the secret 
was contrived under my directions, — but what you do 
not know is that the secret spring, as it opens the iron 
chest, at the same time rings a loud bell in my room, to 
warn me of any attempt at robbery that may endanger 
our hoard.’ 

‘Poor Madame Cardinal,’ said Cerizet, with a laugh, 
‘ what a sell for her ! ’ 

‘ This, then, is the present situation,’ said du Portail. 
‘ The interest I feel in my old friend’s nephew, apart from 
the relationship which makes me think the alliance suit- 
able, has led me to wish that Theodose should marry his 
cousin and her fortune. But as the young lady’s mental 
condition might possibly make la Peyrade averse to my 
views, I have thought it as well not to propose the match 
to him myself. You crossed my pathj I know you to be 
clever, crafty, and it at once occurred to me to place this 
little matrimonial negotiation in your hands. 

‘ Now, understand clearly, you must speak of a young 
lady of wealth who suffers indeed from a drawback, but 
who has a makeweight — a nice little fortune. Name 
no one, and come to me at once to report how the idea 
has been received.’ 

‘Your confidence,’ said Cerizet, ‘is a pleasure and an 
honour to me, and I will do my best to justify it.’ 

‘ You must be under no illusion,’ said du Portail. ‘ The 
first impulse of a man who has another , engagement in 
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view will be to refuse; but wc will not confess ourselves 
beaten. I do not readily give up a scheme when I believe 
it to be right, and even if wc were to carry our zeal for 
la Peyrade’s happiness so far as to have him imprisoned 
for debt at Clichy, I am determined not to be defeated in 
a project of vvhich the results will, I am certain, show him 
that I was happily inspired. So, in any case, take the 
credit notes off Monsieur Dutocq's hands.’ 

‘ At par ? * asked Cerizet. 

‘Yes, at par, if you can do no better. We need not 
look too closely at a thousand francs one way or the other. 
Only, that matter once settled. Monsieur Dutocq must 
promise us his support, or at least his neutrality. From 
what you say of the other match, I need not point out to 
you that we must lose no time in putting the irons in the 
fire.’ 

‘I have an appointment to meet la Peyrade two days 
hence,’ Cerizet observed. ‘We have a little matter to 
settle. Do not you think that it would be as well to wait 
till then ? At that meeting I may speak of this match 
incidentally. In case of his refusing, that, as seems to 
me, would save our dignity.’ 

‘So be it,’ said du Portail; ‘that is not delay. And 
remember. Monsieur, that if you succeed you will find 
in me, not the man to call you to account for your rash- 
ness in aiding Madame Cardinal, but one under serious 
obligations and ready to serve you to the utmost; a man, 
too, whose influence is wider than may generally be be- 
lieved.’ 

^ After such a kind speech the two men could only part 
m the best understanding:, and eauallv well satisfied on 
both sides. ^ 

Like the old Turnstile, the Rocher de Cancale^ whither 
t e scene is now to be transferred, is no more than a mem- 
oiy. A wine-shop with a pewter-plated counter has taken 
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the place of that Temple of Taste^ that sanctuary of Euro- 
pean fame which had been the great focus of gastronomy 
all through the Empire and the Restoration. 

On the day before that on which they had agreed to 
meet, la Peyrade had this brief note from Cerizet ; — 

‘To-morrow, lease or no lease, at the J^ocher — half- 
past six.’ 

As to Dutocq, Cerizet saw him every day, being his 
copying-clerk ; he had invited him by word of mouth ; 
but the attentive reader will note a difference in the hour 
named to this second guest. ‘At the Rocher — a quarter 
past six,’ Cerizet had said, so it was clear that he wished 
to have him to himself for ,at least a quarter of an hour 
before la Peyrade should arrive. 

The money-lender meant to spend that quarter of an 
hour in bargaining for the purchase of la Peyrade’s prom- 
issory notes ; and he fancied that his offer, made point- 
blank, without any preparation, would be more cordially 
accepted. By not giving the holder time to consider the 
naatter he might be induced to sell cheap; and having 
once acquired the bills below par, the usurer might con- 
sider whether it would be better for him to keep the dif- 
ference, or to gain credit with du Portail by handing over 
to him the benefit he might secure. It may be said, 
indeed, that apart from all subsidiary considerations Ceri- 
zet would have tried to get the better of his friend. In 
him it was instinct, a craving of nature'. He had as great- 
a horror of the straight line in business as the admirers 
of English gardens have in laying out their walks. 

Dutocq, who was still in debt for a part of the price 
of his connection, and obliged to save very closely, lived 
so frugally that a dinner at the Rocher de Cancale was a 
sort of event in his life. He appeared with the punctu- 
ality that showed his interest in the appointment, and at 
precisely a quarter past six walked into the box at the 
restaurant where Cerizet awaited him. 
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‘ Oddly enough/ said he, * here u c arc m exact)} the same 
conditions as when we first tool up this business of la Pc)- 
radc’s, only the spot for the meeting of the three emperors 
IS somewhat better chosen I prefer the Tilsit of the 
Rue Montorgueuil to the Tilsit of the Rue dc I’Ancicnnc- 
Comcdic and Pinson’s u retched eating-house * 

*On my word/ replied Cenzet, ‘I hardl) know whether 
the results justify the change, for where, when all is done, 
are the profits from the formation of that triumvirate^ ’ 
‘Well, It was a conditional agreement,’ said Dutocq, 
‘and we cannot complain that la Pejrade has lost time in 
achieving his establishment at the Thuillmet^ if I may be 
allowed to pun The rascal has gone ahead, you must 
admit ’ 

‘Not so fast/ said Cenzet, ‘but that his marriage is at 
this moment a very doubtful matter ’ 

‘DoubtfuP How?’ 

‘Yes I have been instructed to propose another match 
to him, to bolster him up , and I very much doubt whether 
he will have any choice offered him ’ 

‘But the devil’s in it, man, can you think of lending a 
hand to promote this second match, when we have a mort- 
gage on the first ? ’ 

‘ My good friend, we cannot always control circum- 
stances I plainly saw that under those that have been 
laid before me the marriage we had planned is simply 
swept down stream So then I looked to sec what could 
be saved from the wreck ’ 

‘Bless me* Are they fighting for this boy, Theodose ^ 
Who IS the girl ? Has she a fortune ? ’ 

*A very presentable dowry, quite as good as Made- 
motseWe Collevi/le'^s ' 

‘Then she may go hang La Peyrade backed the notes, 
and he shall pay ’ 

‘He shall pay — indeed* That is the question You 
are not m business, nor is Theodose It might occur to 
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him to repudiate the paper. Who can tell whether the 
Court, when informed as • to their origin, seeing that the 
Thuillier match is broken off, may not quash them as 
drawn without value received ? I can snap my fingers at 
such a discussion ; it cannot affect me 5 besides, I have 
taken precautions. But you, as clerk to a justice of the 
peace, would surely after such an action have differences 
to settle with the Chancellor’s office.’ 

‘Indeed, my good fellow,’ said Dutocq, with the temper 
of a man who finds himself confronted with an argument 
for which he has no answer, ‘ you really have a mania for 
meddling in things — ’ 

‘ I have told you,’ said Cerizet, ‘ that this affair came to 
me, and I saw so clearly from the first that there was no 
chance of making fight against the evil influence which 
threatens us, that I made up my mind to save myself by 
a sacrifice.’ 

‘ What kind of sacrifice ? ’ 

‘ Well, I sold my notes of hand, and left it to the pur- 
chaser to fight it out with our friend, the advocate.’ 

‘ And who took them of you ? ’ 

‘ Who do you suppose would put himself into my shoes, 
but some one who had an interest in the other marriage, 
so as to be able to coerce Master Theodose, by curtailing 
his liberty, if necessary.’ 

‘ Ah, then they really require the bills I hold ? ’ 

‘ Certainly. However, I would not deal till I had con- 
sulted you.’ 

‘Well, and what is the bid ? ’ 

‘ What I was willing to take for mine. Knowing better 
than you how dangerous their rivalry would be, I agreed to 
take ready money at a bad discount.’ 

‘ But what are the terms, come ? ’ 

‘ I parted with them for fifteen thousand.’ 

‘Don’t tell me,’ said Dutocq, with a shrug. ‘Presuma- 
bly you see your way to recovering the difference on the 
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brokerage} and the whole thing, after all, may be a got-up 
business between you and la Peyradc.' 

‘You do not mince your words, my good friend. A 
rascally idea enters your head, and you blurt it out with 
beautiful candour • But fonunately you will presently hear 
me make the proposal to Thcodose, and you can judge by 
his demeanour how far we are In collusion.’ 

‘Well, well,’ said Dutocq, ‘I withdraw the insinuation. 
But really your principals arc perfect corsairs. A man 
is not to be bled so desperately} and besides I have not, 
as you have, a premium to look forivard to.’ 

‘That, my poor friend, Is just what I argued. I said to 
myself: Poor Dutocq is dreadfully hampered for money 
to pay off the last debt on his office; here he has a chance 
of clearing it off at one stroke.— ^ The event proves how 
risky it would be to compromise la Peyradc ; we offer you 
cash in hand and on the nail; it is not, after all, such a 
bad bargain.’ 

‘Very true — but to lose two«fifths • * 

‘Look here,’ said Ccrizct, ‘you spoke just now of a 
premium. I see a way W which you may secure one; 
if you will undertake to fight tooth and nail against the 
Collcville match, and take the opposite side from that on 
■which you have hitherto stood, I do not despair of getting 
you the round sum of twenty thousand francs.* 

‘Then you evidently think that la Peyradc will not take 
kindly to this new scheme i that he will kick ? Pray, 
IS the heiress in question a damsel from whom he has 
already taken something on account ? ’ 

‘ All I can tell you is that we expect a tough pull before 
we get him round.’ 

. ready and willing to puli on your side and annoy 

Peyrade; but five thousand francs * think of it — that 
IS too much to give up.’ 

At this moment ♦he door of the box was opened and 
1 e waiter announceo the expected guest. 
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pass, and who, though they may not have deserved the 
odious reputation they earned, by the force of circumstances 
grew fat on the mere parings of the vast fortunes they had 
to deal with. Nowadays we have no end of practical 
aphorisms. ‘‘If you want a thing well done, do it your- 
self. There is nothing disgraceful in ki|owing your own 
business,” and a thousand other humdrum axioms which, 
by making every man a man of business, have suppressed 
the middleman. 

‘ How can you expect that Mademoiselle Brigitte Thuil- 
lier should not try to manage her house when dukes and 
peers go themselves to the Bourse, examine their leases, 
have every paper read to them before signing, and go to 
discuss every point with the notary whom they formerly 
scorned as a scrivener ? ’ 

During la Peyrade’s harangue Cerizet had had time to 
recover from the blow that had taken his breath away j and, 
to lead by a transition to the other matter entrusted to his 
management, he said, with an air of indifference : — ■ 

‘ All your remarks, my dear boy, are exceedingly clever ; 
but thfe thing which most clearly proves our discomfiture is 
that you are not on such a footing of personal influence 
with Mademoiselle Thuillier as you would have us believe. 
She slips through your fingers when she chooses, so it 
strikes me that your marriage is far from being such a 
settled thing as Dutocq and I were willing to think it.’ 

‘ No doubt,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ the work we have sketched 
still needs some finishing touches, but I believe it to be 
well on towards completion.’ 

‘ I, on the contrary, am sure that you have lost ground, 
and nothing can be more natural 5 you have just done 
these people a very great service ; that is never forgiven.’ 

‘Well, we shall see,’ said Theodose. ‘I still hold them 
by more than one line.’ 

‘No, indeed; you thought you could do wonders by 
loading them with kindness, and now that they are in- 
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dependent they will treat you as dirt, the human heart is 
made so, especially the heart of the middle classes It is 
not only that I myself, m the present instance, feel the blow 
that IS upsetting you , in your place I should not think I 
was standing on solid ground, and if some chance were 
afforded me to turn back — * 

‘What’ Merely because I have failed m securing the 
lease for you, am I to throw the handle after the axe ? * 
‘ As I tell you,’ said Cenzet, ‘ I am not viewing the 
matter from the standpoint of my own interest But, as 
I have no doubt whatever that you made every conceiv- 
able effort, as my sincere fnend, to gain the point, your 
failure and dismissal are to me a very unsatisfactory symp- 
tom In fact, they lead me to speak of a matter which I 
should not otherwise have mentioned, since, in my opinion, 
when a man has an end in view he should go straight on 
to It without looking in front, or behind, or allowing him- 
self to be directed from it by any other ambition ’ 

‘ Well, well • ’ said la Peyrade, ‘ what is all this tall talk 
about ? What do you want me to do ^ And what will 
It cost ? ’ 

‘My dear boy,’ said Cerizet, ignoring his impertinence, 
‘you yourself can judge of the value of such a find as a 
young lady, well educated, gifted with beauty and talents 
— and a fortune, at least equal to Celeste’s, of her very 
own, plus fifty thousand francs worth of diamonds, like 
Mademoiselle George’s in a provincial poster , besides, what 
must chiefly attract a man of an ambitious spirit, some in- 
fluence m political circles for her husband’s benefit ’ 

‘And you have this jewel in your pocket^’ asked la 
Peyrade incredulously 

‘ Better still , I am authorised to make you the offer, 
I might almost say I am commissioned to do so ’ 

‘ My good man, you are fooling me, unless this phoenix 
has Some prohibitive defect * 

‘Ah, I confess,’ said Cenzet, ‘there is one little draw- 
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back, — not in the family connection, for, to tell the truth, 
the lady has none.’ 

‘ Oho ! a natural child ! — and moreover ? ’ 

‘ Moreover, she is not so young as she was ; she may 
be nine and twenty; but nothing can be easier than to 
picture a maid not yet quite old as a youn^ widow.’ 

‘ And that is the worst you have to say ’ 

‘ Yes, all that is irremediable.’ 

‘ What do you mean by that ? A case of rhinoplasties ? ’ 

The word as addressed to Cerizet was singularly offensive. 
In fact, this tone had been very evident in all the lawyer 
had said during dinner. However, it was not the usurer’s 
game to seem offended. 

‘ No,’ said he, ‘ our nose is as well made as our figure 
and foot ; but we are, I must own, somewhat afflicted with 
hysteria.’ 

‘ I see,’ said Theodose, ‘ and as there is but one step from 
hysteria to insanity — ’ 

‘ Just so,’ Cerizet eagerly put in. ‘ Troubles have left 
our brain slightly affected, but the doctors are unanimously 
agreed that at the birth of the first child not a sign will 
remain of this little mental disturbance.’ 

‘ The doctors, of course, are infallible ! ’ replied the lawyer, 
‘ but in spite of all your discouragement you must excuse 
me, my good friend, if I continue to pay my addresses to 
Mademoiselle Colleville. It seems an absurd confession, 
but the truth is that I am gradually falling quite in love 
with the little girl. It is not that her beauty is remarkable, 
or that the splendour of her fortune has dazzled me; but 
the girl has an artless soul added to a strong foundation of 
good sense, and, which settles the question in my mind, 
there is something very attractive in her sincere and solid 
piety. I believe she will make her husband happy.’ 

‘ Yes,’ said Cerizet, who, having been on the stage, re- 
membered Moliere’s words , hymen will be soaked in 
sweets and joys.” ’ 
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This quotation from Tartuffe nettled la Peyrade, and he 
retorted: — 

‘ The contact of her innocence will purge me of the 
infection of the low company I have hitherto kept.’ 

‘And you will pay your notes of hand,’ added Cerizet. 
‘ With as little delay as possible, if you take my advice, 
for Dutocq, here present, confessed to me but just now 
that he would not be sorry to see the colour of your 
money.’ 

‘ I ? Never^ ’ exclaimed Dutocq. ‘ On the contrary, our 
friend is well within the time allowed by law.’ 

‘Well, I, for my part, am quite of Cerizet’s opinion,’ 
said Theo^ose. ‘ The less a debt is legally due, and the 
more disputable and discreditable it is, the greater haste to 
pay and have done with it.’ 

‘But, my dear la Peyrade,’ said Dutocq, ‘you speak with 
such bitterness ! ' 

La Peyrade, taking out his pocket-book, merely said: — 

‘ Have you the bills with you, Dutocq ? * 

‘ Indeed, my dear boy, I have not,’ said the other, * and 
am the less likely to have them about me because they are 
now in Cerizet’s hands/ 

‘Well,* said the advocate, rising, ‘whenever you like to 
call, I pay over the counter. Cerizet can tell you that.* 

‘ What, are you off without waiting for coffee ? ’ said 
Cerizet, utterly amazed. 

‘ Yes ; I have an appointment for eight o’clock in an 
^bitration case. And we have said all we had to say: 
You have not got the leasej you have got your twenty-five 
thousand francs; Dutocq’s are ready for him whenever he 
chooses to call at my office. I see nothing to hinder me 
irom going where my business calls me, wishing you a 
very good evening.’ 

_ * Heyday I ’ said Cerizet, as Theodose went out, ‘ this 
IS a rupture.’ 

*Aye, and made as emphatic as possible,’ remarked 
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Dutocq. ‘The air with which he took out his pocket- 
book ! ’ 

‘ But where the devil did he find the money ? ^ asked the 
money-lender. 

‘ In the same place, no doubt,’ replied Dutocq ironically, 
‘ where he found that which he produced to redeem the 
notes you were obliged to let him have so cKeap.’ 

‘ My good friend,’ said Cerizet, ‘ I will explain the cir- 
cumstances in which that insolent rogue released himself 
from' me, and you will see if he did not literally rob me of 
fifteen thousand francs.’ 

‘ That is very likely ; but you, my kind agent, wanted to 
do me out of ten thousand.’ 

‘ No, indeed. I was instructed to purchase your share of 
the bills ; and after all, I had gone as far as ten thousand 
when our gentleman came in — ’ 

‘At any rate,’ said Dutocq, ‘when we leave I will go to 
your house and you shall give me his notes of hand ; for, 
as you may suppose, to-morrow morning at the earliest 
human hour, I shall call at what Monsieur calls his office. 
I will not give his paying mood time to cool.’ 

‘And you will be very wise; for, take my word for it, 
there will be some rough play in his career before long.’ 

‘Then do you really mean that story of a crazy girl 
whom he is to marry ? I must confess that, in his place, 
with affairs looking so promising of success, I should not 
have jumped at the offer. Nina and Ophelia are very 
interesting on the stage, but in the domestic circle — ’ 

‘ In the domestic circle, where they have a comfortable 
fortune, you are only the guardian,’ said Cerizet sapiently, 

‘ in point of fact, you get the fortune without the wife. 

‘Well,’ said Dutocq, ‘that is one way of looking. at it.’ 

‘ If you like, we will get our coffee elsewhere,’ Cerizet 
suggested. ‘ This dinner has ended so flatly that I only 
want to get out of the place — it is very stuffy.’ 

He called the waiter. ‘ The bill,’ said he. 
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* M’sieu’, it is paid/ 

‘ Paid — and by whom ? * 

‘By the gentleman who went out just now/ 

‘But it is Inconceivable** cried Ccrizct. ‘I ordered the 
dinner, and you allowed a stranger to pay for It/ 

* It is no fault of mine,* said the waiter ; ‘ the gentleman 
paid the lady at the desk. She supposed it was all right, 
no doubt. It is not so very common to find gentlemen 
fighting for the pleasure of paying.' 

‘Well — all right!* said Ccrizct, dismissing the w'aiter. 
‘No cofiee, gentlemen?* said the man, before he left. 
* It is paid for.’ 

‘For that very reason we will not have it • ’ said Ccri- 
zet irritably. .Mt is really monstrous that in a house 
of this chanir^cr such a blunder should be possible. Can 
you conco'fc of such Insolence?' he added, when the 
waiter ^*^8 gone. 

‘F!sfigh!' said Dutocq, taking his hat} ‘it is a school- 
bc/^s trick to show that he has money in his pocket. It 
Is a new sensation, evidently.' 

‘ No, no,' said Ccri/ct, ‘ it is not that. It Is a way of 
insisting on the quarrel. “ I do not choose to be indebted 
to you even for a dinner”*— that is what it means/ 

‘In point of fact, my dear fellow,* said Dutocq, as they 
went down the steps, ‘ this banquet was intended to cele- 
brate your enthronement as principal tenant. He could 
not get you the lease; so I can understand that his con- 
science was ill at ease under the notion of allowing you 
to pay for a dinner which, like my promissorj' notes, were 
for no value received/ 

Cerizet made no comment on this ill-natured explana- 
tion. They were in front of the desk where the lady 
presided who had allowed herself to be paid by the wrong 
man ; and the usurer, to save his dignity, felt bound to 
speak his mind. 

The two men then went out together, and the money- 
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lender took his master to find a cup of coffee in a poor 
sort of tavern in the Passage du Saumon. 

Here the Amphitryon who had got ofF so cheaply re- 
covered his temper; he was like a fish out of water 
restored to its element. Sunk as he was to such a level 
as makes a man ill at ease in places where better company 
is to be met, it was almost with delight thalt Cerizet found 
himself in his element again in this saloon where pool was 
being noisily played for the benefit of a hero of the Bastille. 

He had a reputation in this establishment as a billiard- 
player, and was requested to join in the game already 
begun. He bought a ball, that is to say, one of the 
players sold him his turn and his chances. Dutocq took 
advantage of this arrangement to make himself scarce, 
going off, as he said, to inquire after a sick friend. 

Not long after, just as Cerizet, in his shirt-sleeves and 
with a pipe between his teeth, had achieved one of those 
masterly strokes which rouse the gallery to frenzied ad- 
miration, on casting an exultant glance behind him he 
saw a terrible kill-joy. 

Among the lookers-on, du Portail was gazing at him 
over his stick, as it were, on which his chin was propped. 

A flush spread over Cerizet’s cheeks, and he hesitated 
to recognise and bow to the gentleman whom he had little 
expected to meet in such a place. Incapable of making 
the best of this unpleasant incident, he lost his presence 
of mind ; this affected his , play, and a few strokes after 
he found himself put out. 

While he was putting on his coat, feeling very cross, 
du Portail rose, and pushing by him as he went out, said 
in an undertone : — 

‘ Rue Montmartre, at the end of the Passage.’ 

When they met, Cerizet was so clumsy as to try to ex- 
plain his being found in such loose attire and in this place. 

‘ But to see you there I was necessarily there myself,’ 
said du Portail. 
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* That Is true/ said the money-lender, * and I was con- 
siderably surprised at finding a peaceful resident of the 
Saint-Sulpice quarter in that den,’ 

‘Which sufficiently proves/ said the gentleman, in a 
voice which stifled curiosity and cut off all explanations, 
‘that I am in the habit of going everywhere and any- 
where, and that* my lucky star can guide me on the track 
of those whom I want to see. I was thinking of you just 
as you came in. Well, what have you done ?’ 

‘ Nothing of any use/ said Cerizet. ‘ After playing me 
a horribly scurvy trick and keeping me out of a splendid 
stroke of business, our man rejected all overtures with 
supreme contempt. There Is no hope of buying in Du- 
tocq’s bills j la Peyrade is In funds, it would seem, for he 
wanted to take them up then and there, and will undoubt- 
edly pay them off to-morrow morning.* 

‘Then he regards his marriage to Mademoiselle Colic- 
vllle as 3 settled thing ? * 

‘Not only that, but 'his latest pretence is to give out 
that it is a marriage for love. He favoured me with a 
long speech to convince me that he was sincerely attached 
to her.* 

‘Very good,’ said du Portail, ‘ stay the proceedings’ — 
by which he meant, do nothing further in the matter. * I 
will undertake to bring our gentleman to reason. Come 
to me to-morrow to give me full particulars as to the fam- 
ily he wants to marry into. You have missed one stroke 
of business; do not let that worry you; by helping me 
others will turn up.’ 

So speaking, he called a hackney coachman who hap- 
pened to be driving past, got into the cab, and with a 
friendly but patronising nod to Cerizet, told the man to 
drive to the Rue Honore-Cbevalier. 

As he walked down the Rue Montmartre towards the 
Estrapade quarter, Cerizet thrashed his brain to guess who 
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this little old man could be, with his abrupt speech, his 
imperious tone, and his manner when he addressed people 
as of holding them with grappling-irons j who came, too, 
so far from home to spend the evening in a place where 
his distinguished superiority made him appear quite out of 
his element. 

He had got as far as the Halle without hitting on any 
solution of this problem j but he was roughly roused from 
his meditation by a hearty slap on the back. 

He hastily turned round, and found himself face to face 
with Madame Cardinal, not that there was anything to as- 
tonish him in meeting her in this neighbourhood, whither 
she came in the small hours of the morning to lay in her 
stock in trade. ■ 

Since the evening they had spent in the Rue Honore- 
Chevalier, in spite of the leniency then extended to her, 
the good woman had thought it prudent to pay very brief 
visits to her own lodgings j and for the last two days had 
been drowning the sore of her discomfiture in liquor taken 
‘ short,’ and called ‘ drops of comfort.’ 

Her voice was thick and her face on fire as she 
said, — 

‘ Hallo, daddy ! And how did you get on with the little 
old man ? ’ 

‘ I explained to him in a very few words,’ said the 
money-lender, ‘ that, so far as I was concerned, he was 
under a misapprehension. You, my poor woman, hav,e be- 
haved throughout with unpardonable recklessness. When 
you asked me to help you in securing your uncle’s prop- 
erty, how was it that you did not know of his having a 
natural daughter, to whom he long since left all he had by 
will ? The little old man, who interrupted you in your 
absurd attempt to anticipate the inheritance, was neither 
more nor less than the legatee’s guardian.’ 

‘ Oho ! So that is a guardian ! ’ said the worhan. ‘ Well, 
a pretty sort they are — your guardians! To talk to a 
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woman at in) time of life — only because she wishes to 
find out if her uncle has anything to leave — about sending 
for the police • If that is not abominable, disgusting f * 

‘ Come, Madame Cardinal,* said Cerizet, ‘ you have 
nothing to complain of, )ou got ofF cheap ’ 

‘And you ^ r— I should like to know* You, who 
picked the locks and wanted to pocket the diamonds under 
pretence of marrying my daughter * As if she would even 
look ar you — my daughter* And a legitimate daughter, 
she is • “ Never, mother,” says she, “ never would I give 
my heart to a man with a nose like that * ” ’ 

‘ Then you have found the girl ? * 

‘No longer ago than last evening She has given up 
her vermin of an actor, and is, I flatter myself, m a splen- 
did position, eating off stiver, having her brougham by the 
month, and highly respected by a lawyer who would marry 
her out of hand, but that he must wait till his parents die, 
because his father, as it happens, is a mayor, and such a 
marriage might displease the government * 

‘ My good woman, what stuff you are talking His father 
IS his mother ^ ^ 

* Dear me, what next * Mayor of the district of the 
eleventh arrondissement, — Monsieur Minard, a retired 
cocoa merchant, enormously nch ’ 

^Ah, to be sure, to be sure I know him And 
Olympe, you say, is with his son ’ 

‘ That IS to say, they do not live together, to avoid 
scandal, though his intentions arc stnctly honourable He 
lives With his father, and meanwhile they have bought all 
their furniture, and it is housed, with my daughter, in 
rooms near the Chaussee d’Antin A stylish quarter, 
isn’t it?’ 

‘Why, that seems to me a capital arrangement,’ said 
Cenzet, ‘and as it is clear that Heaven did not mean us 
for each other ’ 


1 Mere, mother— maire, major 
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‘Yes, that’s just where it is. I believe the child will 
turn out quite a comfort to me; and there is a thing I 
want to ask your advice about.’ 

‘ What is that ? ’ asked Cerizet. 

‘ It is just this : my daughter being in such luck, of 
course I cannot go on crying fish in the streets, and since 
I am disinherited by that uncle of mine, don’t you think 1 
have a right to ask for an allowance for element ? ’ 

‘ You are dreaming, my good woman ; your daughter is 
under age ; it is you who ought to be keeping her, and not 
she who ought to allow you aliment.’ 

‘ And so those who have not, are to give to those who 
have ! ’ exclaimed Madame Cardinal, her temper rising. ‘A 
pretty thing is the law — as well as your guardians, who 
talk of sending for the police for a mere nothing. All 
right ! Let him fetch the police ! Let him have me exe- 
cuted ! That will not hinder me from saying that rich 
men are all thieves, and the poor people ought to make 
another revolution to get their rights, which you, my boy, 
and my daughter, and her lawyer Minard, and the little 
guardian, will have to knock under, d’ye see ? ’ 

Seeing that his ex-step-mother had reached a really 
incoherent pitch of excitement, Cerizet abruptly left her, 
and when he was fifty paces away he could hear himself 
still pursued by abuse wjiich he promised himself he would 
pay her out for, the very next time she should come to the 
bank, in the Rue des Poules, to ask him to make things 
easy for her. 

As he got near the house, Cerizet, who was anything 
rather than brave, had a shock j he perceived a figure in 
ambush by the door — a man, who, on his approach, 
moved out and was evidently coming to meet him. 

Happily it was only Dutocq j he had come for la Pey- 
rade’s notes of hand. Cerizet handed them over to him 
with some ill-humpur, complaining of the distrust implied 
in a visit at such an unseemly hour. 
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Dutocq cared little enough for his touchiness, and early 
next morning he called on la Peyrade. 

Theodose paid him on the nail, and to some effusive 
speeches which Dutocq was tempted to make when he 
felt the cash in his pocket, he replied with marked cold- 
ness. Everything in his demeanour betrayed the attitude 
of a slave who has just broken his chains, and who does 
not care to make any particularly Christian use of his 
freedom. 

As he let his late creditor out, Dutocq found himself 
confronting a woman dressed like a servant, who was about 
to ring the bell. She was, as it would seem, an acquaint- 
ance of Dutocq’s, for he said to her — 

‘So-ho, mother, you feel a craving to consult a lawyer, 
heh f You are quite wise. At the family council some 
very serious stones were told about you.* 

‘ Heh 1 Thank God, I am afraid of no one, and I can 
hold up my head and march on,’ replied the woman thus 
addressed. 

‘So much the better*’ said the law clerk, ‘so much 
the better. But you will probably be summoned, ere long, 
to account for this business before the judge But after 
all you are in good hands, and our fnend la Peyrade can 
give you the best advice.’ 

‘Sir, you are quite mistaken,’ replied the woman, ‘it 
was not on account of what you fancy that I came to 
consult monsieur the lawyer.’ 

‘Well, well, take care of yourself, my good woman, for 
I warn you that you will be plucked in style. The rela- 
tions are furious with you, and they will stick to the notion 
that you are very rich.’ 

As he spoke, Dutocq fixed an eye on Theodose, who 
avoided his gaze and desired his client to step in. 

This was what had taken place, the day before, between 
this woman and la Peyrade. 

La Peyrade, it may be remembered, was in the habit 
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of going, every morning, to early mass in his parish church. 
For some time past he had found himself the object of 
curious attention on the part of the woman who had just 
now entered his room; like Dorinc in Tartuffe^ she had 
been careful to attend regularly at bis exact houj\ and these 
proceedings had puzzled him greatly. 

An unspoken passion ? Such an explanation was in- 
compatible with the mature age and pragmatical devotion 
of the woman who, wearing the close-fitting cap, a la 
janseniste^ by which, a few ardent votaries of the sect may 
still be identified in the Saint-Jacques quarter, covered 
up all her hair like a nun ; while, on the other hand, her 
clothes were almost fastidiously neat ; , and a gold cross 
hanging round her neck from a black velvet ribbon excluded 
the hypothesis of timid poverty anxious to delay the moment 
when it must boldly stand confessed. 

On the morning of the day when the dinner was to be 
given at the Rochcr de Cancale, la Peyradc, tired of these 
manoeuvres which were at last beginning to occupy his 
thoughts, and perceiving that this puzzle in a close cap 
seemed anxious to speak to him, had gone up to the woman 
and asked if there were anything he could do for her. 

‘ I believe. Sir, that you are the famous Monsieur de la 
Peyrade, the advocate of the poor ’ 

‘ My name is la Peyrade, and I have, in fact, had the 
opportunity of helping some of the poorer people of this 
quarter.’ 

This was the Provencal’s modest version of the matter — 
not, at that moment, too excessively a Southerner. 

‘ If, Sir, you would of your kindness listen, and advise me.’ 

‘ The place,’ said Theodose, '■ is not very well chosen 
for such a consultation. What you have to say is impor- 
tant, it would seem, for I have noticed you moving about 
me for some little time ; I live close by. Rue .Saint-Domi- 
nique-d’Enfer, and if you will take the trouble to come to 
my rooms — ’ 
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‘ I shall not trouble you too much, Sir ? * 

‘Not at all; it is my business to attend to my clients.’ 

‘At what hour, not to put you to any inconvenience, 
Sir?’ 

‘ When you please ; I shall be at home all the morning.’ 

‘Then I will attend mass again and take communion; 
I should not hkve dared to do so at this service, the idea 
of speaking to you. Sir, would have distracted my mind. 
When I have performed my devotions, I can be at your 
rooms by about eight, if that suits you, Sir.’ 

‘ Perfectly ; and you need not make so much ceremony 
over it,’ said la Peyrade impatiently. 

This touch of irritation may, perhaps, have arisen from 
a little professional jealousy, for it struck him that he had 
to deal with a practised hand, who could give him points. 

At the appointed hour, not a minute before or after, the 
bigot rang the lawyer’s bell, and he, after persuading her, 
with some difficulty, to sit down, desired her to speak. 

The good woman was then ifflidicd with the little post- 
poning cough that comes in to secure a short delay when 
approaching a difficult subject. Finally, making up her 
mind to the plunge, she explained the object of her visit. 

‘I came,* said she, ‘to ask you. Sir, to be so good as to 
tell whether it is true that a very charitable man, now dead, 
left a fund for rewarding servants who have done well by 
their masters ? ’ 

‘That is to say,’ replied la Peyrade,* Monsieur de Mon- 
thyon founded a set of prizes which have, in fact, been 
frequently given to zealous and exemplar}’ ser\’ants., But 
mere good conduct is not enough to cam one of these 
rewards ; some act of heroic devotion must be proved, of 
truly Christian self-sacrifice.* 

‘ Religion,’ said the bigot, * enjoins humility, and I cer- 
tainly should not dare to praise myself ; but for more than 
twenty years I have lived in the sen’ice of an old man, dull 
beyond all you can fanc)*, who has spent all he has on 
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inventing things, and whom I am obliged to maintain — 
and there are persons who think I am not altogether un- 
worthy to obtain the prize.’ 

‘It is, no doubt, from among such cases that the Academy 
selects the candidates,’ said la Peyrade. ‘ What is your 
master’s name ? ’ ^ 

‘ Monsieur Picot ; old Father Picot he is always called 
in the neighbourhood ; he walks about dressed like a guy at 
carnival-time, and all the children troop at his heels, crying 
after him : “ Good-day, Daddy Picot.” — But that is the man 
all over; he never cares what folks think of him; he is 
always wool-gathering. What is the good of my wearing 
myself to the bone to cook him something tasty ? If you 
asked him what he had for dinner he could not tell you. — 
A clever man, too, who has turned out some good pupils ; 
perhaps. Sir, you know young Phellion, a professor at the 
Saint-Louis school, who still comes pretty frequently to our 
house.’ 

‘ Then your master is a mathematician ? ’ said la Peyrade. 

‘Yes, Sir; and mathematics have been his ruin. He has 
taken up some queer ideas, in which it would seem there is 
no sense at all, after ruining his eyesight at the Observa- 
tory, near by, where he was employed for a good many 
years.’ 

‘Well,’ said la Peyrade, ‘you must get some testimonials 
to prove all your devotion to the old man, and I will then 
draw you up a form of application, and take the preliminary 
steps.’ 

‘ How kind you are ! ’ cried the woman, clasping her 
hands. ‘ But if you would allow me — there is a little 
difficulty — ’ 

‘ And what is that ? ’ 

‘ I have been told. Sir, that to get a prize you must be 
very poor indeed.’ 

‘Well, not quite a pauper; at the same time the Academy 
endeavours, no doubt, to help those who are in poor cir- 
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cumstanccs, and \%ho ha\c made sacrifices really be)ond 
thor means ’ 

‘As for sacnficcs, I ma) flatter m)self I ha\c made 
enough, when the whole of a little fortune I had from m) 
parents has been spent in the housekeeping, and for more 
than fifteen years I ha\c ncicr had a penn) of m) wages, 
which, at three Iiundred francs a )ear, with the compound 
interest, mopnis up to a nice little sum, as )ou will allow, 
Sir ' 

At the words ‘compound interest,* which presupposed 
some financial experience, la Pc)rade looked more closcl) 
at this Antigone 

‘Then the difficulty in question — ^ ‘ said he 
‘You will not regard it as an objection, I hope, Sir, that 
I should have lately lost a vet) nch uncle, who died in 
England, and who, after doing nothing for his famil) during 
his lifetime, left me b) will the sum of twcnt)*fi\c thou- 
sand francs ' 

* Of course,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ nothing can be more 
natural or more perfect)) legitimate ’ 

‘ And yet, Sir, I have been told that it might do me a 
mischief in the opinion of the judges ’ 

‘That, no doubt, is possible, because, as )ou now arc in 
easy circumstances, the devotion )ou still propose to show 
to your master, as I suppose, will be evidently less meri- 
torious * 

‘ I certainly will never desert the good man, in spite of 
his faults, although the poor little property I have come m 
for will be in the greatest peril ’ 

‘ How so ? ’ asked la Peyrade, who was curious 
‘ BJe55 me, Sir, if he thinks I have any mone^ , if it is but 
a mouthful, it will all be swamped in his inventions for 
perpetual motion, which have been his ruin, and mine too ’ 
‘ Then, as I understand,* said la Peyrade, ‘ what you wish 
IS that this legacy should remain a secret both from the 
Academy and from your master ? ’ 

2 
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‘ You are so clever, Sir ; you understand so well ! ’ said 
the pious dame, smiling. 

‘ And to that end,’ the lawyer went on, ‘ you do not wish 
to keep the money in your owh hands ? ’ 

‘ That my master may find it and grab it ! — Besides, as 
you may believe, I should be glad, if only to enable me 
to get him some little extra treats, that the money should 
bring in some interest.’ 

‘ And the more the better,’ observed la Peyrade. 

‘ Well, Sir, say five to six per cent.’ 

‘ Then it would appear that what you want my advice 
on is not only a memorial to apply for a prize for virtue, 
but also a sound investment ? ’ 

‘You are so kind, Sir, so charitable, so encouraging ! ’ 

‘The form of application, after making some inquiry, 
will not be difficult; but an investment affording good 
security, and at the same time kept absolutely secret, is 
far less easy to manage.’ 

‘ But if I dared — ’ said she. 

‘ What ? ’ said la Peyrade. 

‘You understand me. Sir ? ’ 

‘ I ? — not in the least.’ 

‘ I prayed to Heaven but just now that you might your- 
self take charge of the money. I should feel so confident 
that it was in safe hands, and that nothing would be said 
about it.’ 

. At this moment la Peyrade was reaping the reward of 
the farce he had played of devotion to the poorer class. 
Nothing could have inspired this woman v^ith' the bound- 
less confidence she felt in him, unless it were the chorus 
of praise from all the porters’ wives in the neighbourhood. 
The thought of Dutocq flashed on him, and he felt ready to 
believe that this woman had been sent to him by Providence. 
But the more he longed to take advantage of such a chance 
of purchasing freedom, the more it behooved him to seem 
to yield against his will ; and he made endless difficulties. 
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In point of fact he had no great belief in his client’s 
character, and he was not anxious, in robbing Peter to pay 
Paul, as the saying goes, to throw over a creditor who, after 
ah, was in the same boat with him, in favour of an old 
woman who might become troublesome at any moment, 
and, in her eagerness to recover her money, might make 
such a fuss as* would seriously damage his reputation He 
determined, therefore, to play a desperate game 

* My good woman,’ said he, *I am m no want of money, 
and I am not rich enough to pay you the interest on a sum 
of twenty-five thousand francs without investing it The 
only thing I can do is to put it, in my own name, in the 
hands of a notary, Monsieur Dupuis, a pious man whom 
you may see any Sunday on the official bench in the parish 
church Notaries, as you know, give no form of receipt, 
I shall therefore give you none I can only pledge myself 
to leave among my papers, m case of my death, a note that 
will secure you the repayment of your capital As you see, 
It IS a matter of blind confidence — and even so, I take the 
money most unwillingly and merely to oblige a person who 
commends herself so strongly to my good-will by her pious 
sentiments, and by the chantable use she proposes to make 
of her little fortune ’ 

‘If you see no other way, Sir — ’ 

‘ This IS the only plan that seems to me possible,’ replied 
la Peyrade ‘ However, I do not despair of getting you 
six per cent, and at any rate you may be certain that it will 
be punctually paid Only it might happen that the notary 
could not command the capital under six or twelve months’ 
notice, because the moneys which notaries usually invest 
m mortgages are commonly tied up for a longer or shorter 
term Also, as soon as you have gained the prize for 
virtue, which in all probability I can enable you to get, as 
you then may no longer care to conceal your little fortune — 
though 1 quite understand your wishing to do at present — 
I must warn you that in case of anj indiscretion on your 
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part the capital will be immediately returned to you, and 
I shall not hesitate to tell the world at large how you have 
concealed this legacy from the master to whom you profess 
such entire devotion. This, as you must see, will reveal 
you as a hypocrite, and detract greatly from your reputation 
for piety.’ 

‘Oh, sir,’ said the woman, ‘can you suppose I would 
tell anything I ought to hold my tongue about ? ’ 

‘ Bless me, my good woman, in business we must pro- 
vide against every contingency. Money makes quarrels 
between the best friends, and leads to the most unforeseen 
issues. • So take time and think it over; come again a few 
days hence. Between this and then you may have thought 
of some plan that you like better, and I myself, though 
proposing so recklessly an arrangement which I confess 
does not please me, may have discerned difficulties which 
escape me at the present moment.’ 

This threat, hinted at in conclusion, was certain to clinch 
the matter. 

‘ I have thought it all over,’ said the woman. ‘ With 
so religious a man as you, sir, there can be no risk.’ 

She took a small pocket-book out of the bosom of her 
dress and extracted twenty-five thousand-franc bank-notes. 

The dexterity with which she counted them was a reve- 
lation to la Peyrade. The woman was evidently used to 
fingering money, and a queer notion flashed through his 
brain — ‘ Supposing I were receiving stolen goods ! ’ ' 

‘ No, no,’ he said. ‘ In order to draw up the petition 
to be presented to the Academy, I must first, as I told you, 
make some little inquiry, so I shall be calling on you in 
the natural course of things by and by. At what hour 
are you dlone .? ’ 

‘ My master goes out at about four to take a turn in the 
Luxembourg.’ 

‘ And where do you live ? ’ 

‘ Rue du Val-de-Grace, No. g.’ 
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‘Very welh at four o’clock then, and if — as I see no 
reason to doubt — my information is satisfactory, I will 
then take your money Otherwise, as we can take no 
further steps in the matter of the prize you will not need 
to make any mystery of your legacy Then you can in- 
vest It m a more ordinary manner than I have been obliged 
to suggest to ydu * 

‘ Oh, you are very cautious, Sir,* said the woman, who 
had fancied the business settled ‘ I did not steal the 
money, thank the Lord * And you can make every inquirj 
you wish among the neighbours * 

‘ That IS just what I must do, whether or no,’ said la 
Peyrade dryly, for he did not altogether like this alert shrewd- 
ness, which, under an assumption of artlessness, read all 
his thoughts * Prizes for virtue are not given for the ask- 
ing, and short of being a thief you may not be a Sister of 
Charity, there is a wide interval between the two extremes * 
‘As you please, Sir,’ said the woman ‘You are doing 
me too great a service for me to make any demur to your 
precautions ’ And with a most unctuous curtsey she de- 
parted, taking her money with her 

‘The devil' ’ thought la Peyrade, ‘that woman is more 
than a match for me She swallows an affront with an 
air of gratitude and never a wry face I have not learnt to 
control myself so effectually ’ He was half afraid that he 
had been too cautious, and that his client might change her 
mind before he paid her the call he had promised 

However, the mischief was done, and though a little 
worried at the thought of having perhaps missed an oppor- 
tunity, he would sooner have lost a limb than yield to the 
temptation to call a minute earlier than the hour he had 
fixed 

The information he picked up in the neighbourhood was 
contradictory , some spoke of his client as a perfect saint, 
others thought her a very cunning hussy, still, there was 
nothing on the whole against her moral conduct, or calcu- 
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lated to scare la Peyrade away from the piece of good luck 
she had put in his way. 

When he saw her again at four o’clock she was still in 
the same mind. 

It was with this money in his pocket that he went to 
the Rocher de Cancale perhaps the various excitement 
through which he had passed in the course of the day had 
something to do with the abrupt and hasty way of his rupt- 
ure with his associates. This manner of behaviour was 
very ill-judged, and not the outcome of either his natural or 
his acquired temperament. In fact, the moneyj all hot, 
that he had in his pocket, had a little turned his brain, and 
the mere touch of it had filled him with an eager impa- 
tience for freedom which was beyond his control. He 
had thrown Cerizet overboard without even consulting 
Brigitte ; and yet he had not all the courage of his treachery, 
since he had ascribed to the old maid a purpose which was 
the offspring solely of his own ill-will, and his bitter mem- 
ories of entanglements with the man who so long had him 
in his power. 

, Thus all through the day la Peyrade had come short of 
being the infallible and ever-ready man we have hitherto 
found him. Once already, when holding the fifteen thou- 
sand francs given to him by Thuillier, he had been dragged 
by Cerizet into an illegal action which had compelled him 
to the master-stroke of his bargain with Sauvaignou. 

It is, no doubt, more difficult to keep a level head in 
good than in bad fortune. 

The Farnese Hercules, strong in quiescence, shows more 
fully the reserve of muscular force than other figures of 
Hercules in violent action, represented in all the excite- 
ment of their labours. 


The Middle Classes 


247 


PART II 

Between the two parts of this narrative, a great event 
had occurred in the PhelHons* life. 

Everybody has heard of the disaster of the Odcon, the 
ill-starred theatre which for so many years devoured its 
managers. Rightly or wrongly, the residents in the neighbour- 
hood of this dramatic failure arc convinced that they take 
the greatest interest in its prosperity, and more than once 
the Mayor and the big-wigs of the arrondissement have en- 
deavoured, with a courage that does them honour, to pro- 
mote various schemes for ^Ivamsing the corpse. 

Now, to have a finger in some theatrical pie is one of 
the perennial ambitions of the middle-class man; hence 
the would-be saviours of the Odcon, one after another, 
thought themselves magnificently repaid when they were 
allowed the semblance of a vote in the management of the 
concern. 

It was as a member of a board of this kind that Minard, 
as Mayor of the eleventh arrondissement, was appointed 
president of the Reading Committee, with liberty to select 
as assessors a certain number of notables of the Quartier 
Latin. 

The reader will ere long be fully informed as to the 
point reached by la Peyrade in his attempts on Celeste’s 
fortune. It may at once be said that as his schemes ad- 
vanced towards maturity they had inevitably been talked 
about; and since at this stage they apparently excluded the 
pretensions alike of the younger Minard and of Felix the 
professor, the prejudice which Minard senior had allowed 
himself to betray against the elder Phelllon had been con- 
verted into an unequivocal disposition to friendly overtures, 
for nothing binds and subdues men more effectually than 
the sense of a common repulse. 

Thus seen by eyes unblinded by paternal rivalry, Phel- 
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lion was to Minard as a noble Roman of unimpeachable 
integrity, a man whose little books had been adopted by 
the University — that is to say a healthy and well-tested 
mind. 

So when it was the Mayor’s duty to form a committee 
for the dramatic custom-house of which he was the head, 
he immediately chose Phellion; and this no'ble citizen, on 
the day when a seat was offered him on that august tribu- 
nal, felt as though a fillet of gold crowned his brow. It 
may well be believed, not lightly nor unadvisedly had sc 
pompous a mortal as Phellion accepted the high and sacred 
functions proposed to him. He was called, he told himself, 
to exercise a magistracy, a priesthood. 

‘To form an opinion of men,’ said he to Minard, whc 
was surprised at his hesitancy, ‘ is an alarming task ; but 
to judge intellects ! Who may conceive himself equal tc 
such a task ? ’ 

And, once more, family considerations, that rock ahead of 
all brave resolve, had encroached on the rights of conscience ; 
the thoughts of the boxes and admissions which would be 
at the disposal of a member of the board, had given rise 
^o such a commotion in the household, that for a momeni 
his free option had seemed to be in danger. Happily, how- 
ever, Brutus thought himself justified in deciding on the 
line of action towards which the consensus of the whole 
tribe of Phellion was urging himj from the observation: 
made by his son-in-law Barniol, as well as from his per- 
sonal judgment, he saw reason to believe that by his vote 
always to be recorded in favour of works of irreproachable 
morality, and by his firm determination always to oppose 
any drama to which a mother might hesitate to take he: 
daughter, he would be enabled to do the most signal ser- 
vice to good principles and public morals. 

So Phellion had become a member, to use his own words 
of the Areopagus presided over by Minard, and he had jusi 
come home from exercising his functions, — as delicate a< 
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they w cre interesting, to quote him once more, — when the 
conversation took place Vihich is now to be reported As 
being necessary for the apprehension of the subsequent 
events of this stor), and as giving expression to the envi- 
ous instinct, which is one of the salient features of the 
middle-class lyiturc, this coniersation is indispensable in 
this place 

The committee meeting had been very stormy 
In discussing a tragedy entitled,* The Death of Hercules,’ 
the classical and the romantic factions, which the Mayor 
had carefully balanced m the selection of his jury, had 
been ready to tear each other’s hair 

Twice had Phcllion risen to speak, and his colleagues 
had been amazed at the flood of metaphor a major of the 
National Guard may have at his command when his literary 
convictions are tlireatened . 

The votes being taken, victory was declared on the side 
of which Phcllion was the eloquent mouth-piece, and as 
they went down stairs, he said to Mmard — 

‘ We have done good work to-day This “ Death of 
Hercules” reminds me of the “Death of Hector” by poor 
Luce dc Lancival, who died , the piece we have just read 
IS full of sublime lines ’ 

‘Yes,’ said Minard, ‘the verse is neat enough, there are 
some good passages, and I confess I place this class 
of literature a little way above our friend Collcville’s 
anagrams ’ 

* Oh,’ said Phcllion, ‘ Collcville’s anagrams are mere play- 
ing with words, and have nothing in common with Melpom- 
ene s stern accents ’ 

‘ But I assure you,’ said Minard, ‘he attaches great im- 
portance to that nonsense, and our friend, the musician, 
has taken great credit to himself for his anagrams, as well 
as for many other matters In fact, since they moved to 
the neighbourhood of the Madeleine, it strikes me that not 
Colleville only, but his wife, his daughter, the Thuilhers, 
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and their whole set, have given themselves airs of impor- 
tance, not altogether justifiable/ 

‘ What do you expect ? ’ said Phellion. ‘ A man must 
have a strong brain to stand the heady fumes of opulence. 
Our friends have gained great riches by the acquisition of 
the house they have now gone to live in ; %Ye must allow 
them an interval of intoxication. And, really, the dinner 
they gave us yesterday, by way of a housewarming, was not 
only abundant, but well, served.’ 

‘Well,’ said Minard, ‘I may flatter myself that I, too, 
have given a few fairly distinguished dinners, to men of 
high position in the state, who have not scorned to sit at my 
table, but I am not therefore unduly puffed up. What I 
have always been, I am still.’ 

‘ You, Monsieur le Maire, have long been accustomed to 
the handsome mode of life you made for yourself by your 
remarkable commercial faculties. Our friends, on the con- 
trary, so recendy embarked as passengers in the smiling 
barque of fair fortune, have not yet got their sea-legs, as 
the phrase is,’ 

And to cut short a conversation, in which the Mayor’s 
tone was to Phellion’s mind rather too caustic, he paused - 
to take leave of him. Their way home lay in different 
directions. 

‘ Are you going through the Luxembourg ? ’ asked Minard, 
not choosing to lose his companion. 

‘ I shall cross it, but not remain there. I am to meet 
Madame Phellion at the end of the broad walk, where she 
is to wait for me with the Barniol children.’ 

‘Well, then,’ said Minard, ‘I will give myself the pleas- 
ure of greeting Madame Phellion, and at the same time 
breathe a mouthful of fresh air ; for even listening to fine 
things tires the brain, in such work as we have been doing.’ 

Minard had quite understood that Phellion did not meet 
him half-way in response to his rather acrid remarks on 
Thuillier’s new establishment. So he made no attempt to 
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reopen the subject with him , but when Madame Phellion 
was his listener, feeling quite sure that his animadversions 
would find an echo in her, he said — 

‘Well, lady fair, and what did you think of our dinner 
yesterday ? ’ 

‘ It was very well done,’ replied Madame Phellion, ‘ and 
the moment the poiage a la btsque was served I perceived 
that some master-hand such as Chevet had taken the place 
of the native cook But it was flat , it lacked the cor- 
diality of our little meetings in the Quartier Latin And 
then did it strike you, as it did me, that neither Madame 
nor Mademoiselle Thuillier seemed thoroughly at home ? 
I declare I felt at last as if I were dining with Madame — 
what is her name ^ I cannot get it into my head ’ 

‘Torna, Comtesse de GodoUo,’ said Phellion, interven- 
ing ‘ But It IS a most euphonious name, too * 

‘ As euphonious as you please, my dear , to my ears it 
IS no name at all ’ 

‘It IS a Magyar, or, to speak vulgarly, a Hungarian 
name Our name, now, if any one chose to quarrel with 
It, might be said to seem borrowed from the Greek ’ 

‘ Possibly. But we have the advantage of being well 
known, not only in oUr own neighbourhood but the whole 
educational world, where we have succeeded in making 
an honourable position, whereas, that Hungarian Count- 
ess who rules the roast m the Thuilhers’ house — where 
has she dropped from, I should like to know ? Why on 
earth, with her fine-lady airs — for it cannot be denied that 
the woman has very elegant manners — why, I say, has she 
thrown herself into the arms of Bngitte, who, between you 
and me, smells of the sod, and is the porter’s daughter to 
a degree that makes one sick ? For my part, 1 believe 
that this devoted friend is just an adventuress She scents 
a fortune and is plotting some clever way of turning it to 
advantage ’ 

‘Dear me,’ said Minard, ‘arc you still in ignorance of 
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the beginnings of the intimacy between the Countess and 
the Thuilliers ? ’ 

■‘She is one of their tenants. She has the entresol 
below them.’ ' 

‘Very truej but there is something more than that. 
Zelie, my wife, had it from Josephine, whoj at one time, 
wanted to enter our service; that fell through, however, 
because our Fran^oise, who was leaving to get married, 
changed her mind. You must know then, lady fair, that 
it was owing entirely to Madame de Godollo that the 
Thuilliers migrated at all, and she, in fact, was their up- 
holsterer and decorator.’ 

‘ What ! an upholsterer ! ’ cried Phellion, ‘ that stylish 
woman of whom one might truly say : Incessa patuit dea^ 
which we very inadequately render by the expression, 
“ she treads like a queen.” ’ 

‘ Nay,’ said Minard, ‘ I do not say that Madame de 
' Godollo actually deals in furniture. But at the time when 
Mademoiselle Thuillier, by la Peyrade’s advice, decided 
on managing the subletting of the house by the Madeleine, 
that young gentleman, whose influence is not so para- 
mount as he would like us to believe, could not persuade 
. her, without some strong measure, to go and inhabit the 
magnificent apartment in her own house, where she re- 
ceived us yesterday. Mademoiselle Brigitte argued that 
she must alter all her habits, — that her old friends would 
not come to her in a distant part of town,’ 

‘It is perfectly true,’ said Madame Phellion, ‘that if 
we are to be prepared to take a carriage every Sunday, 
we must have some better amusement in prospect than 
that we are likely to find in their drawing-room. When 
you think that, excepting on the evening when they had that 
little dance in honour of the nomination to the Municipal 
Council, no one ever dreams of opening the piano ! ’ 

‘ It would indeed have been a pleasure to find such a 
talent as yours occasionally called into requisition,’ said 
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Minard, ‘but that \s an idea that would never enter our 
good Brigitte’s head She would have considered that 
two more vvax-lighls would be burning Five-franc pieces 
make the music she loves So, when li Pc)rade and 
Thuillier urged her to leave the apartment in the Rue 
Samt-Domimque-d’Enfcr, her one idea was the expense 
attending tht removal She reflected, and ver) rightl}, 
that the old lumber out of that house would look queer 
indeed among all that gilt panelling ’ 

‘That IS how all things hang together,’ exclaimed Phel- 
(lon, ‘and how, beginning at the top of the social scale, 
luxury, filtering down to the lower classes, involves em- 
pires, sooner or later, in rum * 

‘There, my dear Major, )ou touch on one of the vexed 
questions of social economy. On the other hand, many 
judicious writers are of opinion that luxury is a very im- 
ponant element in the expansion of trade, which 1$, no 
doubt, the life of the state This view, which is not 
yours, It would seem, is that, at any rate, of Madame de 
Godollo, for she is said to have furnished her own rooms 
very daintily, and to tempt Mademoiselle Thuillicr into 
her own elegant courses she made this proposition “ One 
of my fnends,” said she, “a Russian princess, for whom 
one of the first decorators m Pans has just made a mag- 
nificent suite of furniture, has been suddenly recalled by the 
Czar, a gentleman who docs not understand a joke So 
the poor woman is compelled to turn everything she pos- 
sesses into ready money, and I am sure that she will part 
with all her furniture for a quarter of what \t cost her, to 
any one who will pay on the nail It is almost new, and 
there are some pieces that have never been used ’ * 

‘ So then,’ said Madame Phellion, ‘ all the splendour dis- 
played yesterday is cheap and second-hand magnificence ! ’ 
‘Just so, Madame,’ answered Minard ‘And the thing 
that brought Mademoiselle Brigitte to the point of accept- 
ing this splendid offer, was not so much her wish to acquire 
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new furniture as the idea of securing' a great bargain. - 
There is always a vein of Madame la Ressource, in TAvare^ 
in that woman.’ 

‘I think you are mistaken, Monsieur le Maire,’ said 
Phellion. ‘ Madame la Ressource is a character in Turcaret^: 
a very immoral play by Le Sage.’ 

‘ Do you think so ? ’ said Minard. ‘Possibly. — What 
at any rate is quite certain is that while the advocate made 
his way into Brigitte’s good graces by enabling her to buy 
the house, it was by this jobbery over the furniture that the 
foreign lady gained such a footing. Perhaps, indeed, you 
may have observed that there is the beginning of a struggle 
between the two powers — the real and personal estate ! ’ 

‘Yes, indeed!’ cried Madame Phellion, with a sort of 
glee that showed how interesting she found this conversa- 
tion. ‘I observed that the great lady allowed herself to 
contradict our young friend the lawyer, and that she even 
did so with some acerbity.’ 

‘ Oh I it is very marked,’ replied Minard, ‘ and he is too 
keen not to be quite aware of it. And her hostility dis- 
turbs him not a little. He easily got round the Thuilliers, 
for, between you and me, they are not very wide-awake ; 
but in her he feels that he has a capable adversary, and he 
is anxiously seeking her vulnerable point.’ 

‘Indeed,’ said Madame Phellion, ‘it is just retribution. 
This gentleman was for some little time modest and humble, 
but lately he has assumed the most intolerably domineering 
airs in that house ; he flaunted the son-in-law ; and really, 
in the matter of Thuillier’s election, he tricked us all by 
making every one the stepping-stone to his matrimonial 
ambitions.’ 

‘Yes,’ replied Minard. ‘But at this moment I can 
assure you that the man is at a discount. In the first place 
he cannot every day find an opportunity of enabling his 
“ dear fellow,” as he calls him, to buy a freehold worth a 
million francs for a mere song.’ 
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‘Then did they get the house so very cheap?’ asked 
Madame Phellion. 

‘ They bought it for next to nothing, by means of a 
rascally intrigue of which Desroches the attorney told me 
the whole story , as a fact, if the matter came to the know~ 
ledge of the Association, it might get our advocate into a 
very ugly scraps! Now the election to the Chamber lies 
ahead. Our worthy Thuillier’s appetite has grown with 
eating , still he perceives already that when he tries to cut 
that cake. Master la Peyrade will not find it so easy to 
make us his dupes once more That is why they have 
attached an ally in the person of Madame de Godollo, who 
has high connections, it would seem, in political circles. 
However, quite apart from this affair, which is still far 
enough away, the lady is making herself constantly indis- 
pensable to Brigitte , for it must be owned that if it were 
not for the help of the great lady the poor woman m her 
fine gilded drawing-room would look like a rag in a bride’s 
wedding outfit.’ 

‘ Oh, Monsieur le Mairc, you are too cruel ’ * said 
Madame Phellion with a simper 

‘ Nay, but really and truly,’ said Minard, ‘ is Brigitte, is 
Madame Thuillier, in the least capable of presiding over a 
“Salon” ? The Hunganan lady has superintended all the 
arrangements of the house, it was she who secured the 
man-servant who is so well trained and so intelligent , it 
was she who had made out the menu for yesterday’s dinner, 
in short she is the guardian angel of the colony, which, but 
for her assistance, must have been the laughing-stock of the 
whole neighbourhood 

* And there is one very strange thing instead of being, 
as you fancied, a mere parasite like the Provencal, this 
foreign lady, who seems to have a nice little fortune of her 
own, IS not only disinterested but generous The dresses 
worn by Brigitte and by Madame Thuillier, which you 
ladies all remarked, were a present she insisted on making 
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them; and it was as a result of her having presided in 
person at the toilet of our two hostesses, that you saw them 
yesterday not quite such guys as usual.’ 

‘ But what object can she have in view that she shows 
them such maternal devotion ? ’ asked Madame Phellion. 

‘ My dear,’ said Phellion solemnly, ‘ human actions are 
not, thank God ! invariably based on selfish motives and 
the promptings of greedy interest. There are yet some 
hearts to be found who love doing good for its own sake. 
This lady may have seen that our friends were likely to 
lose their way in a sphere of which they did not appreciate 
the height ; and, having guided their first steps to the pur- 
chase of the furniture, she may, as a foster-mother gets 
attached to her charge, have found pleasure in giving them 
the milk of information and advice.’ 

‘Your dear husband ! ’ said Minard to Madame Phellion. 
‘You would think he meant no harm, and he bites the 
piece but ! ’ 

‘ I — bite a piece out ! ’ said Phellion. ‘ I did not intend 
it, nor is it consonant to my habits.’ 

‘ And yet you could hardly put it more plainly that the 
Thuilliers are perfect fools and that Madame de Godollo 
has volunteered to bring them up by hand.’ 

‘ I decline to accept, on behalf of our friends, an in- 
terpretation so derogatory to their high, respectability,’ ' 
replied Phellion. ‘ All I meant to imply was that perhaps 
they lack experience, and that this noble lady places her 
knowledge of the world and its ways' at their disposal; 
but I protest against any attribution of meaning beyond 
the idea thus strictly defined.’ 

‘Still, my dear Major, you must admit that there would 
be something more than want of worldly wisdom in allow- 
ing this la Peyrade to marry Celeste. It would be at once 
stupid and immoral ; for, after all, the advocate’s barefaced 
flirtation with Madame Colleville — ’ 

‘ Monsieur le Maire,’ said Phellion, with aggravated 
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pomposity, ‘Solon, the great law-giver, would assign no 
punishment for parricide, believing the crime to be im- 
possible. I think the same of such gross misconduct as 
you seem to allude to. That Madame CoUeville should 
favour the attentions of Monsieur de la Peyrade while 
meaning to give him her daughter — no, Monsieur, no! 
That is beyonS my imagining. If she were questioned 
on the subject before a tribunal, Madame CoUeville, like 
Marie Antoinette, couM but reply, “ I appeal to all 
mothers ! ” ’ 

* At the same time, my dear,* said his wife, ‘ allow me 
to tell you that Madame CoUeville is abominably prof- 
ligate, and has very sufficiently proved it,’ 

‘Enough of this, my dear,* said Phellion. ‘Indeed, it 
is near the dinner hour, and jt seems to me that by degrees 
we have allowed the conversation to drift on to the mud- 
banks of slander.* 

‘You are full of illusions, my dear friend,* said Minard, 
shaking hands with Phellion; ‘but they are honourable 
illusions, and I envy you. Madame, I have the honour 
— ’ added the Mayor, bowing respectfully to Madame 
Phellion. 

And they went their ways. 

The information supplied by the worthy Mayor of the 
eleventh arrondissement was correct. 

In the Thuilliers’ drawing-room, since their migration 
to the Madeleine quarter, the face and figure of a bevvitch- 
ingly gracious woman was to be found between Brigitte’s 
asperity and Madame Thuillier’s plaintive indolence, giving 
the place an unexpected stamp of elegance. 

It was also true that by this woman’s instrumentality 
Brigitte had effected an investment in furniture not less 
advantageous and far more legitimate than the purchase 
of the freehold. For six thousand francs she had found 
herself in possession of a set of furniture not long since in 
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the workshops, and representing a value of at least thirty 
thousand francs. 

It was no less true that in consequence of this service, 
which went straight to her heart, the old maid had shown 
the handsome foreigner a great deal of the respectful 
deference which her citizen class, in spite of its touchiness 
and jealousy, is far more ready to pay to*^ titles and high 
rank in the social hierarchy than is generally supposed. ' 
The Hungarian Countess was a woman of great tact and 
superior education, and while she assumed the tone of lofty 
control which she thought fit to arrogate over the three per- 
sons she chose to patronise, she took good care not to give 
her influence any taint of irritating or imperious authority. 
On the contrary, she flattered Brigitte’s conceit of being 
a model housekeeper, and, so far as the material expenses 
of her own house were concerned, she affected to consult 
Miss Thuillier, as she called her by way of a pet name ; 
so that while she reserved the administration of the sumptu- 
ary outlay in her own and her neighbours’ rooms, she 
appeared to be giving and taking useful instruction rather 
than asserting her patronage. 

Even la Peyrade himself could make no mistake as to 
the fact that his influence was waning before that of the 
Countess. But this lady’s antagonism was not limited to a 
mere struggle for preeminence. She had boldly expressed 
her disapproval of his pretensions to Celeste’s hand ; she 
extended her protection in the plainest way to Felix the 
professor’ s suit ; and Minard, who had not failed to discern 
this, had taken good care not to mention the fact to those 
whom it most interested, while expatiating on other details. 

Theodose was no doubt all the more distressed at finding 
himself undermined by a hostility which to him seemed 
inexplicable, because he was conscious of having helped to 
get this troublesome adversary into the heart of the citadel. 

His first blunder had been his rash indulgence in the 
barren satisfaction of keeping Cerizet out of his lease ; if 
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BngJtte had not, h) his advice and entreaties, undertaken 
the subletting on her own account, the odds were that she 
would nc\cr have come near Madame de GodoUo 

Another rash act had been to urge the Thuillicrs to leave 
their remote solitude in the Quaitier Latin 

But at that time, the blossoming time of his power over 
them, Thcodosc* believed that his marriage was a settled 
thing, and he was in an almost childish hurr) to take his 
flight towards the superior sphere which seemed to be open- 
ing before him So he had added hts persuasions to those 
of the Hungarian Countess, feeling as though he w ere send- 
ing the Thuillicrs on in advance to make his bed in the 
handsome apartment he was one day to share with them 
And he had foreseen another advantage from this arrange- 
ment , It would remove Celeste from the almost daily 
meetings with a rival whom he could but regard as danger- 
ous Beyond the distance which made it possible * to drop 
in,* Felix could call but seldom, and Theodosc would find 
easier opportunity for lowering him in the opinion of 
Celeste, who had given him a place m her heart only on 
condition of hts aflbrding her such satisfaction on religious 
points as had found him refractory 

Still, more than one obstacle had arisen in the way of 
the Provcn9al’s plans 

If la Peyrade should open wider horizons to the Thuil- 
liers, he would run the risk of introducing rival competitors 
for the exclusive admiration of which he was now the 
object In the provincial atmosphere they breathed, for 
lack of any standard of comparison, Brigitte and the ‘ dear 
fellow ’ had placed Theodosc on an eminence from which 
he must inevitably be dislodged when seen in juxtaposition 
with other types of supenority and fashion Thus, irre- 
spective of the shock obscurely dealt by Madame de Godollo, 
the idea of establishing the transpontine colony was a bad 
one so far as the Thuillicrs were concerned, and not 
much better with regard to the Collevilles 
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This family had moved with their friends to the new 
house, renting the entresol at the back, at a price within 
their means. Colleville, however, complained that the 
rooms were dark and stufiy, and being compelled to go 
every day from the Boulevard de la Madeleine to the Fau- 
bourg Saint-Jacques, where his office was, he grumbled at 
the new arrangements to which he was a Victim, and was 
apt to express his opinion that la Peyrade was a perfect 
tyrant. Madame Colleville, on the other hand, in order to 
be on a par with the other inhabitants of the quarter where 
she had taken up her residence, rushed into a perfect orgy 
of new bonnets, mantles, and dresses; and ,these, necessitat- 
ing extra cheques, led to more or less stormy scenes in the 
household. 

Celeste, to be sure, had fewer opportunities of seeing 
young Phellion, but then there was-less chance of her being 
led into religious discussions; and absence, which endan- 
gers none 'but weak attachments, made her think more 
tenderly and less theologically of the man of her dreams. - 

And all those blunders after all were as nothing as com- 
pared with another source of humiliation which weighed on 
Theodose. For the sum of ten thousand francs, which 
Thuillier had disbursed with a very good grace, la Peyrade 
had promised him, within a week, the Cross of the Legion 
of Honour, the secret ambition of his whole life. 

Now more than two months had elapsed and not a word 
had been heard of the glorious bauble ; and the ex-second 
clerk, who would have been so happy in displaying his 
scrap of red ribbon on the Boulevard de la Madeleine, where 
he paced the asphalt with assiduous regularity, • still had 
but a flower to grace his buttonhole, the privilege of all 
men, of which he was much less proud than Beranger. 

La Peyrade had of course alluded darkly to some unfore- 
seen and unaccountable obstacle which had paralyzed all 
the efforts and all, the good-will of the Comtesse de Bruel; 
but Thuillier did not take this explanation kindly, and in 
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his acute disappointment he was often withm an ace of 
saying, lilk-c Chicaneau m Lti Plaideurs ‘Then guc me 
back the money*’ Ho\\c\cr, he did not come to this 
point because la Pc)rade kept a hold over him through the 
famous pamphlet on ‘Taxation and Redemption’ The 
fuss of removal had hindered its completion While all 
that excitemenf was in the air Thuilhcr could not give his 
mind to the correction of the proofs, which, it may be re- 
membered, he reserved the right to criticise minutely 
The lawyer, clearly understanding that he must strike 
some decisive blow to restore his fast>cvaporating influence, 
seized on this haggling mood to be the fulcrum, as he 
hoped, of a scheme no less deep-laid than bold 

One day, when they were at w-ork on the last pages of 
the pamphlet, a discussion arose over the word ntpsUimy 
which Thuilhcr wished to eliminate from a sentence written 
by la Peyrade, declaring he had never met with it, and that 
It was a ntchium^ that is to say, in the literar) notions of 
the middle-class man, almost as bad as the idea of 1 793 and 
the Reign of Terror As a rule Theodosc took his ‘dear 
fellow’s’ ridiculous notions patiently enough, but that morn- 
mg he got very angry, informing Thuilhcr that he might 
finish the work himself, since he chose to criticise it with 
such acumen and intelligence, and for a few days they did 
not meet 

At first Thuilhcr supposed this to mean merely a passing 
fit of temper, but as time went on and la Peyrade did not 
return, he felt that he must take some steps towards a rec- 
onciliation, so he called on the Provencal to apologise and 
put an end to this fit of the sulks Wishing, however, to 
give this action such a turn as would leave a loophole for his 
self-respect, he went in with an off-hand air and siid — 

‘1 find, my dear boy, that we were both in the right 
Nepotiim means the authority assumed by the Pope’s nephews 
in the direction of the State I looked in the dictionary 
and that is the only meaning given , but from what Phellion 
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tells me it would seem that in political parlance the meaning 
of the word has been extended to include the influence 
exercised illegally by the connivance of corrupt ministers. 
So I believe the expression may stand, though it is not used 
in that sense by Napoleon Landais.’ 

La Peyrade, who, while receiving his visitor, affected to 
be absorbed in the arrangement of his ‘’papers, merely 
shrugged his shoulders and said nothing. 

‘Well,’ said Thuillier, ‘have you looked at the proofs 
of the two last sheets ? — for we really must get on.’ 

‘ If you have sent nothing to the printers,’ replied la 
Peyrade, ‘ we are not likely to get proofs. So far as I am 
concerned, I have not touched the manuscript.’ 

‘ But, my dear Theodose, you cannot have your back up, 
surely, for such a trifle. I do not pretend to be a skilled 
writer ; only, as I put my name to the thing, I think I may 
be allowed an opinion as to a word.’ 

‘ But Mosieu Phellion,’ retorted the lawyer, ‘ is an author j 
and since you consult him, I do not see why you should 
not ask him to help you to finish the work, on which, I 
promise you, I will not touch another line.’ 

‘ Good heavens ! What a temper !’ cried Thuillier. ‘Now 
you are in a rage because I ventured to doubt the use of 
an expression, and took another opinion. But you knew 
perfectly well that I had read part of it to Phellion, Colle- 
ville, Minard, and Barniol, as if the work were my own, to 
judge of its effect on the public, and that is no reason why 
I should sign my name to anything they might choose to 
write. To give you an idea of the confidence I have in 
you : Madame de Godollo, to whom I was reading a few 
pages of it last evening, told me that the pamphlet was 
quite enough to get me into trouble with the public prose- 
cutor ; and do you suppose that would stop me ? ’ , 

‘Indeed,’ said la Peyrade sarcastically, ‘the oracle of 
your household seems to me very far-sighted, and I have no 
wish to bring your head to the block.’ 
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‘All that IS pure nonsense/ said TImillicr ‘Do )ou 
or do )ou not intend to lease me in the lurch ’ * 

‘Literary questions^’ replied the la\s)cr, * lead to quarrels 
between the best friends c\cn more often than political 
differences 1 wish to eliminate c\cr) subject of debate 
between us * 

‘ But, m) dc!ir T^codoie, I never set up for being a man 
of letters, 1 believe I am possessed of \u!«r common 
sense, and I saj what I mean You cannot blame me for 
that, and if )ou plaj me such a scurv) trick as to refuse 
me jour help, it must ccrtainH be because something else 
rankles of which I am whollj unconscious * 

‘Wh) a scunj tnek^ Nothing can be easier for jou 
than not to write the pamphlet, jou '‘ill still be Jerome 
Thuilhcr as jou are now * 

‘ But It w as j ou w ho w ere of opinion that this publica- 
tion might contribute torn) election to the Chamber Be- 
sides, as I tell JOU, I have read portions of u to all our 
friends I have spoken of the pamphlet in the Municipal 
Council, and if it now fails to appear J shall be discredited , 
It will be said that the Government has bnbed me * 

‘You have onl) to saj that \ou arc the friend of the 
incorruptible Phclhon, that will be a sufficient answer 
You might even many Celeste to his nincompoop of a 
son Such a connection would protect you even better 
against anj’ suspicions ' 

‘Theodosc/ said Thuillier, ‘there is something on your 
mind which you will not tell me It is not m nature 
that you should involve your friend in such loss of re- 
spect for a simple matter of one word ’ 

‘Well, yes, then, if you will have it/ said la Peyrade, 
with an air of effort , ‘ I cannot bear ingratitude * 

‘ Nor can I,’ said Thuilhcr, with some spint ‘ And if 
you mean that you accuse me of anything so mean and 
vile, I demand an explanation We must at last speak 
out* What have you to complain of? Of what do you 
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accuse me — the man whom, but a few days since, you 
called your friend ? ’ 

‘ Nothing — and everything,’ said Theodose j ‘ your sis- ' 
ter and you are far too clever to quarrel openly with a 
man who has put a million francs in your pockets at the 
risk of his good name. But I am not so simple but that 
I can understand shades of meaning. Theue are persons 
about you who are making it their business to undermine 
me, and Brigitte’s one idea is to discover some decent 
excuse for not keeping her promises. Men such as I do 
not urge this kind of claim, and I certainly have no wish to 
force myself on anybody; but I confess I was far from 
expecting such treatment.’ 

‘ Come, come,’ said Thuillier, seeing in the lawyer’s 
eye the glitter of a tear, which completely deceived him ; 

‘ I am sure I do not know what Brigitte may have done, 
but one thing is certain, I have never ceased to be your 
sincerest friend.’ 

‘ Oh, no,’ said la Peyrade ; ‘ since I failed in the matter 
of the Cross, I am of no further use but to throw to the 
dogs. And can I, do you suppose, make head, against 
occult' powers ? Why, dear me ! It is, perhaps, this very 
pamphlet — of which you have talked too much by a great 
deal — which annoys the Government, and hinders your 
being promoted. The ministry are such owls that they 
would rather wait to have their hand forced by the suc- 
cess of the work, than yield gracefully and reward you 
simply for past services. But these are political mys- 
teries which are not likely to occur to your sister’s 
mind.’ 

‘ Deuce take it ! ’ said Thuillier. ‘ I fancy I am pretty 
clear-sighted, and really I cannot see that Brigitte has 
changed in her treatment' of you.’ 

‘ Most true ! ’ said la Peyrade. ‘ Your sight is so keen 
that you do not even see that Madame de Godollo always 
at her heels, and that she cannot live without her ! ’ 
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‘So’’ said Thuillier, enlightened, ‘we are suffering 
from a little fit of jealousy.’ 

‘ Jealousy ’ ’ retorted la Peyrade. ‘ I do not know that 
It IS quite the right word. But, at any rate, your sister, 
who is not at all above the common run, and whom you, 
a man of such superior intellect, have allowed to usurp 
the authority she enjoys and abuses — * 

* How can I help it, my dear boy ^ ’ interrupted Thuil- 
lier, inhaling the compliment, ‘she is so absolutely devoted 
to me ’ 

‘Such weakness is very pardonable,’ said Theodose, 
‘ still, I repeat it, your sister is no match for your little 
finger. Well, as I was saying, when a man of such intel- 
ligence, as you will, I am sure, allow me, does her the 
honour to advise her and serve her as zealously as I have 
done, It cannot be pleasant for him to see himself cut out, 
supplanted in her confidence, by a woman fallen from 
heaven knows where, and all on account of some frippery 
curtains and old chairs she was able to buy cheap,’ 

‘ With women, as you know,’ said Thuilher, ‘ house- 
hold economy is paramount * 

‘ And I may tell you that Brigitte, who meddles in 
everything, also imagines she can rule our love affairs with 
a high hand Since you are so clear-sighted, you must 
have observed that in Bngitte’s mind nothing is less settled 
than my marriage to Mademoiselle CoUeviUe And yet 
my affection has been solemnly authorised by you.’ 

‘Yes, and by heaven,’ said Thmllier, ‘I should like to 
see anybody try to meddle with our arrangements ’ 

‘ Setting Brigitte aside,’ replied the lawyer, ‘ I can tell 
you of some one who is quite determined to meddle, and 
that IS Madetnaiselle Celeste herself In spite of the ap- 
parent barrier between them, m their difference of opinion 
on religious questions, her head is very candidly full of 
that young Phellion ’ 

‘ And why not insist on Flavie’s setting that to rights ? ’ 
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‘ Flavie, my dear fellow ! No one knows what she is 
better than you. She is the woman rather than the mother. 
I found myself let in for a little mild love-making j and 
though she approves of the marriage, you understand she 
has not set her heart on it.’ 

‘Very well,’ said Thuillier, ‘then I will take it upon 
myself to speak to Celeste. It shall not be* said that we 
were beaten by a little girl.’ 

‘ On no account,’ cried la Peyrade j ‘ I particularly wish 
that you should not interfere in this matter. Excepting 
as regards your sister, you have a will of iron, and I will 
not have it said that you forced Celeste into my arms. 
^On the contrary, I wish the child to be left sole mistress 
of her heart ; only I think I have a right to ask that she 
should decide definitely between me and Monsieur Felix, 
for I really cannot remain in this suspense, which is un- 
dermining me. That the marriage should be hung up till 
you are elected deputy is too vague j I cannot submit to 
see the most important step of my life left to the chances 
of the future *, besides, this arrangement, to which I gave 
in at first, has the smell of a bargain about it which I do 
not at all like. 

‘ I feel that I must tell you a secret ; a confidence to 
which I am driven by all the difficulties I am exposed to. 
Dutocq can tell you that before you lost the house in Rue 
Saint-Dominique, an heiress was proposed to me, in his 
presence, quite seriously, with a larger fortune than you 
can. leave to Mademoiselle Colleville. I refused — because 
I am fool enough to have lost my heart, and because a con- 
nection with so respectable a family as yours seems to me 
supremely desirable. Still, Brigitte must be made to under- 
stand that, even if Celeste throws me over, I am not left 
destitute.’ 

‘ That I can easily believe,’ said Thuillier. ‘ But to 
leave the whole decision to that little brain — especially 
if, as you say, she has a fancy for Felix ! ’ 
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‘That I cannot consider,* said the lawyer. *At any 
cost I must escape from the present predicament — it is 
intolerable, so far as I am concerned. You talk of your 
pamphlet, I am incapable of finishing it. You, as a man 
who have known something of women, must be well aware 
of the dominion the malignant creatures can exert over 
our life and being.* 

‘ Yes indeed ! ’ said XhuilUcr fatuously. ‘ I have been 
a lover i but I have not often been a slave; I have taken 
some and left others.’ 

‘ But I, with my southern temperament, am a prey to 
passion; besides. Celeste has a greater charm than the 
mere success of winning favours. Brought up as she 
has been by you, under your eye, she is an adorable girl ; 
but it is folly to have allowed that young fellow, who is 
in every respect unsuitable, to take possession of her 
fancy.’ 

‘You are right ten times over. But they have been 
intimate from their childhood; Felix and she played to- 
gether, and you only appeared on the scene at a later 
date. In fact, it is a proof of our high opinion of you, 
that as soon as you came we were ready to give up our 
old plans.’ 

‘ You were, yes,’ said Th^dose. * You, with literary 
ideas and proclivities, — often full of brilliant wit and good 
sense, — have a heart of gold. With you I know where 
I stand, and you know what you want ; but you will see, 
if you say a word to Brigitte about hastening on this 
marriage, she will fight tooth and nail.’ 

‘I believe firmly that Brigitte has always wished to see 
you her son-in-law, if I may so express myself ; but if 
she does not, I beg you to rest assured that in matters 
of importance I can assert my will. Only let us be sure 
exactly what it is that you want. Then we will start, — 
left, right, — and you will see all. will be well.’ 

‘I want, in the first place,* said la Peyrade, *to put 
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the finishing touches to your pamphlet, for you must be 
my first consideration.’ 

‘ Certainly,’ said Thuillier ; ‘ it would not do to be 
wrecked in sight of land.’ 

‘ Well, then. Starting from the idea that I am annihi- 
lated, overthrown by the thought of this marriage which 
remains hung up, I tell you you will not get a page out 
of me, by hook or by crook, till the question is settled.’ 

‘ And what is the question ; how do you formulate it ? ’ 
asked Thuillier. 

‘ Obviously, if Celeste decides against me, I must wish 
to know my fate at once. If it is my fate to marry, for 
“reason,” at least I ought not to miss the opportunity 
of which I have spoken.’ 

‘ Very good. And how much time do you give us ? ’ 

‘ It seems to me that any girl may know her own mind 
in the course of a fortnight.’ 

‘ Beyond a doubt. But I do not like the idea of Ce- 
leste’s pronouncing sentence without appeal.’ 

‘ I will take my chance. I shall be released from sus- 
pense, which is the most important point; and then, 
between you and me, I am not staking so rashly as you 
might think. It is not in a fortnight that a son of Phellion’s, 
that is to say, obstinacy incarnate in folly, will get over his 
philosophic doubts ; and Celeste will certainly not accept 
him for her husband till he has given proofs of conversion.’ 

‘ That is highly probable. But supposing Celeste were 
to temporise, and would not decide on either alternative ? ’ 

‘ That is your business,’ said the Provencal. ‘ I do not 
know what parental authority may be in Paris, but I do 
know that in our good town of Avignon and those parts 
I never heard of a little girl being allowed such liberty. 
If you, and your sister, — granting that she plays fair, — 
and a father and mother, cannot among you make a child, 
on whom you are bestowing a fortune, agree to a request 
so simple and reasonable as that she should freely choose 
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between two suitors — good-moming’ You must write 
over the door of }our house that Celeste is queen and 
sovereign ’ 

‘We have not quite come to that,* said Thuillicr, with a 
competent air 

‘As to you, old fellow, I must put )ou off till Celeste 
has made up*hcr mind Then, for good or for ill, I will 
set to work, and in three da}S it will be finished ' 

‘At any rate,’ said Thuilher, ‘ I know what jou have on 
your mind I will talk it over with Bngittc * 

‘ That IS but a lame conclusion,’ said la Peyrade ‘ How- 
ever, so matters stand, unfortunate)) ’ 

‘What do you mean > ’ 

‘I should, as you may suppose, prefer to be told that the 
matter is settled But old creases cannot be smoothed out ’ 
‘What then I Do )ou imagine that I am a man devoid 
of will and independence 

‘ No But I should like to be in a corner to see how 
you will open the question with your sister * 

‘ I shall open it very frankly, and a very determined / 
vjtll shall settle every objection * 

‘Oh, my dear old fellow,’ said la Pejrade, slapping him 
on the shoulder, ‘ since the time of Chrysalc, in Lt: hemmts 
Savantes^ how much warlike thunder has lowered its tone 
before the will of a woman accustomed to domineer ' ’ 

‘ That remains to be seen,’ said Thuilher, effecting a 
stage exit 

His anxiety to see the pamphlet finished, and the doubts 
so ingeniously hinted as to the inflexibility of his will, had 
turned him into a raging tiger He went away in the 
mood to put the whole household to fire and sword, if his 
will were defied 

As soon as he was at home, he attacked Brigitte on the 
subject She, with her crude good sense and selfishness, 
pointed out to him that by thus hurrying forward the time 
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originally fixed for la Peyrade’s marriage, they were very 
foolishly disarming themselves j they could not feel certain 
that, when the election should take place, the lawyer would 
still devote himself with zeal to insuring their success. ‘ It 
would be the Legion of Honour over again,’ said the old 
maid. 

‘ There is a difference,’ replied ThuilHer.* ‘ The Cross 
does not depend directly on la Peyrade, whereas he can 
make what use he pleases of the influence he has acquired 
in the twelfth arrondissement.’ 

‘And if it should be his pleasure,’ retorted Brigitte, 
‘ when we have set him on his feet, to use it for himself 
— the fellow is ambitious.’ 

This danger did, indeed, strike the hopeful candidate; 
still, he fancied there was some guarantee in la Peyrade’s 
moral sense. 

‘The man has not a delicate sense of honour,’ said 
Brigitte, ‘ who comes to force a bargain on you ; and this 
way of making us dance on our hind-legs like poodles, for 
a lump of sugar, before giving you the end of your pam- 
phlet, does not please me at all. Could you not get Phel- 
lion to help you, and be rid of Theodose ? Or else, now 
I think of it, Madame de Godollo, who knows all the 
political world, could no doubt find you a journalist. 
They are all out at elbows, I have heard ; for twenty 
crowns the thing would be done.’ 

‘ And my secret,’ said Thuillier, ‘ would be known to 
three or four persons. No ; I positively need la Peyrade ; 
he feels it, and can dictate terms. And, after all, we prom- 
ised he should marry Celeste ; it is forestalling it by a year 
at most — a year ? — a few months, a few weeks only, per- 
haps ; the King may dissolve the Chamber at the moment 
when no one expects it.’ 

‘ But if Celeste will have nothing to say to him,’ Brigitte 
suggested. 

‘Celeste! Celeste, indeed !’ cried Thuillier. ‘She -must 
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do « hat IS required of her That should hav c been thought 
of before uc pledged oursclics to la Pc)radc, for, after 
all, we ha\c given him our word And arc we not giving 
the child a choice beiw cen him and Phclhon * ’ 

* So that if Celeste should decide in fav our of Felix,* said 
the sceptical Brigitte, *)ou would still believe in h Pev- 
radc’s dcvotiort to }ou?* 

‘What can I do* These are his condition* Besides, the 
rascal has calculated closel) He knows that I clix will never 
make up his mind to bring the girl accnificatc of confession, 
and that, short of that, the little slut will never accept him 
as her husband La I’e)r3dc*s game is a ver) clever one ’ 
‘ Much too clever,* said Brigitte * However, settle the 
business as you choose I will have nothing to do with it, 
all these roundabout wa)s arc not to m) taste ’ 

Thuillicr next saw Madame Collcvillc, and intimated to 
her that she was to communicate to Celeste the plans that 
depended on her 

Celeste had never been oHictal]) authorised to indulge 
her inclinations with regard to Ftltx Phellion On the 
contrary, at an earlier stage of affairs, J Javic had cxprcssl) 
forbidden her to give the joung professor anj hope, still, 
as she felt herself supported by Madame Thuillicr, her god- 
mother, the sole recipient of her confidence, she gentlj let 
herself glide, without particularly troubling herself as to the 
difficulties that might some day stand in the wa) of her 
choice Consequently, when she was commanded to decide 
between Felix and Theodosc, the guileless girl saw onl) one 
side of the alternative, and fancied that she had gnmed an 
immense advantage by an arrangement which left her free 
to dispose of herself in obedience to the impulse of her 
heart 

But la Peyrade had not been mistaken when he reckoned 
on the young girl s religious intolerance on one hand, and, 
on the other, on Phellion s philosophic obduracy, as invin- 
cible obstacles to their engagement 
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On the 'very evening of the day when Flavie had received 
instructions to communicate to Celeste the sovereign will . 
of Thuillier, the Phellions came to spend the evening with 
Brigitte, and a lively encounter took place between these 
two young people. Mademoiselle Colleville did not need 
the warning hinted by her mother that it would be highly 
indelicate to introduce into her controversial arguments any 
reference to the conditional approbation vouchsafed to their 
affection. Celeste was at once too honourable and too fer- 
vendy religious to wish that the man she loved should owe 
his conversion to any motive but conviction. 

The evening was spent in theological discussions, and 
love is so strange a Proteus and can assume such undreamed- 
of shapes, that he figured that evening in the black robe 
and beretta with far better grace than might be supposed. 
Still Phellion fils was extraordinarily ill-starred in this en- 
counter, of which he knew not the importance. Besides 
yielding nothing, he affected a light and ironical tone, and 
put poor Celeste at last into such a frenzy of distress that 
she conveyed to him her wish that all should be at an end, 
and that he should never speak to her again. 

In such a case a lover of more experience would have 
seen her again the next morning, for two hearts are never 
nearer to a mutual understanding than when they have 
agreed to the necessity of an eternal parting. But this law- 
is not to be found in a table of ' logarithms, and Felix, quite 
incapable of divining it, believed himself seriously and for- 
ever forbidden her presence ; in fact, during the whole fort- 
night granted the girl for mature deliberation (as the French 
code has it in certain questions of inheritance), though 
Celeste was expecting him every day and every minute, and 
thinking no more of la Peyrade than if he had nothing to 
do with the matter, the pitiable youth • never had the re- 
motest thought of breaking the ban. 

Fortunately for this uninspired lover, a benevolent fairy 
was keeping guard over him, and this was what happened 
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on the day before that on which Celeste was to pronounce 
her decision 

It was a Sunday, on which day the Thuilhers still held 
their weekly receptions 

Madame Phellion, fully convinced that the system of 
greasing the cook’s palm, or, as the French say, ‘mak- 
ing the basket dance,’ is often the ruin of a prosperous 
household, was m the habit of going to market herself 
at the shops whence she supplied herself From time 
immemorial in the Phellion family Sunday^ was sacred to 
the pot-au-feu (the stewed beef that is a standing dish in 
French households), and the great citizen’s wife in the 
carefully shabby attire affected by ladies when they go 
marketing, had come back very prosaically from the 
butcher’s, followed by the cook, who earned in her basket 
a noble cut of fresh top-side of beef Twice already had 
she rung at her door, and a ternfic storm was gathering 
to fall on the head of the boy who by his delay was placing 
his mistress in a far worse predicament than that of Louis 
XIV , who was only almoit kept waiting In her furious 
impatience, Madame Phellion had just given the bell a third 
and violent pull Imagine her confusion and disturbance 
when at this very moment a small coupe came rattling up to 
the main door of the house, she saw a lady step out, and 
m this untimely and unlooked-for caller she recognised the 
elegant Countess Torna de Godollo 

The unhappy housewife, blushing purple, lost her head 
and plunged headlong into apologies , she would no doubt 
have aggravated her already painful position, but that hap- 
pily Phellion, startled by the repeated peals of the bell, came 
out of his study robed in his dressing-gown and crowned 
with a smobng-cap, to see what was the matter 

After a speech of which the pompous grace went far 
towards compensating for the costume it was intended to 
excuse, the citizen, with the calm presence of mind that 
never deserted him, gallantly offered his arm to the fair 



2,74 The Middle Classes 

foreigner, and, having led her into the drawing-room, 
began : — 

‘May I without indiscretion ask you, Madame la Com- 
tesse, to what we owe the unexpected honour of this 
visit ? ’ 

‘ I was anxious,’ said the Hungarian lady, ‘ to speak with 
Madame Phellion of a matter she must have much at heart. 
I never have a chance of seeing her alone; so, though 
indeed we are hardly acquainted, I made so bold as to seek 
her here.’ 

‘-Nay, indeed, Madame, you do our humble dwelling 
honour. But what has become of Madame Phellion ? ’ 
the good man impatiently added, and he went to the 
door. 

‘No, I entreat you,’ said the Countess, ‘do not disturb 
her. I have come clumsily enough just at an inconvenient 
moment for her household arrangements. Brigitte is be- 
ginning to train me very well, and I know that the cares 
of a house-mistress ought to be respected. And, after all, 
I am not to be pitied ; I have the consolation of your com- 
pany, on which I had not ventured to count.’ 

Before Phellion could reply to this amiable speech, Ma- 
dame Phellion came in ; a cap with smart bows had taken 
the place of her market-bonnet and an ample shawl covered 
the other defects of her morning attire. As his wife came 
in, Phellion was about to withdraw. 

‘ Monsieur Phellion,’ said the Countess, ‘ you will not 
be in the way at the conference I have sought with Madame. 
On the contrary, your admirable judgment can only be val- 
uable in throwing light on a subject in which you are as 
deeply interested as your excellent wife; it is the marriage 
of your son.’ 

‘ Of my son ! ’ echoed Madame Phellion, with great 
amazement ; ‘ why, I did not know that anything of the 
kind was just now under discussion.’ 

‘That Monsieur Felix should marry Celeste, is, I fancy, 
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a thing ) 0 U wish, if not actuall) a project?’ said the 
Countess 

‘We have taken no definite steps to that end, Madame,’ 
said Phellion 

‘I know that — only too well,’ replied the Hunganan 
lady, ‘for, on the contrary, ever) member of jour family 
seems *o be doihg their utmost to counteract my efforts 
However, one thing is clear, and that is, that in spite of 
all the silence, and I may say quite piaml), all the clumsi- 
ness, that has attended this business, the two joung people 
love each other and will be greatly to be pitied if they arc 
not united It is to avert that disaster that 1 have taken the 
step of calling on jou this morning* 

‘We cannot but be deeply touched, Madame, by the 
interest you are so kind as to feel in our boy’s happiness , 
but, to tell the truth, that interest — ’ 

‘Is so inexplicable,’ the lady hastily put m, ‘that it 
rouses your suspicions ’ ’ 

‘Oh* Madame,’ said Phellion, with a respectfully depre- 
cating bow 

‘ Bless me,* said the Hunganan, ‘ the explanation is ex- 
tremely simple I have studied Celeste, and in that sweet 
and artless child I can discern a moral steadfastness which 
would make me greatly regret her being sacnficed ' 

‘ Indeed it is true, Madame Celeste is an angel of 
sweetness * 

‘As regards Monsieur Felix, I venture to feel an interest 
in him, for I see in him the worthy son of a most virtuous 
father — ’ 

‘Madame, spare me*’ said Phellion, with another low 
bow 

‘ But he also has, in my eyes, the charm of that shyness 
of true love which may be seen in all his looks and heard 
in his speech We women find infinite delight in seeing 
the passion under an aspect which threatens no disappoint- 
ment, no disillusions ’ 
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ff * My son, to be sure, is not showy,’ said Madame 
I'hellion, with a hardly perceptible touch of rancour. ‘ He 
is not a young man of fashion.’ 

‘ But he has more essential qualities,’ the Countess went 
on, ‘ merit unconscious of itself, the crown of intellectual 
superiority.’ 

‘Really, Madame,’ said Phellion, ‘yoK compel us to 
hear things — ’ 

‘ Which are not in excess of the truth,’ interrupted the 
Countess. ‘ Another reason which leads me to exert my- 
self for the happiness of these two young people is that I 
have no interest whatever in that of Monsieur de la Peyrade, 
who is false and avaricious. That -man hopes to build up 
the success of his inveigling schemes on the ruins of their 
happiness.’ 

‘ There can be no doubt,’ said Phellion, ‘ that there are 
impenetrable depths in Monsieur de la Peyrade on which it 
is difficult to cast a gleam of light.’ 

‘ And as it is my misfortune,’ Madame Godollo went on, 
‘ to have a man of that character for a husband, the mere 
thought of all the misery in store for Celeste under such an 
unhappy union inspired me, for her sake, with the charita- 
ble impulse which now I hope has ceased to surprise you.’ 

‘We did not need such conclusive explanations as you 
have given us to throw light on your conduct, Madame,’ 
said Phellion, ‘ But with regard to the blunders by which 
we have nullified your generous efforts, I must own that, 
with a view to preserving us from repeating them, it might 
be as well if you would point them out to us.’ 

‘ How long is it, for instance,’ said the Countess, ‘ since 
any member of your family set foot in the Thuilliers’ 
house ? ’ 

‘Well, if I remember rightly,’ said Phellion, ‘we were 
there on the Sunday after the house-warming dinner.’ 

‘Yes, a full fortnight!’ said the lady. ‘And do you 
suppose that nothing happens in a fortnight ? ’ 
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‘Ccrtainl), much maj happen, since in 1830 tt took 
onl) three dajs to overthrow t perjured d) nasty and found 
the order of things under which we now live ’ 

‘You see/ said Madame de Godollo * Well, and that 
evening, did nothing pass between Celeste and )our son ? ’ 
‘Indeed, the) had a most painful explanation on the 
matter of ni) s»n*s religious views For it must be owned 
that good little Celeste, who is in ever) other respect a 
charming creature, is somewhat fanatical on the question 
of piet) ’ 

‘That I grant/ said the Countess ‘ But she has been 
brought up by such a mother— -as )OU know She has 
never seen the face of true ptctv^onlj US mask Repentant 
iVIagdalens of thetjpeof Madame CoIIcmIIc aUva)S insist 
on pretending to live in a desert with a death’s head for 
company 1 hc) fancy it impossible to be sav ed on cheaper 
terms But, after all, what was it that Celeste asked of 
Monsieur Felix ? That he should read the JmttoUsn ef 
Chnst * 

‘ He had read ii, Madame/ said Phclhon, ‘ he considers 
K a very wcU written book, but his convictions, unfortu- 
nately, have not been even shaken by reading it ’ 

‘ And do you think it skilful of him not to have been 
able to yield one jot of his inflexible convictions to his 
lady love ? ' 

‘ My son, Madame, never had from me the least train- 
ing in such skill , honesty and good faith are the prin- 
ciples I endeavoured to inculcate * 

‘ It does not seem to me. Monsieur, that a man is false 
to his honour when, m dealing with a perverse mood, he 
goes a little out of his way to avoid irritating it However, 
admitting that Monsieur Felix owed it to his self-respect 
to be the iron wall against which Celeste’s entreaties beat 
in vain, was that a reason, after this scene — which was 
not the first of the kind, though it wAs by way of being 
final — that, when he had the chance of meeting her in 
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Brigitte’s drawing-room, which is neutral ground, he should 
sulk in his tents for a fortnight ? Above all, that he 
should crown this fit of temper by a proceeding which is 
quite beyond my comprehension, and which, having just 
come to our knowledge, has filled Celeste at once with 
despair and with a feeling of extreme indignation ? ’ 

‘ Can my son have been capable of any such proceed- 
ing ? Impossible, Madame ! ’ cried Phellion. ‘ What it 
is I know not, but I cannot hesitate to say that you must 
have been misinformed.’ 

‘ And yet nothing can be more certain. Young Colle- 
ville, who to-day has an exeat^ has just told us that for 
more than a week Monsieur Felix, who has latterly been 
coming to give him his lesson every alternate day, with 
the greatest punctuality, has entirely ceased to come near 
him. Now, unless your son is ill, I cannot help saying 
that this is to the last degree ill-judged. In the position 
in which he stood to the sister, he should rather have given 
the boy two lessons a day, than select such a moment for 
withdrawing his help.’ 

The Phellions, , husband and wife, looked at each other 
as if in consultation as to their reply. 

‘ My son, Madame,’ said Madame Phellion, ‘ is not ex- 
actly ill ; but since you lead us to speak, by telling us of 
this fact, — which is, I must own, most extraordinary and 
utterly unlike his character and habit of mind, — I must 
confess that since the day when Celeste seemed to convey 
that all was at end between them, Felix has been in a very 
strange state of mind. Monsieur Phellion and I are much 
worried about it.’ 

‘ Yes, Madame,’ Phellion added, ‘ the young man is 
certainly not himself.’ 

‘ What, then, ails him ? ’ asked the Countess, with much 
interest. 

‘ In the first place,’ said Phellion, ‘ that evening, after 
the scene, my son, on his return home, shed burning' tears 
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on his mother’s shoulder, giving us to understand that his 
happiness was mined for life * 

^So far all is natural enough/ said Madame dc GodoUo, 
‘lovers alwa}S sec the darkest side of ever) thing ’ 

‘No doulit/ said Madame Phcllion, ‘hut from that 
moment Felix has never even rcmotel) alluded to his mis- 
fortune, and on the following da) he threw himself into 
his studies again with a sort of frenz) , do )ou think 
that equall) natural 

‘ Even that ma) be accounted for. Stud) is said to be 
a great comfoner* 

‘Nothing can be more truc/obsened Phcllion ‘But in 
all my son’s appearance and conduct there is 3 touch of 
excitement) and at the same time an intcnsit) of concen- 
tration, that )ou can seared) conccwc of If )ou speak 
to thc)outh, he seems not to hear, he sits down to the 
table and forgets to cat, or tales his food with such indif- 
ference as the medical faculty considers very bad for the 
digestion, he has to be reminded of his ordinary duties 
and regular occupations, and he is generally regulaniy 
Itself Then, the other day, ivhilc he was at the Observa- 
tory, where he now spends every evening, never coming 
m till very late, I took upon myself to go into his room and 
look over his papers 1 was appalled, Madame, at finding 
a note book full of algebraical calculations which seemed to 
tnc 10 extend beyond the powers of the human mlellcct ’ 

‘ perhaps he is on the track of some grand problem,’ 
said the Countess 

‘ Or on the road to madness,* said Madame Phcllion, 
With a sigh, and lowering her voice 

‘That IS hardly likely, said Madonwr dc GodoUa, ‘a 
man of such a calm temperament and sound good sense 
IS not liable to such disaster But I know of a misfortune 
far more imminent, between this and to-morrow, if we 
cannot effect a master stroke this evening Celeste may 
indeed be lost to him forever* 
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‘ How is that ? ’ asked the parents, in a breath. 

‘ Perhaps you are not aware,’ the lady went on, ‘ that 
Thuillier and his sister definitely pledged themselves to 
promote a marriage between Celeste and Monsieur de la 
Peyrade ? ’ 

‘We had our suspicions,’ replied Madame Phellion. 

‘ Still, the fulfilment of the bargain was fifced for a some- 
what remote date, and contingent on certain conditions. 
Monsieur de la Peyrade, after securing them the possession 
of their new house, was to obtain for Monsieur Thuillier 
the Cross of the Legion of Honour, to write a political 
pamphlet in his name, and to conduct an election by which 
he was to win a seat in the Chamber of Deputies. It was 
like a romance of chivalry in which the hero, to obtain 
the hand of the princess, was required to exterminate a 
dragon.’ 

‘ The Countess is very witty,’ said Madame Phellion to 
her husband, who signed to her not to interrupt. 

‘ I have not time,’ the Countess went on, ‘ nor is it of 
any use to expatiate on the tricks by which Monsieur de la 
Peyrade has managed to hurry matters to a conclusion. 
What it is important that you should know is this : by his 
contrivance. Celeste has been compelled to make a final 
choice between him and Monsieur Felix. The poor child 
was given a fortnight in which to decide ; the time is up 
to-morrow, and in consequence of the disastrous effect on 
her mind, produced by your son’s attitude and conduct, 
there is very real danger that she may sacrifice her best 
feelings and instincts to the evil promptings of her out- 
raged affections.’ 

‘ But what is to be done, Madame ? ’ asked Phellion. 

‘ Fight it out, Monsieur. Come in full force this evening 
to the Thuilliers, persuade Monsieur Felix to accompany 
you, lecture him well, and make him yield a little of the 
rigidity of his philosophical opinions. “Paris is worth a 
Mass,” said Henri IV. ; at any rate, let him avoid such 
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questions Surely, his heart can supply him with accents 
that may appeal to the woman who loves him, and that is 
a long stride towards her thinking him in the right I 
shall be there I will help him to the utmost of my power, 
and perhaps, on the spur of the moment, I may hit on some 
means of making my support effective One thing is cer- 
tain, a great bdttle must be fouglit this evening, and if we 
do not, every one of us, do our duty, the victory may be 
won by that la Peyrade ' 

‘ My son is not at home, Madame,* answered Phellion, 
‘and I am very sorry, for your eager interest and warm 
encouragement might have shaken him from his torpor 
However, I will set all the gravity of the case before his 
eyes, and he shall most undoubtedly accompany us this 
evening to the Thuilliers* house * 

‘I need not say,* added the Countess, as she rose, ‘that 
we must carefully avoid every appearance of collusion 
We must not consult together, and unless the circum- 
stances should quite naturally lead to it, we had better not 
even speak to each other ’ 

‘ Rely on my prudence, Madame,* replied Phellion, ‘and, 
at the same time, permit me to offer you the expression — * 
‘ Of your most respectful esteem > ’ interrupted the lady, 
laughing 

‘No, Madame, I reserve that for the close of a letter,* 
answered Phellion solemnly ‘ Allow me, I beg of you, to 
express my most fervent and perpetual gratitude * 

‘We will talk about that, when we are out of the 
scrape,’ said Madame de Godollo, going towards the door, 
‘and if Madame Phellion, the tenderest and most virtuous 
of wives and mothers, will grant me a small place in her 
regard, I shall be more than paid for my exertions ’ 

Madame Phellion plunged into compliments without end 
The Countess, handed to her carnage by Phellion, was 
already out of sight, while Phellion was still sending after 
her a volley of respectful thanks 
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By degrees, as the company from the Quartier Latin 
dwindled away from Brigitte’s drawing-room, and showed 
diminished assiduity, a more living stratum of Parisian 
vitality filtered in. The town councillor had drawn some 
important recruits from among his colleagues on the Mu- 
nicipal Board and the upper employes in the prefecture; 
the Mayor of the arrondissement and hife deputies, on 
whom Thuillier had called on settling in his new house, 
had hastened to return the civility, and a few of the officers 
of the First Legion had also called. 

The house itself had contributed a contingent ; several 
newly established tenants lent a fresh aspect to the Sun- 
day evening ' parties. Among these must be mentioned 
Rabourdin, formerly the head of the I'oom in^ which Thuil- 
lier had had a place in the Exchequer. Having been so un- 
happy as to lose his wife, whose ‘ salon ’ had once held its 
own in rivalry with Madame Colleville’s, Rabourdin now 
lived in bachelor quarters on the third floor, over the rooms 
let to Cardot, the honorary notary. In consequence of an 
odious case of favouritism, by which he was passed over, 
he sent in his resignation of the public service, and at the 
time when Thuillier again came across him he was a 
director of one of the myriad projected railways, which 
was constantly postponed by parliamentary rivalry and 
delays. 

It may here be incidentally mentione'd that Phellion’s 
meeting again with this really clever man of business, now 
a man of consequence in the financial world, afforded this 
worthy and honest citizen an opportunity of once more 
showing his native magnanimity. At the time when 
Rabourdin had found himself compelled to retire, Phellion 
alone, of all the clerks in his department, had been faith- 
ful to him in his reverses. Rabourdin, now in a position 
to dispense places, as soon as chance threw his staunch 
supporter in his way, was prompt to offer him an easy and 
lucrative position. 
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‘ Mosieur,’ said Phellion, * your kindness touches me, and 
does me honour, but in honesty I must make a confession, 
which I can but beg you not to take amiss : I have no 
belief in these iron roads or railways.’ 

‘You have every right to your own opinion,’ said 
Rabourdin, with a smile. ‘But meanwhile we are re- 
munerating ouV servants on a very satisfactory scale, and 
I should be happy to have you on my staff. I know by 
experience that you are a man to be relied on.’ 

‘ Mosieur,’ said the Great Citizen, ‘ I did my duty and 
nothing more. As to the offer you are good enough to 
make me, I cannot accept it. I am content with my 
modest position j I do not need or wish to embark on a 
more responsible career ; I may say, with the Latin poet : — 

‘ “ ClaudtU jam vivos.^ pueri^ sot frata hiberunt." ’ 

Thus raised in the social scale, the Thuilliers’ evenings 
now needed another element of vitality, and to speak like 
Madelon in Let Pricuuses rtdtculesy this ‘frightful dearth 
of amusement,’ of which Madame Phellion had spoken to 
Minard, needed a remedy. Thanks to Madame de Godollo, 
the general in command, who took advantage of Colleville’s 
connection with the musical world, some performere intro- 
duced a variety into the perpetual boston and bouillotte. 
Then these old-fashioned games soon made way for whist, 
the only amusement, said the Hungarian, by which decent 
people could kill time. 

Just as Louis XVI. began by setting the example of the 
reforms under which his throne was ultimately crushed, 
Brigitte at first encouraged this domestic revolution, and her 
wish to maintain her position becomingly in the neighbour- 
hood to which she had made up her mind to move, made 
her docile to every suggestion for comfort and elegance. 
But on the day when the scene occurred which we are 
about to relate, a detail, apparently trivial, had suddenly 
revealed to her the danger of the slope on which she was 
standing. 
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Most of the new guests invited by Thuillicr were 
ignorant of his sister’s supremacy in the house ; on 
arriving, they begged their host to introduce them to 
Madame Thuillier, and he, of course, could not tell them 
that his wife was but a dummy queen trembling under the 
iron hand ' of a Richelieu in petticoats, who was the sole 
responsible authority. So it was only after their first 
homage had been paid to the titular sovereign that these 
newcomers were presented to Brigitte, and the sternness 
of her demeanour, resulting from her vexation at this 
transfer of dignity, hardly encouraged them to take any 
further trouble to please her. 

Alive to this loss of importance — ‘If I do not take 
' care,’ thought this Queen Elizabeth, with the keen instinct 
for preeminence which was her consuming passion, ‘ I 
shall become a mere nobody.’ 

And pondering this idea, she began to think that under 
the conditions of a common household shared with la Peyrade 
as Celeste’s husband, the decline she was beginning to fear 
might be further complicated. At once, by some sudden 
intuition, Felix Phellion — a good young man, too much 
absorbed in mathematics ever to become a formidable rival 
to her rule — struck her as a far more suitable match than 
the audacious lawyer; so, .when she saw the Phellions 
arrive without their son, she was the first to be uneasy 
at his absence. In spite of Madame de Godollo’s advances, 
this shocking lover had acted on the last line of Millevoye’s 
famous lament : — 

“ Et son amante ne v 'mt pas.” 

(The beloved came not.) 

As may easily be supposed, Brigitte was not the only 
person to remark the luckless youth’s rigid absenteeism ; 
Madame Thuillier very guilelessly, and Celeste with 
assumed indifference, also expressed their surprise. As 
to Madame de Godollo, who, though she had a remarkably 
fine voice, had hitherto needed mueh entreating to sing, 
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when she perceived how little heed Felix had paid to her 
counsels, she went to beg Madame Phcllion to be good 
enough to accompanj her, and between the two verses of 
a fashionable ballad — 

‘Where is jour son ?* she asLcd 

‘He IS coming prcsentlj,* answered Madame Phellion 
‘ His father rated him soundly , but there is a conjunction 
of some planets to-night, a great occasion at the observa- 
tory, and he was obliged to go — * 

‘How can a man be so inconccivablj clumsy^* said 
the Countess ‘Theology was not bad enough, but 
astronomy must be lugged n • * 

Irritation gave her voice increased brilliancy, and she 
ended her song amid what the English call a thunder 
of applause 

Theodosc, who was m mortal dread of her, was not 
backward in paying her his tribute of admiration as she 
resumed her seat , but she accepted his compliments with 
coldness amounting to incivility, and their hostility was 
but fomented 

He went off to console himself with Flavie She still 
had too much pretension to beauty not to hate a woman 
who intercepted so much admiration 

‘And do you mean to say that you really think that 
woman sings well ? ’ Madame Collcville scornfully asked 
the advocate 

‘At least I had to tell her so,’ replied la Peyrade, ‘since 
she alone can save our souls with Brigitte But look 
at your Celeste She never takes her ejes off the door, 
and every time a tray is brought in, though it is too late 
for any more arrivals, her face falls with disappointment * 

It must be mentioned, by the way, that since Madame 
de Godollo had risen to power, trays of refreshments were 
freely handed on reception days and on no mean scale, 
loaded with ices, cakes, and fruit syrups from Tanrade, the 
best provider 
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‘ Leave me in peace ! ’ said Flavie, ‘ I kno^v what the 
little goose is thinking about. You are only too certain to 
marry her.’ 

‘ But am I doing it for rny own sake ? ’ asked la Peyrade. 
‘ Is it not my inevitable fate, in view of insuring future 
prosperity for all of us?' Come, come, now, there are 
tears in your eyes ; I must leave you, you are too unrea- 
sonable. The deuce ! If you want the end, you want the 
means, as that prig, old Phellion, says.’ 

He went to join a group consisting of Celeste, Madame 
Thuillier, Madame de Godollo, Colleville, and Phellion. 

Madame Colleville followed him, and, stung by the fit 
of jealousy she had hinted at to unmotherly ferocity, — 

‘ Celeste,’ said she, ‘ why do not you sing ? Several of 
these gentlemen have wished to hear you.’ 

‘ Oh ! mamma,’ said Celeste, ‘ with my poor little voice 
after Madame de Godollo. Besides, as you know, I have 
a little cold.’ 

‘ That is to say that as usudl you are airified and dis- 
obliging. You sing as you can, and every voice has its 
own merits.’ ’ 

‘ My dear,’ said Colleville, who, having just lost twenty 
francs at cards, in the courage of his vexation found spirit 
enough to contradict his wife, ‘you sing as you can is 
mere vulgar axiom. You sing with your voice if you have 
one, and above all not after hearing an operatic voice like 
the Countess’s. For my part I am ready to let Celeste off 
the performance of one of her little cooing love-songs.’ 

‘ Much good is there in paying masters so dear and get- 
ting nothing in return ! ’ And she walked away. 

‘ So Felix has ceased to inhabit the earth,’ said Colleville, 
carrying on the conversation which Flavie had interrupted. 
‘ He dwells among the stars ? ’ 

‘ My dear old friend,’ said Phellion, ‘ I am as much 
annoyed as you can be, to find my son neglecting the old- 
est friends of the family. And although the contempla- 
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tton of the tasi luminous bodies suspended in space bv the 
Creator’s hand is of greater interest in m) opinion than 
\our o\erwrought brain seems to think,, I consider that 
if Felix fails to come this c\cning, as he promised me 
he would, he will fail in the barest good manners And I 
will let him know it too, )ou ma\ rclj on that 

‘Science is a fine thing,* said Thcodose ‘But it is a 
drawback that it makes men bears and maniacs 

‘To sa} nothing,’ added Celeste, ‘of its undermining all 
ideas of religion * 

‘In that jou arc mistaken, m} dear child*’ said the 
Countess * Pascal, himself n splendid instance of the filsit) 
of your view, said, if I am not mistaken, that a little 
science leads us awa) from religion, but i great deal brings 
us back to it ’ 

‘Nevertheless, Madame, ever) bod) agrees that Mon- 
sieur Felix is verj learned When lie was gi\ing mj 
brother lessons, nothing could be clearer or more intelligi- 
ble, Francois said, than his explanations And you see he 
IS none the more religious * 

‘And I tell you, my good child, that Monsieur Felix is 
not irreligious, but that with a little sweetness and patience 
nothing will be easier than to bring him back to the fold ’ 

‘ Bring a philosopher back to the practice of religion * 
That, Madame,* said la Peynde, ‘ seems to me a difficult 
matter These gentlemen place the aim and end of their 
studies above all else For instance, tell a mathematician 
or a geologist that the Church imperatively insists that 
Sunday shall be kept holy by the postponement of every 
kind of work — he will but shrug his shoulders, though 
God himself did not disdain to rest on the seventh day 
‘ At the same time it is quite true,’ said Celeste inno- 
cently, ‘ that by not coming here this evening Monsieur 
Felix IS guilty not merely of bad manners, but of actual 
sin ’ 

‘ But tell me, my pretty child,’ answered Madame dc 
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Godollo, ‘ do you really think that God is better pleased at 
seeing us meet here this evening to sing songs, eat ices, and 
malign our neighbours as is so often done in drawing-rooms, 
than at seeing a man of learning in an observatory studying 
the glorious secrets of creation ? ’ 

‘ There is a time for all things,’ retorted Celeste, ‘ and as 
Monsieur de la Peyrade says, God himself (^id not disdain 
to rest.’ 

‘ But, my dear girl, God had time to rest,’ said Madame 
de Godollo. * He is eternal.’ 

‘ That,’ said la Peyrade,’ ‘ is one of the smartest and wit- 
tiest of impious speeches. These are the arguments that 
serve the turn of worldly people. The commandments 
of God are “interpreted,” however explicit and positive 
they may be. One is taken and another left; distinc- 
tions are drawn; the free-thinker submits them to his 
sovereign revision, and from free-thinking it is but a step 
to free conduct.’ 

During the lawyer’s harangue Madame de Godollo had an 
eye on the clock : it was half-past eleven. The room was 
gradually getting empty. Only one card-table still stood 
open, occupied by Thuillier, the elder Minard, and two new 
acquaintances. Phellion had left the little group with 
whom he had been talking, and had joined his wife and 
Brigitte in a corner; and from his eager gesticulations he 
was evidently moved by feelings of the deepest indignation. 
All hope of seeing the truant now was evidently lost. 

‘ Monsieur,’ said the Countess to la Peyrade, ‘ do you do 
the gentlemen of the Rue des Postes the honour of believ- 
ing them to be good Catholics ? ’ 

‘ Beyond a doubt,’ said the lawyer, ‘ religion has no more 
staunch supporters.’ 

‘Well, this morning,’ said the lady, ‘I had the honour 
of being received by Father Anselme. Though he is a 
pattern of every Christian virtue, the reverend Father is 
recognised as a very able mathematician.’ 
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‘I never said, Madame, that the two qualities were 
irreconcilable.' 

‘ But you did say that a good Christian ought to do no 
W’ork of any kind on a Sunday; Father Ansclme must, 
therefore, be a terrible miscreant, for when I was admitted 
to his room found him in front of a blackboard, a bit 
of chalk in his hand, engaged on a problem that was, no 
doubt, somewhat difficult, for the board was almost covered 
with algebraic formulas ; and I may add that he did not 
seem alarmed at the idea of any scandal, since a person 
whose name I am not at liberty to mention — a young 
savant of great promise — was engaged with him in this 
profane occupation.* 

Celeste and Madame ThuiIHcr looked at each other, and 
each saw a gleam of hope in the other’s eyes. 

*Why cannot you give the name of the younger man ? ' 
said Madame Thuillier, who always spoke out without any 
tact. 

^Because he has not, as Father Anselme has, the shelter 
of his holiness to absolve him for such a flagrant desecra- 
tion of Sunday ; also,* said Madame dc Godollo with evi- 
dent meaning, ‘because he entreated me not to say that 
I had met him in that place.* 

‘ Then you know a good many young and learned men ? ’ 
said Celeste. ‘For this one and Monsieur Phcllion make 
two already.’ 

‘My dear child,’ said the Countess, ‘you are an inquisi- 
tive little puss. But you cannot make me say what I do 
not intend to say — especially after what Father Anselme 
told me in confidence, for your brain would be off at a 
gallop* 

This it was already ; and every word the Countess spoke 
seemed to add to the girl’s uneasiness. 

‘For my part,’ said la Peyrade ironically, ‘I should not 
be in the least surprised if Father Anselme’s colleague were 
Monsieur Felix Phellion himself. Voltaire was always on 
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excellent terms with the Jesuits who had brought him up j 
only he did not discuss religion with them.’ ' 

‘ Ah ! well, my young philosopher does discuss it with 
his reverend and scientific colleague. He hafe explained 
his doubts, and in fact, that was the starting-point of their 
friendship as scientific men.’ 

‘ And does Father Anselme hope to convert his young 
friend ? ’ asked Celeste. 

‘ He is sure of it,’ replied the Countess. ‘ The young 
mathematician, with the exception only of religious training, 
has been brought up in admirable principles. He also 
knows that his return to the Church would make the happi- 
ness of a charming girl whom he loves and who loves him. 
Now, my dear child, you will not get another word from 
me and must fancy what you please.’ 

‘ Oh, dear godmother ! ’ cried Celeste, speaking in all 
the guilelessness of her heart, ‘ if it should be he ! ’ 

And she threw herself into Madame Thuillier’s arms 
with a burst of tears. 

At this instant by a singular coincidence a servant threw 
open the door and announced Monsieur Felix Phellion. 

The young professor came in perspiring profusely, his 
tie askew, and quite out of breath. 

‘A pretty hour this ! ’ said Phellion severely. 

‘ I could not help it, father,’ said Felix, as he made his 
way across the room to Madame Thuillier and Celeste. 
‘ I could not leave till the phenomenon was over, and I 
found no cab. I have run all the way.’ 

‘Your ears must have been burning,’ said la Peyrade, in 
a sneering tone, ‘ for you were foremost in the thoughts of 
these ladies but a moment ago 5 they were trying to solve 
a serious problem concerning you.’ 

Felix made no reply; he saw Brigitte come into the 
room, returning from the dining-room whither she had been 
to tell the servant to bring in no more refreshments ; he 
hastened to greet her. 
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After hearing some mild reproofs as to the rarity of his 
visits, and being dismissed forgiven by a gracious ‘ Better late 
than never,’ he turned again to liis pole-star and was a good 
deal surprised to hear Madame dc Godollo say to him : — 

‘ I hope. Monsieur, to be forgiven for an indiscretion 
I was betrayed Into in the heat of conversation ; I told 
these ladies, in spite of your express prohibition, where I 
last saw you, only this morning.’ 

‘ Where I had the honour of meeting you f ’ said Felix. 
‘ But, Madame, I did not see you.* 

A faint smile lighted up la Pcyradc’s face. 

‘ You so certainly saw me that you spoke to me and 
pledged me to secrecy. However, I have not compromised 
you beyond the exact truth; I only said that you sometimes 
call on Father Ansclme, and that hitherto you had met 
on scientific grounds, but that you defend your doubts 
against him quite as stoutly as against Celeste,’ 

‘Father Ansclme ’ ’ said Felix, stupidly puzzled. 

‘Why, of course!’ said la Peyrade, ‘a great mathema- 
tician, who does not despair of converting you. Made- 
moiselle Celeste wept for joy.* 

Felix looked about him in utter bewilderment. Madame 
de Godollo looked at him with an expression that a dog 
would have understood. 

‘I only wish 1 could have done anything half so satis- 
factory to Mademoiselle Celeste,* he said at length, ‘but 
I am afraid, Madame, that you arc mistaken.’ 

‘Listen to me, Monsieur. I will dot my r’s, and if 
your bashfulness prompts you to hide to the last a proceed- 
ing of which you have no reason to be ashamed, contradict 
me. I will submit to it as a punishment for having divulged 
a secret which, as 1 frankly confess, you commended to my 
discretion.’ 

Madame Thuillier and Celeste were a perfect spectacle 
in themselves j never were doubt and expectation more 
strongly painted on human features. 
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Measuring each word, Madame de Godollo went on : — 
‘ I told these ladies, because I know how deeply they 
are interested in your salvation, and because you were 
accused of shamelessly defying God’s commandments by 
working on Sunday — I told them, I say, that I had met 
you this morning in Father Anselme’s room in the Rue 
des Postes — that he, as learned as yourself, was engaged 
with your help in working out a problem 5 I said that your 
interviews with that holy and enlightened man had led to 
other discussions; that you had laid your religious doubts 
before him, and that he did not despair of refuting them. 
There is nothing to humiliate your self-respect in confirm- 
ing my statements. It is merely that you had prepared a 
surprise for Celeste, and I unluckily let it out. But when 
she hears you say that I have spoken the truth, you will 
still give her such happiness that you cannot refuse to speak 
the words she hopes for.’ 

‘ Why, surely. Monsieur, there can be no disgrace in 
seeking for the light ; you, who are so honest, so averse to 
an untruth, can hardly deny a fact that the Countess 
so steadily affirms ! ’ said la Peyrade. 

Felix hesitated a moment; then he said to Celeste: 
‘ Will you. Mademoiselle Celeste, let me speak two words 
to you alone ? ’ 

Celeste rose, and at an approving nod from Madame 
Thuillier Felix took her hand and led her into a window 
recess two yards from where they were all standing. 

‘ Celeste,’ he said, in a low tone, ‘ I entreat you to wait 
a little longer. Why, look,’ and he pointed to Charles’s 
Wain in the sky, ‘ up and away beyond the visible stars 
there lies a future for us all. As to Father Anselme, 
I cannot confirm anything, for it is not true. It is a 
kindly meant fiction. But have patience, you shall hear 
things — ’ 

Celeste turned away, leaving him to gaze at the 
stars. 
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* He IS gone mad 1 * said she, in despairing accents, as 
she took her place b) Madame Thuillicr 

And Felix confirmed the diagnosis by rushing out of the 
room without observing how anxiously Phellion and his 
mother followed close on his htcls 

While all the bystanders gazed in disma) at this sudden 
exit, la Peyrade went up to Madame de Godollo 

* You must admit,* he said ver) politely, * that it is very 
difficult to pull a man out of the water when he is bent 
on drowning — * 

‘I had not, I confess, conceived of such imbecility,’ 
answered the Countess ‘It is too idiotic I go over to 
the enemy, and with that enemy, whenever he pleases, 
I will go into a full and frank explanation, in my own 
rooms ’ 

Theodosc, next morning, was devoured by curiosity on 
two points How would Celeste decide in the choice sne 
was to make? What could this Countess Torna de 
Godollo have to say to him, and what did she want of 
him ^ 

The first of these questions certainly seemed first to 
claim an answer, and yet, a secret instinct drew la Pe)radc 
toward a more immediate solution of the second Still, 
a§ he made up his mind to go first to the Countess, he 
quite understood that, m the meeting to which he had 
been invited, he could not be too carefully prepared and 
equipped 

It had rained in the morning, and this foreseeing mind 
did not need telling that a splash staining the polish of a boot 
may bnng a man to discomfiture So he sent the porter 
to fetch him a cab, and at about three o’clock drove off 
from the Rue Saint-Dominique-d’Enfer towards the more 
fashionable district of the Madeleine 

That he had devoted much thought to his toilet may be 
easily supposed , it must hit the happy medium between the 
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free and easy style of morning wear and the full dress of 
an after-dinner call. Required by his profession to wear 
a white neckcloth, which he very rarely failed to display, 
and yet not daring to appear in a frock coat, he- felt the 
risk of falling into one of the two extremes which he 
thought it desirable to avoid. But in a tail-coat closely 
buttoned across, and gloves of a neutral tint, instead of 
straw-colour, he escaped too great solemnity, and, at the 
same time, had not ■ the very provincial and poor-relation 
appearance that comes of evening dress out walking at an 
hour when the sun is still above the horizon. 

Our crafty diplomatist took care not to be driven to the 
door of the house. He would not have liked the occupant 
of the entresol to see him getting out of a hackney-cab, ^ 
and he would have feared the eyes of the first-floor resi-^ 
dents, detecting him in a visit to the rooms beneath them > 
it would have given rise to endless comments. So he was 
set dov/n at the corner of the Rue Royale ; thence, by 
walking on the fairly dry footway, and carefully picking 
his steps, he reached the house immaculate. i 

He was there so lucky as not to be seen from the porter’s 
lodge.’ The husband, a beadle at the church of the Made- 
leine, was ■ on duty, and his wife was showing some still 
vacant rooms to an intending tenant. So Theodose, escap- 
ing inspection, stole up to the door of the sanctuary to 
which he was to be admitted. ■ 

A gentle pull at a rope trimmed with gimp rang a bell 
within. A few seconds later another and a more emphatic 
peal, of shriller tone, seemed intended to warn the maid- 
servant that she was too slow in answering the door ; and, 
in point of fact, immediately after, a woman of mature age, 
too respectable to wear the costume of a chambermaid in a 
comedy, had admitted him. 

The lawyer gave her his name, and was desired to wait 
in a dining-room of severely luxurious taste. The maid 
• returned at once, and ushered him into the most fascinating 
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and splendid drawing-room that is conceivable under the 
low ceiling of an entresol. 

The divinity of the place sat by a table covered with a 
cloth of Italian dcsignj in which gold thread sparkled among 
the rich colours of fine embroiderj’. As la Peyrade went 
in, she bowed without rising. The maid placed a chair, 
the Countess, •meanwhile, saying, ‘You will excuse me, 
Monsieur, if I seal a note to be sent in a hurry ? * 

The lawyer bowed assent. The foreign lady took from 
a desk inlaid with tortoise-shell, in the style of Boulle, a 
sheet of blue-tinted English note-paper, which she enclosed 
In an envelope, and, after writing the address, she rose and 
rang the bell. 

The maid at once came in, lighted a spirit-lamp set in 
a little stand ornamented with pretty sculptured figures j 
over the flame hung a little silver-gilt pannikin, containing 
a scrap of scented sealing-wax. As soon as the heat had 
melted the wax, the maid dropped it on to the note, and 
handed her mistress an engraved seal. The lady stamped 
with her own fair hands, and said, ‘Send this at once.* 

The woman stepped forward to take the letter, but from 
inadvertence or over-haste, the document fell at la Pey- 
rade’s feet, and as he quickly stooped to pick it up, he 
involuntarily read the address. It was to Momitur le Min- 
litre des Affaires itrangeres. And above, in one corner, the 
significant word, private^ gave the missive a character of 
intimacy. 

‘ I beg your pardon,* said the lady, taking the note from 
la Peyrade’s hand, for he had the good taste to restore it to 
her, so as to render the little service to the mistress. ‘And 
have the goodness not to lose it,* she added severely, to the 
luckless waiting-woman. 

Having thus dismissed her, the Hungarian Countess 
moved from the chair in front of the writing-table, and 
seated herself on a sofa upholstered in pale grey satin. 

During all this little flutter of business, la Peyrade had 
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had the pleasure of taking stock of the splendour about 
him. Pictures by recognised masters showed up against 
a sober background, enlivened by silk cord and gimp j on a 
stand of gilt wood was an enormous Chinese jar; in front of 
the windows were flower-stands, in which a lilium riibrum^ , 
with its twisted petals, hung over dwarf camellias white 
and red, and little Chinese magnolia shrubs, with their 
creamy white flowers tipped with rose ; then, in one 
corner, hung a trophy of weapons, strange and very gor- 
geous, accounted for by the semi-barbarous nationality 
of the owner. Finally, some bronzes and statuettes of 
exquisite workmanship, and on the seats, which rolled 
smoothly over a carpet of Turkish design, a medley an- 
archy of pillows and stuffs, completed the furniture of the 
room, which the lawyer had last seen with Thuillier and 
Brigitte, before it was inhabited. It was transfigured be- 
yond recognition. 

With a little more knowledge of the world the lawyer 
would have been less surprised at the infinite pains the 
Countess had devoted to the arrangement of this little 
place. A woman’s drawing-room is her kingdom, where 
she is absolute sovereign : there she reigns and rules in the 
fullest sense of the words. There she has to fight more 
than one battle, and almost always comes off victorious. 
In fact, has she not chosen every ornament, and harmonised 
all the colours, and does she not light or shade it to her 
taste ? If she has any intelligent sense of stage-arrange- 
ment, it is impossible but that everything about her should 
be placed by her hand where it tells with the best effect ; 
impossible but that all her personal advantages should be 
thrown into rare relief. You may say that you do not 
know all a woman’s perfections till you have seen her in 
the prismatic light of her own drawing-room ; but, on ■ the 
other -hand, beware of attempting to gauge and appraise 
her if you have never seen her anywhere else. 

Coquettishly sunk in a corner of the sofa, her head 
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carelessly resting on one arm of which the rounded white- 
ness could be seen to the elbow in the loose open sleeve of 
a black velvet wrapper, a foot for Cinderella, in an easy but 
tiny Russia-leather slipper, resting on an orange plush 
cushion stamped with flowere in relief, the fair Hungarian 
looked like a portrait by Lawjcncc or Winterhalter, but her 
attitude was mbre artless. 

‘Monsieur,’ said she, with a smile, and the slight foreign 
accent which gave added witcheiy to her speech, ‘I cannot 
help regarding it as a very droll thing that a man of your 
talent and keen penetration should have thought of me as 
an enemy.’ ' 

‘ Indeed, Madame la Comtesse,’ replied Theodose, show- 
ing in his eyes some astonishment, not unmixed with 
distrust, ‘ appearances, as you must allow, justified my 
simplicity. A rival crossed my path when I was going on 
towards a marriage which offered itself to me as in every 
way suitable. By a happy miracle this rival was clumsy 
to a degree, and not difficult to set aside, when, suddenly, 
the most charming and unlooked-for auxiliary rushed in to 
aid him on precisely the most vulnerable side,* . . . 

‘ And you must confess^ said the Countess, laughing, ‘that 
my protege was brilliant and seconded my efforts nobly ! ’ 

‘ His blundering, I fancy,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ was not 
. altogether unexpected by you ; the encouragement with 
which you honoured him, Madame, was all the more 
cruelly tantalizing to me.* 

‘And what great misfortune would it be,’ the lady went 
on with fascinating insidiousness, ‘ if you were exempt from 
marrying Mademoiselle Celeste ? Are you really so de- 
voted, Monsieur, to that little schoolgirl ? * 

In the word, but yet more in the tone given to it, there 
was something more than scorn, there was hatred. This 
accent was sure not to escape so keen an observer as la 
Peyrade. Still, as he was not the man to venture very far 
on the strength of this simple remark, he went on : — 
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‘ Madame,. the vulgar phrase “to get settled” sums up 
the situation when a man, after a long struggle, is at an 
end of his efforts and his illusions, and ready to come to 
terms with the future for better or worse. Well, when 
settling appears under the form of a girl — with more virtue 
than beauty, I do not deny, but who can bring her husband 
the money that is indispensable for conjugal happiness, — is 
it surprising that gratitude should fill his heart, and that he 
should jump at the peaceful joys which seem to smile on 
him ? ’ 

‘ I had always thought,’ replied the lady, ‘ that a man’s 
intelligence and purview ought to be the measure of his 
ambition ; and I supposed that one so profoundly clever as 
to proclaim himself the advocate of the poor would have 
less modest, less rustic aspirations.’ 

‘ Ah ! Madame, the iron hand of necessity forces stranger 
forms of resignation on us than that. The question of 
daily bread is one before which every other pales, and to 
•which everything yields. Was not Apollo compelled for 
his living to keep the sheep of Admetus ? ’ 

‘ But, the folds of Admetus were at any rate those of a 
king,’ replied Madame de Godollo, ‘Apollo would cer- 
tainly never have submitted to be shepherd to a — middle- 
class citizen.’ 

The pause made in the conclusion by the handsome 
Hungarian seemed to be leading up to a name, and la Pey- 
rade felt that out of mere mercy the words ‘ a Thuillier ’ 
had been left out of the argument, which had been clinched 
by the mention of the' species instead of going so far as the 
individual. 

‘ I feel, Madame,’ said the lawyer, ‘ that the distinction 
is no less true than subtle. ' But Apollo has no choice.’ 

‘ I do not like men who value themselves too highly,’ 
said the Countess stiffly, ‘but even less I like those who 
undersell their merchandise. I am always afraid lest they 
should be making me the dupe of some clever and elab- 
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orate trick. You, Monsieur, arc fully aware of your own 
value, and your hypocritical humility annoys me greatly. 
It proves that my overtures of good-tvill have not given 
rise to even a beginning of confidence between us.* 

‘ I assure you, on my honour, that up to this time life 
has given me^ no reason to believe myself possessed of 
any flagrant superiority.’ 

‘Well/ said the lady, *I ought, perhaps, to believe In 
the modesty of a man who was prepared to accept the 
humiliating issue which I endeavoured to hinder.’ 

‘As I, perhaps, ought to believe in the reality of the 
benevolence, which, in order to rescue me, had previously 
chastened me so severely,* said la Peyrade, with meaning. 

The Hungarian glanced at him reproachfully; she 
played with one of the ends of her sash, and, casting 
down her eyes, gave vent to a sigh, so faintly perceptible 
that it might almost have passed as part of her regular 
breathing, 

‘You are rancorous/ said she, ‘and judge people from 
general impressions. After all/ she added, ‘you are pos- 
sibly justified in reminding me that I took a roundabout 
way of interfering — absurdly enough — in concerns which 
are no business of mine. Go on, my dear sir, and pros- 
per in this brilliant marriage where you find so many ad- 
vantages combined ; only allow me to wish that you may 
never repent of a success which I will no longer strive 
to postpone.* 

The Provencal had not been spoiled by women. Pov- 
against which he had so long been struggling, does 
not throw gallant adventures in a man’s way , and even 
since he had freed himself from its worst clutches, de- 
voting all his thoughts to his future prospects, with the 
exception of the farce played with Mad.ime CoIIeville, 
‘affairs of the heart ’ had filled a very small part of his 
life. Like all the men who are ovenvhelmingly busy and 
yet goaded by the demon of the flesh, he was content with 
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the ignoble love-making that may be bought any night at 
a street corner, and that is easily reconciled with the ex- 
ternals of devotion. 

Thus the perplexity of a novice in such adventures may 
be imagined, as he found himself balancing between the 
fear of losing a delightful opportunity, and that of finding 
a serpent under the flowers that seemed within his reach. 
Too much reserve, too lukewarm an eagerness, might 
offend the fair foreigner’s self-esteem, and suddenly dry 
up the fount at which she seemed to invite him to drink ; 
but if, on the other hand, this apparent forwardness on 
her part were but a snare ; if the kindness — to him quite 
inexplicable — of which he had so suddenly become the 
object, aimed solely at betraying him into some false step, 
to be used subsequently as a weapon against himself to 
embroil him with the Thuilliers, what a blow that would 
be to his reputation for cleverness, what a poor figure 
he would cut as the dog dropping the substance for the 
shadow. 

As we have seen, la Peyrade was of the school of Tar- 
tuffe ; and the candour with which that master explains 
to Elmire that without some earnest of the favours to 
which he aspires he cannot believe in her affectionate 
advances, seemed to the lawyer not inapplicable to the 
present occasion — a little softened in the expression. 

‘ Madame la Comtesse,’ said he, ‘ you place me in a 
position in which I am much to be pitied. I was pro- 
ceeding cheerfully to this union — you destroy my faith in 
it; and yet, if I should break it off, what use am I, with 
these brilliant gifts, to make of my recovered liberty ? ’ 

‘ La Bruyere, I think, remarks that nothing so cools the 
, blood as having escaped committing a folly.’ 

‘ No doubt. Still, that is but a negative blessing. I 
am of an age and in such circumstances as require me 
to look for some more definite results. The interest you 
vouchsafe to feel in me surely does not end at leaving me 
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3 blank page I love Mademoiselle Collcvillc, not indeed 
with imperious and o\ cm helming passion, but I do lose 
her, her hand has been promised me, and before giving 
It up — ’ 

‘So, under special circumsrances,’ said the Countess 
quickl), *}ou might be prepared to break, it off, and/ she 
added, in a rtilmer tone-, * there might be some chance of 
convincing )OU that b) thus seizing the first offer jou arc 
compromising )our future career — that other opportu- 
nities might present themselves^* 

‘But, then, Madame, it would be wise to foresee some 
glimpse of them ’ 

This determination to be on the safe side seemed to 
irritate the Countess 

‘Faith IS a virtue only because it trusts in the unseen/ 
said she ‘You distrust yourself, another form of awk- 
wardness* I am not happy in those I select as my 
proteges ' 

‘ But at any rate, Madame, am I \cr) indiscreet m wish- 
ing to have some remote notion of the prospect jour kind- 
ness may have imagined for mc^* 

‘ Highly indiscreet,’ said the lady coldly, ‘ for it is evident 
that you only pledge yourself to conditional obedience 
Say no more about it You have gone far with Made- 
moiselle Collevillc , she suits you in many wajs marry 
her One struggle more — you will not again find me in 
your way ’ 

‘ But does Mademoiselle CoIIeville suit me so well ? ’ 
said la Peyrade ‘That is precisely the point on which 
you have raised a doubt m my mind And do you not 
think It really cruel to flmg at me two such contradictory 
statements without any proof to support either ? ’ 

‘ Ah I ’ said the Countess, out of patience, ‘ I must bring 
documentary evidence for my opinions ^ Well, Monsieur, 
there is only one very conclusive fact that I can swear to 
Celeste does not love you ’ 
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‘ I confess,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ that I am certainly pledged 
to a marriage of convenience.’ 

‘ And she never can love you,’ Madame de Godollo went 
on, with warmth, ‘because she can never understand you. 
Her true match is that fair little man, as shy and pasty- 
faced as herself. The contact of those two placid and 
lifeless natures will result in the lukewartn duet which 
constitutes the ne plus ultra of happiness in the opinion of 
the world in which she was born and has lived. Just try 
to make the little simpleton understand that when money 
is so lucky as to meet talent, it may think itself honoured 
in the conjunction ! Try to get that into the brains of the 
odious wretches about her ! The enriched middle class ! 
and among them you propose to find rest after your hard 
work and your long trials ! But do you not see that twenty 
times a day your contribution as compared with theirs — 
all in money — will be weighed and found outrageously 
wanting ? On one side the ///W, the Cid^ the Freyschiltz 
and the frescoes of the Vatican; on the other, a hundred 
thousand crowns in hard cash — and say which will com- 
mand their admiration ? Do you know to what I should 
compare a man of imagination thrown into the middle-class 
atmosphere? To Daniel cast into the lions’ den — minus 
the miracle.’ 

This invective against the citizen class had been poured 
out with such vehement conviction that it could hardly fail 
to be contagious. > 

‘ Ah ! Madame,’ exclaimed Theodose, ‘ how eloquently 
you express the ideas which have haunted my dull and 
anxious mind ! But I have always felt myself pressed by 
the cruel compulsion, the necessity for making a position — ’ 

‘ Necessity, position ! ’ interrupted the Countess with 
even greater warmth of tone, ‘ mere empty words which 
have no ring to a superior man, but which scare fools as 
if they were formidable impediments. Necessity ! Does 
it exist for the choicer spirits, for those who know what 
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Will means^ A minister — a Gascon — uttered a motto 
which ought to be graven over the entrance to every career 
“ Everything comes to him who knows how to wait ” 
‘And do you not know that to men of the highest stamp 
marriage is either a chain that fetters them to the vulgarest 
and meanest facts of existence, or else wings to bear them 
to the loftiest*sumraiCs of the social world ? The wife you 
need, Monsieur, and whom you may not have to long wait 
for m the future, unless you are in frantic haste to sell 
yourself for the first fortune that comes to hand, is the 
woman who will understand you because she is able to read 
you , who will be your coadjutor, your intellectual help- 
mate, and not a cooking-pot on two legs , who, your 
secretary to-day, might to-morrow hold her own as the 
wife of a deputy, or of an ambassador, who is capable, in 
short, of giving you her heart for a fulcrum, her drawing- 
room for a stage, her friends for a ladder, and who, as the 
reward of all the spnng and power she could give you, 
would ask no more than to shine near your throne, m the 
glory and splendour she had foreseen would be your lot * 

Intoxicated by her own words, the Hungarian Countess 
was grand , her eyes flashed, her nostrils dilated , she 
seemed to see the visions called up by her vivid eloquence, 
to touch them with her quivering hands For a moment 
Theodose was dazzled by this sort of sunnse suddenly 
blazing on his life 

At the same time, as he was a monstrous prudent man, 
who had made it a rule to himself never to advance any- 
thing but on sound available security, he was tempted to 
reconsider the situation 

‘ Madame la Comtesse,' said he, « you blamed me just 
now for talking like a bom^eois, and all I have to fear is 
that you talk like a goddess I admire you, I listen to }ou, 
but 1 am not convinced Such sublime devotion and sHf- 
sacnfice may be found perhaps m heaven, but, on earth, 
who dares boast that he has met with it ^ * 
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‘You are mistaken, Monsieur,’ said the lady solemnly. 
‘ Such devotion is rare, but it is neither incredible nor im- 
possible. You only need the skill to find them, and yet 
more the hand to hold them when they are ofiered you.’ 

• With these words she rose majestically. 

La Peyrade understood that he had really displeased her 
and was dismissed ; he rose and bowed respectfully, asking 
permission to call now and again. 

‘ Monsieur,’ said Madame de Godollo, ‘ among Hunga- 
rians, a primitive and almost barbarous race, when a door 
is open, it is wide open ; when it is shut, it is double- 
locked.’ 

This dignified but ambiguous reply was emphasised by 
a slight bow. La Peyrade went away, bewildered by man- 
ners so new to him, so unlike those of Flavie, of Brigitte, 
or Madame Minard, and wondering, as he went, whether 
he had played the game well. 

On leaving Madame> de Godollo, la Peyrade felt that 
he must have time to think. Beneath the surface of his 
conversation with this strange woman, what was it that 
he could discern — a trap, or the offer of a rich wife. ’ In 
this dilemma it would be neither intelligent nor prudent 
to press Celeste for her decision, since asking for her ultima- 
tum would force an engagement on himself, and close the 
door to the chances, vague indeed, which had been hinted 
to him. 

The upshot of his consultation with himself, as he walked 
along the Boulevard, was that for the moment he must 
think only of gaining time. So, instead of calling at the 
Thuilliers’, he went to his own rooms, and there wrote 
the following note : — 

‘ My dear T huillier : — 

‘ You will not, I dare say, have thought it strange that 
I should not have gone to your house to-day. Apart from 
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my dread of what m) sentence ma) be, I did not care to 
appear like an impatient and tlUbred dun A da) or tw o 
more or less count for little in such a ease, but Made- 
moiselle Celeste ma) find them advantageous for her perfect 
freedom of decision You will see me no more till )ou 
wntc to me I have recovered some degree of composure, 
and added a fc\v pages to our manuscript, and we can now 
be ready to hand it over complete to the printers in a very 
short time 

‘Ever )ours, 

‘Theodose de la Pe^rade ’ 

Two hours later the ‘male servant* spoken of b) 
Minard, m a dress which was an evident transition low ards 
a livery which as )cc they did not nsk, brought la Pc)radc 
this answer — 

‘Come this evening without fail, we will talk matters 
over with Bngitte 

‘ Yours most sincerely, 

‘Jerome Thuillier * 

‘ Good * * said la Peyrade to himself ‘ There is a hitch 
somewhere, and I shall have time to turn round * 

In the evening, when he called at the Thuilhcrs’, 
Madame de Godollo, who was with Brigitte at the moment, 
hastily rose and took leave As she met the lawyer, she 
bowed to him with distant formality Nothing could be 
inferred from this abrupt departure which might mean 
anything 

After the usual remarks on the weather, such as alwajs 
pass between people who have met to discuss a delicate 
matter on which they are not certain to agree, Brigitte — 
who had sent her brother out for an airing, telling him 
to leave the business to her — b^an — 

‘ My dear boy, it was very thoughtful of you not to 
U 
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come like a liighwayman and hold your pistol to our 
throats, for we really were not fully prepared with an 
answer. I rather think that Celeste will ask for a little 
renewal,’ she added, borrowing her metaphor from her old 
business of a bill-discounter. 

‘Then, at any rate,’ said la Peyrade eagerly, ‘she has 
not decided in favour of Monsieur Felix Phdlion ? ’ 

‘You rogue !’ said the old maid. ‘You settled that last 
evening. Still, there is no need to tell you that she leans 
a little to that side.’ 

‘ Short of being blind, who can help seeing it ? ’ said 
Theodose. 

‘Not that that would stand in the way of my plans,’ 
Mademoiselle Thuillier went on, ‘ but, it accounts for my 
asking for a little time for Celeste. I had another reason, 
too, for postponing the marriage; I wanted to give you 
time to make your way a little in the child’s liking ; but 
you two — you and Thuillier, between you, have upset 
all my plans.’ ^ 

‘ Nothing that I know of has been done without your 
consent,’ said the lawyer, ‘and though I said nothing to 
you about it for a fortnight, it was out of sheer good feel- 
ing ; Thuillier told me that you and he had settled every- 
thing.’ 

‘Thuillier knows perfectly well, on the contrary, that 
I would have nothing to do with all your schemes, and 
perhaps if you had not , made yourself so scarce lately, 

I should have been the first to say that I did not approve 
of them. However, I may add that I too have done 
nothing to interfere with their success.’ 

‘That was not enough,’ said la Peyrade; ‘your con- 
currence was necessary.’ 

‘Possibly; but I, knowing women better than you do, 
being one of the sort myself, strongly suspected that, having ^ 
two lovers to choose from, Celeste might think she was 
left free to think as much as she pleased of the one she 
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liked best, and I had always left her in uncertainty about 
Felix, foreseeing the moment when she would have to be 
brought to her senses.* 

‘In short,* said Thcodosc, ‘she refuses me,' 

‘ Far worse, she accepts you, saying that she had given 
her word. But It Is so easy to see that she regards herself 
as your victimj that In your place I should not think such 
success very flattering or verj' promising.* 

At any other lime la Peyradc W'oiild have answered that 
he accepted the sacrifice, and that It would be hls business 
to win the heart which at present yielded so reluctantly; 
but a little delay suited his ends. 

‘ What, then, is your advice ? * he asked Brigitte. ‘ What 
steps should I take? * 

‘ The first step,’ said Brigitte, * will be to finish the pam- 
phlet for Thuillier, for he is going crazy over it, and then 
leave me to manoeuvre in your interest.' 

‘ But are my interests in friendly hands ? For, to tell 
the truth, little aunt, I cannot be blind to the fact that for 
some little time past I have found you changed toward 
me.* 

‘I — changed toward you? Where do you see that, 
you fanciful mortal ? * 

‘Oh, in mere shades of manner,' said la Feyrade; ‘but 
it is perfectly evident that since the advent here of your 
Countess Torna — ’ 

‘ My dear boy, the Hungarian lady had done me good 
service, and I am grateful; but is that any proof that I am 
ungrateful to you, who have done us far greater services ? * 

‘You must allow,’ said Theodose craftily, ‘that she has 
spoken ill of me to you ? * 

‘ That is but natural, whatever she may have said. Fine 
ladies like her must have all the world at their feet, and she 
knows that you are thinking only of Celeste. But what- 
ever she may have said it has run off me like water off oil- 
cloth.’ 
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‘ And so, little aunt, I may rely on you ? ’ said la Peyrade. 

‘ Yes, if you do not worry me, and let me go my own 
way to work.’ 

‘ Come now, what will you do ? ’ said la Peyrade, with 
blunt good-humour. 

‘ In the first place, I shall forbid Felix from ever setting 
foot in the house again.’ 

‘But will that be possible?’ said the lawyer, ‘or even 
decent ? ’ 

‘ Perfectly possible, and I will let him know it through 
Phellion himself. As his principles are his favourite hobby, 
he will be the first to admit that, as his son declines to do 
what is needful to win Celeste, he ought to relieve us of his 
presence.’ 

‘ ‘ And what next ? ’ 

‘ Next, I shall explain to Celeste that she was allovved to 
have her choice of one of two husbands; and that as she 
will not take Felix, she must put up with you — a pious 
youth, such as she fancies. Be quite easy, I will make the 
best of you — of your generosity in not taking advantage 
of the promise she gave ; but all this will take time, and if 
we have to wait another week for that pamphlet, between 
this and then Thuillier will only be fit for Charenton.’ 

‘ The pamphlet can be finished in two days ; but honour 
bright, little aunt, we are playing a square game ? Moun- 
tains, as the saying goes, cannot meet, but men may; and 
when the election comes on, I am in a position to do Thuillier 
a good turn or a bad one. The other day, I may tell you, I 
had a dreadful fright. I had a letter in rny pocket in which 
he spoke of the pamphlet as being written by me, and 
for a minute I thought I lost that letter in the Luxem- 
bourg. There would have been a pretty to-do in all the 
neighbourhood.’ 

‘ Who can steal a march on an artful one like you ? ’ 
said the old maid, fully understanding the covert threat of 
this last speech, brought in so naturally in the course of 
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conversation * Still, honesdy/ she added, ‘ have you any 
fault to find with us ^ Is it not you, on the contrary, who 
have dealt short measure of what you promised ? The 
Cross, which was to be given within a week, and the pam- 
phlet, which ought to have been out long ago ^ ’ 

‘ The pamphlet and the Cross will each bring the other,’ 
said la Peyrade, rising ‘Tell Thuilher to come and see 
me to-morrow evening I think he may finish off the last 
sheet But, above all, do not believe all the mischief Ma- 
dame de Godollo tries to make I have a great idea that, to 
become entirely mistress of the house, she wants to alienate 
all your friends, and at the same time to flatter and hood- 
wink Thuilher ’ 

‘It is quite true,’ said Brigitte, whom the lawyer, as a 
Parthian shot, had stung in the tender spot, her love of 
authority, ‘I will bear what you say m mind. She is a 
bit of a flirt, IS that young madam ’ 

By his ingeniously worded phrase la Peyrade had ascer- 
tained an important point , Bngitte’s reply showed him 
that the Countess had said nothing of the visit he had paid 
her that day. This reticence he thought meant a great deal 

Four days later, the printer, the stitcher, and the hot- 
prcsser having all done their work, Thuilher could give 
himself the indescribable pleasure of setting out for a walk 
m the evening, beginning at the Boulevards and through 
various arcades, to the Palais-Royal On every bookseller’s 
window he paused to glance where he saw staring at him 
from yellow paper, the grand title — 

DE L’IMPOT ET DE L’AMORTISSEMENT 

PAR I THU IM-TFH 

Mmhre du Conittl General de la Seine 

Having succeeded in persuading himself that the care 
he had given to the correction of the proofs gave him the 
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credit of the work, his paternal heart, like that of the crow 
in the fable, was bursting with satisfaction. It may be 
added, that he formed a very poor opinion of the book- 
sellers who did not announce this latest new work for sale, 
destined, as he believed, to be an European event. With- 
out having any very 'dear idea as to how he could be 
revenged on them for their neglect, he madcj a note of the 
names of these refractory dealers, and owed them as bitter 
a grudge as if they had affronted him. 

He spent the next day in the delightful occupation of 
writing some letters of presentation, and wrapping up fifty 
copies, to which the inscription within, '‘from the author^ 
seemed to him to give an inestimable value. 

The third day, however, brought a check to his satisfac- 
tion. He had employed, as ,his publisher, a young man 
who had rushed recklessly into the business, establishing 
himself in the Passage des Panoramas, where he paid an 
enormous rent. He was the nephew of Barbet, the pub- 
lisher who was Brigittfe’s tenant in the house in the Rue 
Saint-Dorriinique-d’Enfer, with whom she did her discount- 
ing business 5 and this Barbet junior was a young man who 
knew not fear, and who, when his uncle recommended him 
to Thuillier, was quite sure that, if he were not restricted 
in the matter of advertisements, he could secure a call for 
a second edition by the end of a week. 

Now Thuillier had spent nearly fifteen hundred francs 
in advertising; numberless copies had been sent to the 
papers ; at the end of the third day, just seven copies had 
been sold, and three of these taken on credit. 

It might be supposed that the youthful publisher would 
somewhat lower his assurance, when telling ..Thuillier of 
this beggarly result. 

On the contrary, ‘ I am delighted,’ said this Gwzman 
of the book-trade. ‘ If we had sold a hundred copies, I 
should be very uneasy as to the fifteen hundred we have 
printed. I should call that hanging fire; whereas, this very 
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small sale proves that the whole edition will be sold off at 
I one rush.’ 

* But when ? ’ asked Thuillier, to whom this seemed some- 
what paradoxical. 

‘ Why, as soon as we get notices in all the papers,’ said 
Barbet. ‘ Advertisements only senx to catch the eye of 
the public, they attract notice. “ This must be an inter- 
esting work — Taxatkn and its AbaUmtnt — a good title* ” 
But the more catching the title, the more shy arc the buy- 
ers ; they have so often been taken in. They wait for the 
reviews. Instead of that, if a book Is doomed not to sell 
well, there are always a hundred buyers to rush in, and, 
after them, thank you for nothing 1 Not a copy sold.’ 

‘So you do not think it a hopeless case? ’ asked Thuillier. 
‘ On the contrary, I take a most favourable view of it. 
As soon as the Dibatt^ the Comtitutionnel^ the SiecU^ and the 
Jh-esse have reviewed it, and especially if it is abused by the 
I^ihau^ which is ministerial, it will all be cleared out in 
less than four days.’ 

‘You talk very big,’*rcplicd Thuillierj ‘ but how are we 
to get at this chorus of the press ? ’ 

‘Oh, I will take care of that,’ said Barbet. ‘I am on 
capital terms with all the editors j they say I have so much 
go, that I remind them of Ladvocat at his best.’ 

‘ In that case, my good fellow, you ought to have seen 
them by this time.’ 

‘ Oh, begging your pardon, Monsieur Thuillier, there is 
some ceremony to be observed, in approaching your jour- 
nalist} and as you complained of the fifteen hundred 
francs it had cost you to advertise, I did not like to ask 
you to uUow me to open any funhei account.’ 

‘ But what for ? ’ said Thuillier. 

‘When you were elected member of the Municipal 
Council, where was your election managed ? ’ 

‘ In my house, of course,’ replied Thuillier. 

‘In your house, yes j but at a dinner, followed by a 
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dance, and a dance ending in a supper. W ell, my dear sir, 
there are not two ways of doing business. Boileau said ; — 

“At dinner, in these days, we settle each question. 

And men now are governed by help of digestion.” ’ 

‘ Then you advise me to give a dinner to the newspapers ? ’ 

‘Yes; but not at your own house, for ;Journalists, you 
see, are bored by women — they have to behave. Besides, 
what we want here, is not a dinner, but a breakfast. In the 
evening, these gentlemen have first performances to attend, 
the paper to make up, to say nothing of their little private 
affairs. In the morning, on the contrary, they have noth- 
ing to think of. I have always given breakfast.’ 

‘ But such mdals are expensive. You journalists are so 
very particular ! ’ 

‘ Pooh ! Twenty francs a head, besides wine. Say you 
have a parly of ten, with a hundred crowns you will do 
the thing handsomely. In fact, from the point of view 
of economy, a breakfast is best; you would not get off" 
for less than five hundred francs for a dinner.’ 

‘You are going rather fast, young man,’ said Thuillier. 

‘Well, everybody knows that it costs money to get 
into the Chamber, and you are paving the way for your 
election.’ 

‘ But how am I to get at these gentlemen ? Must I 
go myself to invite them ? ’ 

‘Not at all; you have sent them your pamphlet; you 
beg them to meet you at Vefour’s, or at Philippe’s ; they 
will understand, never fear.’ 

‘Ten guests,’ said Thuillier, beginning to enter into the 
idea. ‘ But surely there are not so many leading news- 
papers ? ’ 

‘That is true,’ said the publisher, ‘but we must have 
the tag-rag as well ; the curs bark loudest. The breakfast 
will be talked about ; they will think you have tried to be 
select, and each one excluded will mean an enemy.’ 


The Middle Classes 313 

<So you think it will be enough merely to send the 
invitations ? ’ 

‘Yes. I will make a list; you write the notes and 
send them to me. I will undenake to have them deliv- 
ered ; some I will take myself.* 

‘ Well, if I were sure that this expense would have the 
desired result,* Said Thuillier, doubtfully. 

^ If J were sure is good,* said Barbct consequentially. 
‘ But, my dear sir, it is as safe as a mortgage ; do this and 
I guarantee the sale of the fifteen hundred copies. Well, 
at forty sous, allowing for the discount, that comes to 
three thousand francs. You see all expenses will be more 
than covered, ordinary and extraordinary.’ 

‘Well,’ said Thuillier, leaving the shop, ‘I will talk 
it over with la Peyrade.* 

* As you please, my dear sir. But make up your mind 
quickly. Write it all hot ; serve it all hot } swallow It all 
hoc 1 Those are the three quick moves of the author, 
the publisher, and the public. Short of that, the thing 
falls flat, and it is better to have nothing to do with it.* 

When la Peyrade was consulted, he did not honestly 
think very highly of the plan; but in his heart of hearts 
he was full of bitter animosity against Thuillier, and was 
delighted to sec this fresh tax levied on the man’s cock- 
sure imbecility and confident inexperience. 

As for Thuillier, his mania for appearing as a public 
character, and being talked about, possessed him to such 
a pitch that, though he groaned at seeing his purse still 
further bled, he had made up his mind to the loss, even 
before asking the lawyer’s advice. La Peyrade’s very 
reserved and doubtful approbation was more than enough 
to confirm him in his resolution, and that very evening 
he went back to Barbet junior’s and asked for the list of 
men to be invited. 

Barbet had soon made it out, but instead of ten guests, 
as he had suggested, he brought the number up to fifteen, 
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without counting himself and la Pcyrade, whom Thuillier 
felt he must have to be his second in a meeting where he 
was conscious that he would be a little out of his depth. 

As Thuillier glanced over the list just given to him, — 

‘Why, my dear boy,’ said he to the publisher, ‘you 
have put down the names of papers that no one ever heard 
of. What on earth are the Moralhateur, the Lanterns de 
Diogene, the Pelican, and the Echo de la Bievre?’ 

‘You have made a bad shot in falling foul of the Echo 
de la Bievre^ answered Barbet; ‘a paper that is printed 
in the twelfth arrondissement for which you propose- to 
stand, and which is taken by all the tanners of the Mouf- 
fetard quarter.’ 

‘Well, let that stand then,’ said Thuillier, ‘but the 
Pelican — ’ 

‘ The Pelican ? It is a paper that lies on every dentist’s 
waiting-room table — the best agents for puff in the world. 
Now, on an average, how many teeth are drawn, do you 
suppose, every day in Paris ? ’ 

‘Well, then, leave it,’ said Thuillier, who authorita- 
tively put his pen through some names, reducing the party 
to fourteen. 

‘ And then if anybody fails us, we shall be thirteen.’ 

‘As if I believed in that superstition ! What next ? ’ 
said Thuillier the strong-minded. 

And the list being closed and restricted to fourteen, 
then and there, on a corner of the publisher’s writing- 
table, he wrote the invitations for the next day but one, 
as the matter was pressing, and Barbet assured him that 
no one would take offence at the shortness of the notice. 

• The company was to assemble at Vefour’s, the restaurant 
most in vogue among the middle classes and provincials. . 

Barbet was on the scene even before Thuillier, wearing 
a necktie enough of itself to be a feature and an event in ' 
the satirical set to whom he was to display it. 

The publisher took it upon himself to change various 
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Items of the menu, and more especial!), instead of \ulgarl) 
postponing the champagne till the last course, he ordered 
two bottles well iced to be placed on the table from the 
first, with some pounds of prawns, of which the giver of 
the feast had not thought 

Thuillicr, who \er) coldl) sanctioned these amendments, 
was followed b) la Pc)ndc, then there was a long inter- 
val dunng which no guests appeared The hour had been 
fixed at eleven, and at a quarter to twelve no one had 
come 

Barbet, whose spirits never fell, made the consolatorj 
remarL that an imitation to a restaurant was like a bidding 
to a funeral, where, as ever) bod) knew, eleven o'clock 
means twelve In fact, at a few minutes to twelve two 
gentlemen appeared, with goatVbeards and smelling ver) 
strongly of the smoking divan Thmllier thanked them 
effusively for the honour the) were good enough to do 
him, then there was another long wait of which the tor- 
ment need not be described 

By one o’clock five guests had dropped in, besides Barbet 
and la Peyradc It need hard!) be said tint no creditable 
representative of any respectable paper had accepted this 
preposterous invitation Thc) were obliged to sit down, 
a few polite speeches on thc immcnsci) interesting charac- 
ter of his publication could not console Thuillicr, or deceive 
him as to thc bitterness of his failure, but for thc vivacity 
of the publisher, who seized thc reins Thuillicr could not 
hold, for he was as gloomy as Hippo!) lus on thc road to 
Mycenx, the icy coldness and depression of thc meeting 
would have been intolerable 

Oysters were first served , and thc wines of Champagne 
and Chabhs with which they were washed down had begun 
to raise thc thermometer, when a youth in a cap, rushing 
into the banqueting room, dealt Thuilher a deadly and 
quite unexpected blow 

‘ Here, sir,’ said the messenger to Barbet — he was one 
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of the bookseller’s clerks, — ‘ we are done for ! The police 
have searched your place. A sergeant and two constables 
have just seized this gentleman’s pamphlet — here is the 
paper they gave me for you.’ 

‘ See what that means, Mr. Lawyer,’ said Barbet, handing 
the stamped sheet to la Peyrade. His accustomed impu- 
dence for the moment failed him. ’’ 

‘A summons to appear within a few days in the assize 
court,’ said la Peyrade, after looking at the official scrawl. 

Thuillier, as pale as death, turned to the publisher. 

‘Then you did not carry out all the requisite formali- 
ties ? ’ said he, with choking utterance. 

‘ Oh ! it is not a question of formalities,’ said la Peyrade. 
‘ The pamphlet is seized as illegal printed matter, inciting 
hatred and contempt of the existing government. You, 
my poor Thuillier, will, no doubt, find a similar document 
awaiting you at home.’ 

‘ But this is treachery ! ’ cried Thuillier, losing his head. 

‘ Bless me, my dear fellow, you, I suppose, know what 
you put into your pamphlet. I confess I found nothing in 
it to whip a cat for.’ 

‘ It is some misunderstanding,’ -said Barbet, recovering 
his courage. ‘It will be cleared up, and it will be a 
splendid advertisement — won’t it, gentlemen?’ 

‘Waiter, a pen and ink!’ cried one of the journalists 
thus appealed to. 

‘You will have time enough to write your article,’ said 
one of his colleagues. “‘What connection is there 
between a bomb and this filet saute P ” ’ 

A parody of a famous speech made by Charles XII. of 
Sweden, when a cannon-ball interrupted his dictating to one 
of his secretaries. 

‘ Gentlemen,’ said Thuillier, rising, ‘ you will excuse me ; 
if, as Monsieur Barbet thinks, this is all a mistake, it must 
be cleared up at once, so with your permission I shall forth- 
with proceed to the law-courts, ^a Peyrade,’ he added with 



The Middle Classes 317 

some meaning, ♦)ou noi, I chml, refuse to accompan) 
me And )ou, m) worth) publisher, would do well to 
come too * 

* Not I,’ said Ilarbct junior * BreaLfast is breakfast. If 
the lawjcrs have blundered, so much the worse for them • * 

‘But if the action is a serious matter,’ cned Thuillier, 
in a perfect agon). 

‘Well, then, 1 can onlj ta\ . — what is perfcctlj true — 
that I have not read a word of )Our pamphlet One thing, 
howeter, is sera anno) mg those confounded juries object 
to a beard , I snail hate to cut mine ofT if I am to appear 
before one ‘ 

‘Come, m) dear Amphitrjon,* said the editor of the 
Echo it la Dinrty ‘sit down ag?iin We will bolster jou 
up I have an anicle read) sinttcn that will make a com* 
motion among the peat-sellers, and tltat honourable corpora- 
tion IS a power ’ 

* No, gentlemen, no • * cried Thuillier. ‘ Such a man as 
I cannot rest half an hour under the imputation that has 
fallen on me. Go on without us, I hope to return shortly. 
Arc )ou coming, la Pejrade? * 

‘ He rcall) is too funri) * * said Barbet, as Thuillier and 
his friend went away. ‘Fane) IcaMng )our breakfast 
immediately after the oysters to go to talk to a figure-head 
of a judge* Come on, gentlemen, close up,’ he added 
w'lth spirit 

‘ Hallo * ' said one of the famishing journalists, who had 
been looking down into the garden of the Palais Royal 
commanded b) the window of their room, ‘ there goes 
Barbanchu Suppose I were to call him up ^ ’ 

‘ Why, to be sure! “A gentleman of position requires 
a substitute,”’ said Barbet, in parody of an advertisement 
common enough on the walls 

‘ Barbanchu • Barbanchu I * shouted the self-styled lour- 
nalist 

Barbanchu, wearing a queer, pointed hat, did not im- 
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mediately discern from what cloud above him the voice 
fell on his ear. 

‘ Up here,’ said the voice, which appeared to him 
from heaven, indeed, when he perceived that he was hailed 
by a man holding a glass of champagne. 

Then, as he still seemed doubtful, he was greeted with 
a chorus ; ‘ Come up, old fellow, come upf. There are 
good pickings ! ’’ 

Thuillier, when he came out of the law courts, could 
indulge in no illusions. He was the object of a very 
serious prosecution, and the severity of the Judge’s tone 
left him, at the same time, no hope of being treated with 
leniency. 

Then, as always happens between accomplices when 
a deed done in partnership turns out badly, he pelted la 
Peyrade with bitter animadversions : ‘ He had paid no 
attention to what he was writing; he had gone off at a. 
canter on his insane Saint-Simonian notions ! Little he 
cared for the consequences ! He would not have to pay the 
fine and go to prison ! ’ And then, when la Peyrade said 
that it did not seem to him a very serious matter,’ and that 
he would undertake to get a verdict in Thuillier’s favour ; — 

‘ Oh, of course, nothing can be simpler,’ he exclaimed. 

‘ All you see in the business is a case for a showy defence. 
But I am not going to trust my honour and my fortune in 
the hands of a feather-brain of your stamp. If the case 
comes to trial, I will secure a first-class man. I have. had . 

enough of your assistance, thank you ! ’ 

Under this storm of injustice, la Peyrade felt his temper 
rising. However, as he wished to avoid a rupture, he was 
helpless; he parted from Thuillier saying that he could 
forgive a man excited by fear, and that he would call in 
the course of the afternoon, when he hoped to find him 
calmer. Then they might discuss the steps if would be 
well to take. 
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So at about four o’clock the Provencal went to the house 
on the Boulevard de la Madeleine. Thuillier’s irritation 
had subsided, but had gl\cn way to frightful consternation. 
If he had been expecting to be led to the scaffold in half 
an hour’s time, he could not have been more crushed and 
dejected. 

When la Peyrade went in, Madame Thuillier was 
administering some lime-flower tea. The poor woman 
had shaken off her apathy, and was proving herself a true 
Eponina to her Sabinus. 

As for Brigitte, who presently came in, herself carrying 
a foot-bath, she was merciless and unmeasured in her 
speech ; her abuse, bitter and virulent out of all proportion 
to the lawyer’s fault — supposing him to have committed 
one, — would have enraged the mildest of men. La 
Peyrade saw that he had lost his footing in the Thullliers* 
house, where they seemed only too glad of an excuse for 
throwing him over and for indulging in the most odious 
ingratitude. On a satirical taunt as to his success in 
obtaining honours for his friends, he rose and took leave, 
without any attempt on their part to detain him. 

After pacing the pavement for a little while, the Pro- 
venpal, in the midst of his indignation, suddenly remembered 
Madame de Godollo, for, to tell the truth, since their first 
interview his thoughts had often dwelt on the fair foreigner. 

Not once only had she abruptly retired, when on reach- 
ing the ThuilUcrs’ he had found her there. The manoeuvre 
had been repeated every time they had met ; and without 
fully understanding what she would be at, la Peyrade had 
assured himself that this marked avoidance of him must 
mean anything rather than indiflerence. It would have 
been ill-judged to call again on the lady too soon after his 
first visit ; but by this time a long enough period had 
elapsed for him to appear as a man entirely master of 
himself. So he turned back, and without asking at the 
porter’s door if the Countess were at home, he went in 
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as if he were going back to the Thuilliers’, and rang at 
the door of the entresol. 

As on the first occasion, the maid desired him to wait 
while she informed her mistress ; but the room into which 
he was shown was not the dining-room, but, another small 
room arranged as a library. 

He was kept there a long time ; he did, not know what 
to think. At the same time he comforted himself by 
reflecting that if he was to be dismissed, the lady would not 
have taken so long to think about it. 

At last the woman returned, but not to show him in. 

‘ Madame la Comtesse,’ said she, ‘ is particularly engaged, 
and begs that Monsieur will be good enough to wait, and 
to amuse himself with some of the books, as she may be 
delayed longer than she would wish.’ 

The excuse, in fact and in form, being by no means, 
■ discouraging, the lawyer proceeded to act on the advice 
given him to avoid being dull. Without having to open 
either of the carved rosewood bookcases, which contained 
some of the most beautifully bound books he had ever seen, 
he found on the long table with turned legs and a green 
cloth a mixed collection of books, ample to feed the mind 
of a man whose thoughts were probably otherwise engaged. 

But as he opened, one by one, the volumes left at his 
command, he thought he had been intentionally left to 
the torments of Tantalus ; one was English, another Ger- 
man, a third Russian ; there was even a book in T urkish 
characters. Was this a polyglot practical joke ? 

At last a book claimed his attention. The binding, un- 
, like that of the works which to him were as sealed letters, 
was not so much handsome as smart. All by itself, on a 
corner of the table far from its companions, it lay back 
upwards, the open page spread out on the table-cloth, like 
a tent. La Peyrade took it up, careful to note the page 
which the last reader evidently meant' to keep open. 

It was an illustrated edition of Monsieur Scribe’s works ; 
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the print that turned up under the lawyer’s c)cs represented 
the chief scene of a little piece pla)ed at the G)ninasc, A 
IFomarti Hatred 

Few of m) gentle readers, no doubt, arc unacquainted 
with the upshot of this drama, suggested — so the story 
goes — to the illustrious wntcr of so manj plajs by a 
speech he hcafd uttered one day by hts porters wife — 
‘There are some women,* said she, ‘who make believe 
to spit in the dish, so as to disgust others and get it all to 
themsches ’ 

In point of fact the chief figure in La baine Aune Femme 
IS a young \vidov\, relentlessly persecuting a poor young 
man who does not know which way to turn Everybody 
believes that she hates him mortally By her mischief- 
making she almost destroys his reputation, and spoils a rich 
match he might have made, but it »s only, after all, to 
give him far more than she has robbed him of, for she 
ends by marrying him herself, and making a husband of 
the man who had been pitted as her victim 

If It was chance that had isolated this volume and opened 
It at the precise spot where la Peyrade had found it face 
downward, it must be granted, after all that had passed 
between him and the Countess, that chance is sometimes 
clever and ingenious 

As he considered the deep meaning that might underlie 
this circumstance, fortuitous or not, la Peyrade read a few 
pages to see whether, in parts as much as in the whole, the 
allusion fitted his predicament While he was reading with 
some interest, if not with absorbed attention, he heard doors 
open and shut, and the lawyer, recognising the fair Hun- 
garian’s silvery voice and rather indifferent tone, perceived 
that she was seeing somebody to the door 

‘ So I may promise the Ambassadress,’ said the lady’s 
visitor— -and the visitor was a man, — ‘that you will 
honour her ball this evening with your presence? ’ 

‘ Yes, Commander, if my headache, which at this moment 
X 
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seems a little better, will only do me the favour of disap- 
pearing altogether.’ 

‘ Till this evening then, most adorable of your sex,’ said 
the gentleman. 

Then the doors shut again and silence reigned as 
before. 

The title of Commander was reassuring V.o la'Peyrade, 
for it is not one in common use by youthful sparks. Still, 
he was curious to know who the person might be who 
could take up so much of the lady’s time. Hearing no- 
body, the lawyer went to the window which looked out on 
the street and cautiously opened the curtain, ready to drop 
it instantly at the least sound, and to turn round so as 
not to be caught in the very fact of vulgar curiosity. A 
handsome brougham, in waiting a little way off, drew up, 
a footman in a showy but well-appointed livery flew to 
open the door, and a little old man, very brisk and dandi- 
fied, though he was one of those rare surviving relics of 
the past who have not discarded hair-powder, stepped 
lightly into the carriage, which drove off at a swift pace. 
La Peyrade had just time to observe a long row of orders. 
This rainbow of ribbon, added to the powdered wig, left no 
doubt as to the wearer being a personage of diplomatic 
rank. 

La Peyrade had had time to return to his book, for in 
any case he thought it well to be ‘discovered’ reading, 
when a bell was rung, and a minute after a maid appeared 
to announce that his long waiting had come to an end. 
When desired by the damsel to follow her, Theodose took 
care to replace the volume as he had , found it, and a 
moment later he was in the Countess’s presence. 

There was a trace of suffering on the lady’s handsome 
features, but this did not impair her charms. On the sofa 
where she sat there lay an open letter, written on gilt-edged 
paper in a free and space-loving hand which betrayed it as 
having emanated from some minister’s cabinet or govern- 
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mcnt office. In her hand she held a cut-glass bottle with 
a chafed gold top, and she sat inhaling from it; a strong 
smell of aromatic vinegar was predominant over all the 
other scents in the room. 

‘You are not well, Madame,* said la Peyrade anxiously. 

‘Oh, it is nothing,* said the Countess, ‘a headache — 
I very often have one. But you, Monsieur, where have 
you been ? I was beginning to give up all hope of ever 
seeing you again. Have you come to give me some great 
news ? The date of your marriage to Mademoiselle 
Colleville must now be near enough to be announced to 
everybody.’ 

This opening somewhat disconcerted la Peyrade. 

‘ I should have supposed you, Madame,* replied he a 
little stiffly, ‘ to be sufficiently familiar with what goes on 
in the ThuiUiers’ household to know that nothing of the 
sort is imminent; nay, I may say, at present even 
probable.’ 

‘ No, Indeed, I assure you I know nothing. I firmly 
resolved not to appear to take any interest m an affair 
with which I had so foolishly mixed myself up 5 I talk 
to Mademoiselle Brigitte of anything and everything ex- 
cepting Celeste’s marriage.* 

‘And it was, I suppose, to leave me at full liberty to 
discuss the subject, that you always made your escape 
whenever I had the honour to meet you at our friend's 
house.* 

‘Why, yes,’ said the Countess, ‘that, no doubt, was 
the reason why I made way for you. Why else should 
I be so coy ? ’ 

‘ Oh, Madame, a lady may avoid a man for many other 
reasons* For instance, he may have offended her; he 
may not have shown due respect and submission in acting 
on the advice she has so greatly honoured him by giving.* 

‘ Oh, my dear sir, I am not so ardent a proselytiser as 
to take offence when my advice is not followed. Like 
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other people, I am quite capable of taking a mistaken 
view of, a case.’ 

‘But, on the contrary, Madame, as regards my mar- 
riage, your view was the correct one.’ 

‘ Indeed ? ’ said the lady quickly. ‘ Has the attack on 
the pamphlet, following so closely on the delay in, securing 
the Cross, led to a rupture ? ’ • 

‘ No,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ my influence in the Thuilliers’ 
house rests on a firmer foundation. Compared with the 
services I have done to Mademoiselle Brigitte and her 
brother, these little disasters, happily reparable — ’ 

‘ Do you think so ? ’ interrupted the Countess, with an 
air of incredulity. 

‘ No doubt,’ answered la Peyrade. ‘For if Madame la 
Comtesse du Bruel takes it into her head to secure the red 
ribbon, in spite of the difficulties that have stood in the 
way of her good-will, she is quite able to obtain a thing 
which, after all, is not beyond human attainment.’ 

The Countess listened with a smile to this remark, but 
shook her head doubtfully. 

‘Why, Madame, only a few days since, the Countess 
told Madame Colleville that this unexpected check had 
piqued her pride, and that she would herself apply to the 
Minister.’ 

‘Ah, but you forget that the law has intervened, and 
it is not usual to wait till a man has stood at the bar 
before giving him the ribbon of the Order. This seizure 
— it does not seem to have struck you — argues some ill- 
feeling, which you do not quite appreciate, against Mon- 
sieur Thuillier, and perhaps against you. Monsieur, for 
you are the real culprit. The authorities do not seem, on 
the present occasion, to have acted independently.’ 

La Peyrade looked at the Countess. 

‘ I must own,’ said he, after a hasty glance, ‘ that I have 
tried in vain to find in the document in question any ex- 
cuse for the attack of which it has been the ‘object.’ 
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‘ In my opinion, too,* said the lady, * the King’s sup- 
porters must have a very lively imagination to convince 
themselves that they had a seditious pamphlet to deal 
with ; but this is only additional proof of the powerful 
underground influence which vitiates all your efforts for 
the benefit of our worthy Monsieur Thuillicr.’ 

‘And you, Madame, know our secret foes ? ’ 

‘ Perhaps,’ said the Countess, smiling again. 

‘ Madame,’ said la Peyrade, with agitation, * if I might 
venture to utter a suspicion — ? * 

‘ Speak,* replied Madame dc Godollo, ‘ I do not object 
to your guessing right.* 

‘Well, Madame, our enemies — Thuilllcr’s and mine 
— are — a woman,* 

‘What then ? * said the Countess. * Do you know how 
many lines of a man’s writing Richelieu required in order 
to hang him ? ’ 

‘Four,’ said Th 4 odosc. 

* Then you can understand that a pamphlet of more 
than two hundred pages should have afforded matter for 
prosecution in the hands of a woman who has some little 
skill in — intrigue.* 

‘I understand everything, Madame,’ cried la Peyrade 
vehemently. ‘I know her for a woman in ten thousand, 
with as much mischievous wit as Richelieu himself ; for 
an adorable" witch who can not only set the police and 
gendarmes in motion, but freeze a Cross, that is about to 
drop, to the minister’s fingers.* 

‘Well, then,' said the lady, ‘of what use is it to 
struggle ? ’ 

‘1 struggle no more,’ said la Peyrade, calculating the 
measure of her regard for him by the immense pains she 
had been at. Then, with an air of assumed contrition, he 
added: — 

‘ But, bless me, Madame, you must hate me very 
bitterly.’ 
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‘Not so bitterly as you might suppose,’ answered the 
Countess ; ‘ but, after all, supposing I did ? ’ 

‘ Ah, Madame ! ’ cried Theodose rapturously, ‘ I should 
be the happiest of ill-starred wretches, for such hatred 
would be a thousand times more precious and delightful to 
me than your indifference. But you do not hate me : why 
should you feel for me that thrice-blest feminine aversion 
which Scribe, in one of his gems for the Gymnase, has de- 
scribed with so much subtle wit ? ’ 

Madame de Godollo did not immediately reply j she 
looked down, and a little flutter in her breathing slightly 
shook her voice. 

‘ And can a man of your stoical temper be frivolous enough 
to trouble himself about a woman’s hatred ? ’ she asked. 

‘Yes, indeed, Madame, I should trouble myself a great 
deal ; not to rebel against it j • on the contrary, to bless the 
severity which vouchsafed to chasten me. My fair foe once 
known and confessed, I should not despair of moving her 
to pity, for never again would I tread in a path that was 
not hers, nor march under a banner she had not taken for 
her own ; I should not think till she inspired me, nor have 
any will but hers ; I should act only when she ordered, 
and be in all things her auxiliary, nay, more, her slave; 
were she to spurn me with her tiny foot, to punish me with, 
her white hand, I should endure all things with joy. As 
the reward of so much submission and obedience, I should 
crave but one favour, that of being allowed to kiss the 
print of the foot that had repulsed me*, of shedding all my 
tears in the hand that had struck me ! ’ 

While pouring out this long outcry of an ecstatic and 
distracted heart, wrung from the impressionable Provencal 
nature by the joy of hoped-for triumph, he had glided from 
his seat, and at the end found himself kneeling on one knee 
at a little distance from the Countess — an attitude recog- 
nised on the stage, and which is still less rare than might 
be thought in private life. 
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‘ Rise, Monsieur,' said the Countess, ‘ and have the good- 
ness to answer me.* She fixed a searching eye on his face, 
and knitting her handsome brows, ‘ Have you,’ she asked, 
‘ carefully weighed the purport of the words you have just 
spoken ? Have you gauged their depth and all they pledge 
you to ? Arc you the man to do all they promise, your 
hand on your*hcart and conscience; arc you not one of 
those perfidiously humble men who affect to embrace our 
knees only the better to throw our reason and will off its 
balance ? ’ 

*11* cried la Peyrade, ‘shall I ever regret the fascina- 
tion which you exercised over me from the moment when 
we first met. Nay, Madame, the more I have rebelled and 
struggled against it, the more should you believe in its 
reality and its absolute supremacy. What I said I meant ; 
what I have just now thought aloud, I have thought to 
myself from the hour when I was so happy as to be ad- 
mitted to your presence} and the long days I have spent 
in fighting against the attraction, have produced a reaction- 
ary strength of will which knows its own mind, and which 
your utmost severity cannot now discourage.’ 

* My severity — perhaps not,' said the Countess. ‘But 
my favours arc another matter. Question yourself closely. 
We foreigners do not understand the levity with which 
French women often treat even the most solemn engage- 
ments. To us, the word “yes" is a sacred bond, our word 
is a pledge, we wish nothing and do nothing by halves. A 
motto attached to the arms of ray family has much mean- 
ing here, All or nothing. This is saying much, and yet 
hardly enough.’ 

‘ Oh, I am quite of the same mind,’ replied the lawyer, 
‘ and my first act on leaving this house will be to break, 
once for all, every link with that ignoble past, which for a 
moment, I seemed to place in the scale against the intoxi- 
cating future which you do not forbid me to hope for.’ 

‘ No, no,* said the Countess, ‘ I do not like hasty freaks ; 
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it will not flatter me in the least that you should fly round 
breaking windows. These Thuilliers are not bad souls ; 
they humiliated you quite unconsciously ; they live in 
another world frohi yours. Is that their fault? Untie 
the knot, do not break it, and above all, pause to reflect 
once more. Your conversion to a belief in me is so 
recent ! What 'man can be sure of what hi^ heart will say 
to-morrow ? ’ 

‘ I, Madame, am that man. We men of the south do 
not love a la Fran^aise’ 

‘ But I thought that the feeling under discussion as be- 
tween us was hatred,’ ,said the Countess, with a bewitching 
smile. 

‘ Nay, Madame, even when it is translated and under- 
stood, there is something terrible in the word. Tell me, 
rather, not that 'you love me, but that the words you con- 
descended to speak at our former meeting were the true 
expression of your feelings.’ 

‘ My friend,’ said the Countess, emphasising the word, 
‘ one of your moralists has said : “ There are some persons 
who when they say that a thing is or is not^ need take no 
oath ; their character promises for them.” Be good enough 
to believe that I am one of them.’ 

And she held out her hand to the lawyer with a gesture 
as modest as it was graceful. 

La Peyrade, beside himself, rushed at the hand, and 
devoured it with kisses. 

'• Enough, child,’ said the lady, gently disengaging her 
imprisoned fingers. ‘Good-bye, till we meet again. I 
believe my headache is quite well.’ 

La Peyrade took up his hat and rushed to the door; 
but there he stopped, and cast a long and tender look at 
the enchantress. 

The Countess bowed him a charming farewell, but as 
la Peyrade seemed about to retrace his steps, she warned 
him with her finger to be good, and go away. He finally 
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left. On the stairs he paused to exhale, as it were, the 
overflowing joy of his heart. The Countess’s words, and 
the ingenuity with which she had prepared him to divine 
her feelings, seemed to him to guarantee their sincerity, 
and he departed in faith. 

Given over to the intoxication of happiness, which be- 
trays itself not only in the victim’s appearance, looks, and 
manner, but sometimes even in actions which reason could 
not strictly approve, after pausing for a minute on the stairs, 
he went up far enough to see the entrance to the Thuilliers’ 
apartments. 

‘At last,’ he cried, ‘I see glory, fortune, and happiness 
within my grasp ; and, even b^etter, I may know the joys 
of revenge > After Ccrizet and Dutocq, I will crush you, 
vile and vulgar brood • ’ 

And he shook his flsc at the innocent double doors. 

Then he ran down and away, and the common phrase 
at this moment was true of himj his feet seemed not to 
touch the earth. 

The very next morning, for la Peyrade could no longer 
contain the storm that swelled within him, he went to call on 
the Thuilliers. He arrived there in the bitterest and most 
hostile frame of mind. Imagine, then, his bewilderment 
when, before he had time to parry the demonstration of 
reconciliation and oblivion, Thuillier rushed into his arms. 

‘ My dear fellow,’ cried the ex-clerk, when he relaxed his 
embrace, * my political fortune is made ; every paper, with- 
out exception, speaks of the seizure of my pamphlet, and 
you should see what the oigans of the Opposition have to 
say to the Government.* 

‘ It is quite natural,* said the lawyer, not- entering into 
this enthusiasm, ‘ you arc something to write about. But 
that does not in the least mend the matter, and the legal 
authorities will be all the more determined to get an advcise 
verdict, as they say.’ 
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‘ Well, then,’ said Thuillier, drawing himself up proudly, 
‘ I will go to prison — like Beranger, like Lamennais, like 
Armand Carrel.’ 

‘ My good sir, persecution is a beautiful thing — at a dis- 
tance j but when you hear the big bolts shut upon you, 
believe me the position will not smile on your fancy.’ 

‘ In the first place,’ said Thuillier, ‘ political prisoners are 
never refused leave to serve their time in a private asylum, 
and, as yet, I am not ^sentenced j you yourself only yester- 
day thought I might hope to be acquitted.’ 

‘Yes; but since then I have heard things that make it 
seem very doubtful. The same hand, no doubt, that with- 
held the Cross, came down on your pamphlet. You are 
being murdered of malice prepense.’ 

‘Since you know who this dangerous enemy is,’ said 
Thuillier, ‘ you will, I suppose, not decline to name him.’ 

‘I do not know,’ answered la Peyrade, ‘but I suspect. 
This is what comes of finessing.’ 

‘ Of finessing ? ’ said Thuillier, with the natural animosity 
of a man whose conscience is absolutely clear of the fault 
he is accused of. 

‘ Certainly,’ replied the lawyer. ‘ You have used Celeste 
as a sort of decoy-bird to tempt flutterers to your house. 
It is not every one who is so long-suffering as Monsieur 
Godeschal, who, after his dismissal, behaved so generously 
in the matter of the sale.’ 

‘ Explain yourself,’ said Thuillier. ‘ I do not understand 
you in the least.’ 

‘ Nothing can be easier to understand. How many 
suitors — without counting me — are there for the hand 
of Mademoiselle Colleville? Godeschal, Minard, Felix 
Phellion, Olivier Vinet, the judge’s deputy, — men who have 
all been kept dangling, just as I have been.’ 

‘ Olivier Vinet ! ’ cried Thuillier, struck as by a ray of 
light. ‘To be sure; that is the quarter the blow comes 
from. His father, they say, has a long arm. But can it be 
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said that we have kept him dangling, to use your very un- 
seemly phrase ? He spent one evening here, and has made 
no proposal , no more, indeed, has the younger Minard, or 
young Phellion Godeschal is the only man who ventured 
to come to the point, and he uas refused without hesita- 
tion , he was not kept on tenterhooks * 

‘Very true/ said la Peyrade, still bent on quarrelling 
‘ It IS only when a man speaks out decisively that there 
IS any point in playing fast and loose with him * 

‘ Come,’ said Thuillier, ‘ out with it Whom are you 
talking at with these insinuations ^ Did you not settle 
everything with Brigitte the other day ? You have chosen 
a good time, I must say, to come to me about your love- 
afeirs, when the sword of justice is hanging over my 
head ’ 

‘ Oh, I dare say • ’ said la Peyrade ironically ‘ Now 
you want to make capital of your interesting position as 
a man attacked by the law I knew just what would 
happen, and that when once the pamphlet was finished 
you would be at your tricks again ’ 

‘The pamphlet indeed*’ said Thuillier ‘I like jour 
assuming that it was to be the end of every difficulty, when 
It IS, on the contrary, at the bottom of all these deplorable 
complications ’ 

‘ Deplorable ^ Why ? Your political fortune is made ’ 

‘ Really and truly, my dear boy,* said Thuillier senti- 
mentally, ‘ I never could have thought that you would 
choose the evil hour of adversity to come and hold a pistol 
to my head, and make me the object of your vexatious 
remarks * 

‘Well done*’ cued Peyrade '^Now it is ^‘the evil 
hour of adversity,” and not a minute ago you threw your- 
self into my arms like a man who has had some unlooked- 
for good fortune You must really make up your mind 
whether you are a man to be pitied or gloriously tri- 
umphant ’ 
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‘ You may be as sharp as you please/ retorted Thuillier, 
‘ you will not prove that I have contradicted myself. I am 
logical, at any rate, though I may not be clever. It is 
very natural that I should be comforted by finding public 
opinion pronouncing in my favour, and affording me in 
the papers every proof of respectful sympathy. But, 
on the whole, do you not suppose that h would rather 
have seen things take their course ? As I see myself the 
object of low malignity on the part of men so influential 
as the Vinets, can I foresee the extent of the dangers to 
which I may be exposed ? ’ 

‘So you are definitively yea/r qui pleure — in doleful 
dumps ? ’ said la Peyrade, with -pitiless insistency. 

‘ Yes,’ replied Thuillier solemnly, ^yean qui pleure over 
a friendship which I had believed to be genuine and sincere, 
and which, when I need its help, has nothing to give but 
satire.’ 

‘ What help ? ’ asked la Peyrade. ‘ Did you not tell me 
yesterday that you had had enough of my collaboration in 
any form ? I offered to plead your case j you told me you 
would secure some eminent counsel.’ 

‘Very truej in the first moment of dismay at such an 
unexpected blow, I may have made such a foolish speech ; 
but on due reflection, who is better qualified than you to 
explain the meaning of a document written by your own 
pen ? I was indeed beside myself yesterday ; and you, 
to-day, with your offended conceit that cannot forgive a 
hasty impulse, are very caustic and cruel.’ 

‘ So you apply to me, formally, to defend you before the 
jury ? ’ 

‘ Why, yes, my dear boy ; I see no other man in whose 
hands I can trust my case. I might pay some big-wig 
of the bar an enormous fee and he would not defend me 
so skilfully as you will.’ 

‘ Well, and now I refuse. The parts, as you perceive, 
are reversed. I, like you, thought yesterday that I was 
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the man for this case , to-daj , I tlutik that tv hat ) ou need 
IS) in fact) some big>ui(» of the lavv, since nith Vinet as 
)our antagonist) the afTatr has assumed such importance 
as uill load the advocate t\ho undertakes it with really 
otenvhelming responsibilities* 

‘I quite understand,' retorted Thuillier, ‘)our Worship 
always dreamed of a scat on the bench, and it will not do 
to run an) risk of quarrelling with the man who is ahead) 
spoken of as a likel) Keeper of the Seals That 1$ ter) 
prudent — but I do not sec how it will further ) our pros- 
pects of mamage * 

‘That IS to say,* replied la Peyrade, catching the ball 
at the rebound, ‘that to snatch )ou from tlie clutches of 
the jury is a sort of thirteenth labour of Hercules which 
you set before me, before I can win Mademoiselle Colle- 
ville's hand I was prepared to find that your demands 
would increase in proportion to the dc\ otion 1 might pro\ c , 
but I am tired of it , and to put an end to this utilisation 
of man by man, I came here this morning to gn c y ou back 
your word You may dispose of Celeste’s hand as you 
please , so far as 1 am concerned, 1 make no claim on it ' 

The abrupt tone of this unexpected declaration left 
Thuillier speechless and voiceless , all the more so because 
at this moment Brigitte came into the room The good 
woman’s mood had also changed considerably since yester- 
day, for her opening words were full of affectionate 
familiarity 

‘So here you arc*’ said she to ia Peyrade, * our good 
young lawyer*’ 

‘ Good-morning to you, Mademoiselle,’ said the Proven- 
cal, stiffly 

* Well,’ she went on, not heeding la Peyrade’s ceremoni- 
ous greeting, ‘ the Government has put its foot in it by 
seizing your pamphlet You should sec how hot the 
papers give it to them this morning Here,’ she went on, 
handing a sheet to ThuiHicr printed on flimsy paper in 
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large but not very legible type ; ‘ here is one you have not 
seen yet; the porter has just brought it up. A paper 
printed in our old quarter, FEcho de la Bievre. I do not 
know whether you gentlemen will agree with me, but the 
article strikes me as capitally written. But it is queer how 
careless these journalists are ; they spell your name with- 
out zn hi I think you might complain.’ ‘ 

Thuillier took the paper and read the article with which 
gratitude for a well-filled stomach had inspired the editor 
of the tanner’s organ. Never in her life had Brigitte 
troubled her head about a newspaper excepting to consider 
whether the sheet were large enough for wrapping the 
parcel for which she used it j but now, suddenly converted 
to faith in the press by her strong affection for her brother, 
she stood behind Thuillier, and reading over his shoulder 
the more important passages of the article she had thought 
so eloquent, she pointed them out with her finger. 

‘ Yes,’ said Thuillier, refolding the paper, ^ it is warmly 
expressed and highly flattering to me. But here we have 
quite another matter on hand. Our gentleman here de- 
clares that he refuses to plead my case, and that he gives 
up all idea of marrying Celeste,’ 

‘ That is to say that he will give it up,’ answered Bri- 
gitte, ‘ unless as soon as the case is over he is married at 
once and out of hand. Well, for my part, I think the poor 
boy’s demand only reasonable. When he has done that 
one thing more for us there can be no further reprieve, and 
whether Mademoiselle Celeste likes it or no, she must make 
the best of it, for, after all, everything must have an end.’ 

‘ You hear, my dear fellow,’ said la Peyrade, taking up 
Brigitte’s words, ‘ when I have defended you, then I am to 
be married. Your sister' is frankness itself, and does not 
beat about the bush.’ 

* Beat about the bush ! ’ echoed Brigitte. ‘ Not I, in- 
deed, do you think it ? I say wfiat I mean ; the labourer 
has worked, he must be paid for his pains.’ 
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‘Do hold your tongue,* said Thuillicr, stamping his foot, 
‘every word you utter twists the dagger in the wound.’ 

‘ The dagger in the wound; what do you mean ? ’ asked 
Brigitte. ‘ What I you have not qiiarrelled ? ’ 

‘ I told you,* said Thuillicr, * that la Peyrade has come to 
cry off the bargain; and the reason he gives is that we arc 
asking him to do us a stiU further scrv’icc before granting 
him Celeste’s hand. He thinks he has done us enough as 
it is.’ 

‘He has done us good service, no doubt,* replied Bri- 
gitte, ‘ but I do not sec that sve have been ungrateful. 
After all, it was he who got us into the scrape and 1 should 
think it very queer if he now left us in the lurch.’ 

< Your argument, my dear lady, would have some sem- 
blance of cogency If I were the only advocate in Paris; 
but as the streets are paved with them, and as Thuillicr 
himself said yesterday he would prefer a man of distinction 
at the bar, I do not scruple to refuse undertaking his de- 
fence. Then, as to the marriage we spoke of, to prevent 
its ever again being made an excuse for some vulgar and 
mercenary bargain, I decline it in formal and emphatic 
terms, and there is nothing to hinder Mademoiselle Collc- 
villc from accepting all that Monsieur PheUion has to 
offer.’ 

‘ Do not trouble yourself, my dear sir,’ replied Brigitte. 

* If that is your last word, we shall have no difficulty about 
finding a husband for Celeste, young Phellion or another; 
but you will allow me to ‘say that the reason you give is 
not the true one, for we cannot dance faster than the fid- 
dler can play. If we settled on the marriage this very day 
the bans must be published. You have wit enough to see 
that the mayor cannot marry you till the formalities are 
carried out, and between this and then ThuUlier’s case will , 
be tried.’ 

’ ‘Yes,’ said la Peyrade. ‘And if I lose his case it will 
be my fault that Thuillicr will be sent to prison, just as it 
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was I who yesterday had been the cause of the seizure of 
the pamphlet.’ 

‘ Hang it all, but it seems to me that if you had written 
nothing, the police would have nothing to grab.’ 

‘ My dear sister,’ said Thuillier, as la Peyrade answered 
with a shrug, ‘ your argument is unsound in so far as that 
the document was in no way incriminating. It is not la 
Peyrade’s fault if personages in high position organised a 
persecution against me. Do you remember that little man. 
Monsieur Olivier Vinet, whom Cardot brought to our 
house one evening; he and his father are furious, it would 
seem, because we did not think of him for Celeste, and 
they have vowed to ruin me.’ 

‘ And why did we refuse him,’ asked Brigitte, ‘ but for 
this gentleman’s sake ? For, after all, a Judge’s deputy in 
Paris is a very good match.’ 

‘ No doubt,’ said la Peyrade coolly, ‘ but he had not quite 
a million to contribute to the common stock.’ 

‘ Come ! ’ said Brigitte, firing up. ‘ If you are going to 
talk about the house you enabled us to purchase, I, for my 
part, will tell you plainly that if you had had ready money 
enough yourself to sneak it from the notary, you would 
not have come to us. You need not think that I was 
altogether your dupe ; you talked big just now about driv- 
ing a bargain, but it was you yourself who proposed it ; 
“ Give me Celeste,” said you, “ and I will give you the 
house.” That was what you gave us to understand in so 
many words ; and after all we had to make greater sacri- 
fices than we had expected.’ 

‘ Now, now, Brigitte,’ said Thuillier, ‘ you are stickling 
over trifles 1 ’ 

‘Trifles! Trifles, indeed ! ’ cried Brigitte. ‘Was the 
sum at first named exceeded, or was it not ? ’ 

‘ My dear Thuillier,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ I, like you, regard 
the matter as settled, and useless repetitions can only lead 
to bitterness. My determination was final before I came 
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here , all I hear only confirms it I shall not be your wn- 
in-]aw^ but we shall, nevertheless, remain fast friends * 

And he rose to go 

‘ One minute, Monsieur Tavocat,’ said Brigitte, stopping 
the way ‘ There is one matter, which, so far as I am 
concerned, is by no means settled , and as we no longer 
are to have purse in common, I should not he sorry 
if you would be so good as to tel] me what became of a 
little sum of ten thousand francs which Thuillier handed 
over to you, to be paid to some rascally officials for the 
Cross of which we have heard so much and seen 
nothing ? ’ 

‘ Brigitte I ’ said Thuillier, in an agony, ‘you have a hell- 
fire tongue You ought to have known nothing about 
that , I told you about it m a fit of temper and you prom- 
ised never to utter a word about it to any one whomso- 
ever’ 

‘True, but we are parting company,’ answered the im- 
placable old maid ‘Well, when partners part they pay 
Ten thousand francs ^ I should have thought a real Cross 
dear at the money , and for a Cross m the clouds, this 
gentleman must admit it is a very large price ’ 

‘ La Peyrade, my dear friend,’ said Thuillier, going up 
to the lawyer, who was white with rage, ‘do not listen to 
Brigitte , her affection for me is too much for her judgment 
I know what offices are , and I should not be surprised if 
you had paid even more out of your own pocket ’ 

‘Monsieur,’ said la Peyrade, ‘it is not in my power, 
unfortunately, to send you at once the sum which I am 
required to account for, with such insolent brutality But 
grant me a brief delay, and if, to encourage your patience, 
}ou will accept my note of hand, I am ready to sign 
one ’ 

‘ Get along with your note of hand,’ said Thuillier, 
‘}ou owe me nothing, we are m your debt, for Cardot 
told me that your profit on this splendid property, which 
Y 
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you enabled us to buy, ought to be ten thousand francs at 
the very least.’ 

‘ Cardot ! Cardot ! ’ said Brigitte scornfully, ‘ he is free 
enough -with other people’s money ! He was to have had 
Celeste — something better than ten thousand francs ! ’ 

La Peyrade was too great an actor not to turn this 
humiliating conclusion into an effective finale. With, tears 
in his voice, and ere long in his eyes, he addressed Brigitte. 

‘ Mademoiselle,’ said he, ‘ when I first had the honour 
of being admitted to your house I was poor ; and for a long 
time after you saw me depressed and ill at ease, because 
I knew that poverty exposes a man to every sort of indig- 
nity. From the day when I was enabled to show you the 
way to a fortune I did not covet for myself, I recovered 
a little confidence, and your kindness, too, encouraged me 
to shake off my shyness and abasement. To-day, then, 
when I am taking a loyal step which must relieve you of 
much anxiety, for, if you would be honest, you would con- 
fess that you have dreamed of another husband for Celeste, 
we might have agreed to give up a plan which my delicacy 
of feeling prohibits my carrying out, and yet have remained 
friends. All that was needed was that we should remain 
on such terms of politeness as you may see in an example 
daily before you; for, although Madame de Godollo has 
not any great kindness for me, I am sure that her good 
breeding would not allow her to approve of your odious 
behaviour. But, thank heaven ! I have some religious 
feeling. The gospel is not a dead letter to me, so under- 
stand me clearly. Mademoiselle, I forgive you. Not to 
Thuillier, who would not accept the money, but to you^ as 
my revenge, I will shortly repay the ten thousand francs 
which you believe me to have appropriated to my own 
needs. When the sum is in your own hands, if you should 
repent of your unjust suspicions and scruple to keep it, 
you can hand it over to some benevolent society — ’ 

‘ A benevolent society ! ’ cried Brigitte, interrupting him. 
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‘Thank you for nothing ^ To be given to a crowd of 
ne’er-do-weels and bigots, who spend it in feasting after 
taking the sacrament. I have been poor myself, my boy , 
for a very long time I made bags to hold other people’s 
money before I had any of my own I have money now 
and I keep it , so as soon as you please I am ready to take 
It. If you dd not know how to carry through a business 
when you undertake it, and waste powder and shot on 
cock-sparrows, so much the worse for vou.’ 

Seeing that he had failed in his purpose, and had not even 
scored the granite of which Brigitte was made, la Peyrade, 
with a scornful glance, made a dignified exit. 

He saw that Thmlher’s impulse was to detain him, but 
an imperious movement of Brigitte’s, always queen and 
mistress, had nveted him to the spot 

As soon as he got home, the lawyer completed his 
emancipation by writing to Madame CoUeviUe that, as 
his engagement to Celeste was broken off, he thought that 
ordinary propriety, as well as good feeling, prohibited his 
being seen at her house any more 

As Collcville made his way to the office next morning, 
he called on la Peyrade to ask him what nonsense he had 
been writing to Flavie that had reduced her to despair. 
Th^odose very solemnly repeated to the husband the words 
of the letter he had written to the wife — certainly not 
a love-letter. 

‘And that is what you call friendship^’ said Colleville, 
with the friendly tu that he had long been in the habit 
of using to la Peyrade. ‘You will not marry the daughter, 
is that a reason for quarrelling with her parents ^ It is 
making us answerable for the words you may have had 
with Thuillier. Is that any concern of ours ? Has not 
my wife been in\ ariablv kind to you ? ’ 

‘ Indeed,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ I have received nothing but 
kindness from Madame Colleville.* 

‘And so you want to see her die of grief? Since yes- 
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terday she has constandy had her handkerchief in her hand. 
I tell you she will really be ill.’ ^ . 

‘ Listen, my dear Colleville,’ replied the lawyer. ‘ I 
owe it to you to tell you the truth, and you have a right 
to be told it. Besides the fact that I could not meet Made- 
moiselle Celeste — ’ 

‘ Well, you need never meet her,’ interrupted the worthy 
man. ‘ When you come to the house the child can retire 
to her own room. Besides, she will be married before 
long.’ 

‘No doubt. But I ought to add that my frequent visits 
to your house have been talked about ; calumnious reports 
have got about. It is alike my duty and my desire to put 
a stop to them.’ 

‘ What ! ’ exclaimed the husband. ‘ Can a man of your 
sense listen to such absurd gossip ? Do you fancy that 
you can stop tongues wagging ? Why, my vyife has been 
talked about for five and twenty years, only because she 
is rather better looking than Brigitte and Madame Thuil- 
lier. I must be a greater ruffian than you, for all this 
tittle-tattle has never troubled our household peace for a 
quarter of an hour.’ ’ 

‘Well,’ said la Peyrade, ‘while I admire you for being 
so strong-minded, I think such a contempt of public opinion 
very rash.’ 

‘ What next ! ’ said Colleville. ‘ Public opinion ! I 
trample it in the dust — a lying hussy. It is Minard who 
keeps such reports afloat, because his fat cook of a wife 
never attracted the attention of any decent man. Monsieur 
le Maire would do far better to’keep an eye on his son, who . 
is ruining himself with an elderly actress from Bobino's' 

‘ At any rate, my dear good fellow,’ said la Peyrade, 

‘ try to bring Flavie to her senses.’ 

‘ Ah ! that’s better,’ said Colleville, wringing the lawyer’s 
hand. ‘ You call her Flavie in the old way. I have found 
my friend again.’ 
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‘Certaml}/ said la Pc)rade, tn a calmer tonc» * fnends 
once are friends for ever’ 

‘Ycs,)es, friends arc friends,* repeated Collcville ‘A 
gift of the gods, to console us for all the \cxations of life 
Then it is an understood thing, )ou will call on m) wife 
and restore my unhapp) home to gladness and serenity ? * 

La Peyrade vaguel) acquiesced, and when his importu- 
nate guest had departed, he wondered whether this t)pc 
of husband — which is far commoner than might be sup- 
posed — was genuine, or mere acting 

Just as la Pc)radc was about to lay at the Countess* 
feet the liberty he had so violently snatched at, he rcceiicd 
a scented note which set his hcan beating , he recognised 
on the seal the famous motto, * All or nothing,* which had 
been proposed to him as the rule that was to govern the 
intimacy he hoped for 

‘Dear Monsieur,* said Madame dc Godollo, ‘I hate 
heard of your determination, many thanks) But I must 
now prepare to carry out mine, for you cannot suppose 
that I intend to live for ever m a sphere that is so far from 
being ours, and to which I have no tics To make some 
arrangements, so as not to have to explain how it is that 
the entresol is open to the voluntary exile from the first 
floor, I must have to-day and to morrow to myself, so do 
not come to see me till the day after to-morrow By that 
time I shall have settled with Brigitte, as they say on 
’ change, and shall have much to tcU you * 

‘ Tua tota^ 

* COMTESSE DE GODOLLO * 

IFhally yours-, m Latm, struck la Peyrade as charming , 
nor did it surprise him, Latm being almost a second na- 
tional tongue in Hungary TTie two days’ delay to which 
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he was condemned added fuel to the fire of passion that 
possessed him; and when, on the second day, he arrived 
at the house near the Madeleine, his love had arrived at 
a height of incandescence of which he could not have be- 
lieved himself capable a few days sooner. 

This time the porter’s wife caught sight of him as he 
went in. But, irrespective of the fact that he might be 
supposed to be going up to the Thuilliers, he would not 
have cared if the real object of his visit had been known. 
The ice was broken, his happiness was recognised, and he 
felt more inclined to proclaim it to all comers than to 
make a mystery of it. 

Flying nimbly up the stairs, the lawyer was about to 
pull the bell, when, on putting out his hand to take the 
silken cord by the side of the door, he noticed that the bell- 
pull was gone. 

La Peyrade’s first idea was that some attack which 
makes every kind of noise unendurable to the sufferer 
might account for the absence of the missing cord; but 
various observations at once presented themselves to 
weaken this hypothesis, which, indeed, would not have 
been particularly consolatory. 

From the hall to the Countess’ door there used to be 
a stair-carpet, held at each step by a brass rod, and afford- 
ing visitors a velvety ascent; this carpet had disappeared. 

An outer door, covered with green worsted velvet and 
trimmed with gilt fillets, had guarded the entrance; of 
this no sign but a little damage done to the wall by the 
workmen who had removed it. 

For ,an instant the lawyer, in his agitation, fancied he 
had mistaken the floor; but glancing over the banisters 
he saw that he had indeed stopped at the entresol. Then 
Madame de Godollo was moving ! 

' The Provencal made up his mind that he must rap at 
the fine lady’s door just as if she were a pretty milliner ; 
but his knuckles only produced that hollow echo which 
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proves vacancy within, intonurre tavtrntr^ and at the same 
moment he perceived, under the door on which he now hit 
with his fist, that streah of da) light ivhich betrays deserted 
rooms when curtains, carpets, and furniture are gone, and 
there is nothing to deaden sound or subdue the sunshine 
Compelled to acknowledge that the removal was an 
accomplished feet, la Peyrade concluded that, after a quar- 
rel with Brigitte, some virulence on the old maid’s part had 
led to this radical and violent change, but why had he not 
been told, and what was this whim of leaving him to 
suffer from the absurd annoyance of coming on a fool’s 
errand ^ 

Before raising the siege, as if doubt were any longer 
possible, la Peyrade once more assaulted the door with 
noisy vehemence 

<Who IS that knocking as if he meant to have the 
house down ? * cried the porter’s wife, brought to the 
foot of the stairs by the clatter 

* Docs Madame de Godollo no longer live here ? * asked 
la Peyrade 

‘ Certainly not, since she has left If you had told me, 
Sir, that you were going to sec her, I could have saved 
you the trouble of kicking the door in ’ 

‘ I knew she was leaving,’ said la Peyrade, not choos- 
ing to seem ignorant of her intentions, ‘ but I had no idea 
she was to go so soon ’ 

‘She was m a hurry, I suppose,’ said the woman, ‘since 
she set off this morning with post-horses * 

‘With post-horses'’ echoed la Peyrade, in dismay. 
‘Then she has left Paris?* 

‘It is ID be supposed so,* said the dreadful woman ‘It 
IS not usual to have a postilion and horses to move from 
one part of Pans to another * 

‘ And she did not say where she was going ? ’ 

‘ No, Sir You have a queer notion of things if you 
suppose that we are kept informed ' ’ 
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‘ No j but, after all, if any letters should come for her 
after she has left ? ’ 

‘I have orders to send them to Monsieur le Com- 
mandeur, the little old gentleman who came here so 
often ; you must have met him. Sir.’ 

‘Yes, yes, of course,’ said la Peyrade, preserving his 
presence of mind under this succession of shocks j ‘so 
that little old man in powder came almost every day ? ’ 

‘Oh, not to say every day, but very often. Well, I 
have orders to send Madame la Comtesse’s letters to him.’ 

‘And she left no message to any one else of her ac- 
quaintance ; she gave you no instructions ? ’ 

‘ None whatever, Sir.’ 

‘Thank you, my good lady, I am much obliged,’ said 
la Peyrade 5 and he turned to leave the house. 

‘ But I fancy,’ added the porter’s wife, ‘ that Mademoi- 
selle knows more. about it. Will you not go up to her? 
She is at home, and so is Monsieur Thuillier.’ 

‘ No, it is of no consequence,’ said la Peyrade. ‘ I came 
to give Madame de Godollo some information she had 
asked me to get. I have not time to stay.’ 

‘ Well, as I tell you, she went off this morning with 
post-horses. Why, not two hours ago, you would have 
found her here. Sir 5 but travelling post, she must be far 
enough away by this time.’ 

With this trick of saying everything twice over, the 
woman, who had just given him such cruel information, 
seemed to insist on every detail which must torture him. 
He went away with despair in his heart. To say nothing 
of this abrupt disappearance, he was possessed by sudden 
jealousy, and at this acute stage of his overwhelming dis- 
appointment the most terrible explanations occurred to his 
mind. 

After brief consideration, he thought the matter out. 

‘ These diplomatic women,’ said he to himself, ‘ are often 
charged with secret missions, in which perfect secrecy and 
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extreme rapidity of mo\cmcnt arc requisite’ But then, 
with a sudden revulsion, ‘Supposing,* thought he, ‘that she 
were one of those adventuresses whom foreign govern- 
ments often employ as their secret agents If the sior), 
more or less suspicious, of the Russian Princess \vho was 
compelled to sell her furniture to Brigitte, were that also 
of my Hungarian lady ^ And yet,* he reflected, as a third 
view presented itself to his brain, tormented b) a frightful 
chaos of ideas and feelings, ‘ her education, her manners, 
language, everything proclaims her a woman of position 
in the world And then, if she were but a bird of pas- 
sage, why should she be at so much pains to bewitch me ? ’ 
Thus for a long time would la Peyrade ha\c gone on 
arguing for and against, if he had not felt himself seized 
from behind, while a voice he knew exclaimed 
‘ My dear Sir, take care where you arc going You are 
on the very verge of a dreadful end, and are running head- 
long to It ’ 

La Peyrade with a start found himself in Phclhon’s 
arms 

The scene occurred at the bottom of a house that was 
being pulled down, at the corner of the Rue Duphot and 
the Rue Saint-Honore 

Phellion, standing on the pavement opposite — the reader 
may remember his mania for building ‘works * — had for 
a quarter of an hour been watching the drama of a wall 
about to be overthrown by the united efforts of a party of 
workmen, the great citizen, watch m hand, was calculating 
how many minutes longer the mass of stone and mortar 
would resist the subversive forces brought to bear on it 
It was at the most critical moment of the imminent 
downfall, that la Peyrade, absorbed in the turmoil of his 
thoughts, and heedless of the warnings addressed to him 
from all sides, had walked into the space where the aerolite 
would inevitably fall Phellion— who would indeed have 
done as much for a stranger — had rushed to the rescue, 
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and la Peyrade certainly owed to him his escape from a 
dreadful death, for at the very moment when he was 
dragged back by the vigorous inhabitant of the Quartier 
Latin, the wall came crashing down just in front of him, 
with the uproar of a cannon and a dense cloud of 
dust. 

‘Are you deaf and blind, man?’ cried othe workman 
placed on guard to warn the passers-by of danger, in a tone 
of voice that may be imagined. 

‘ Thank you, my dear sir,’ said la Peyrade, coming down 
from the clouds. ' ‘ But for you, I should have been crushed ^ 
like an idiot.’ 

And he wrung Phellion’s hand. 

‘ My reward,’ said Phellion, ‘ is the satisfaction of hav- 
ing snatched you from such imminent peril; and I may say 
that this satisfaction is not unmingled with pride, for I was 
not two seconds wrong in the calculation which had en- 
abled me to foresee the instant when that formidable block 
was over-balanced from its centre of gravity. But what 
were you thinking about, my dear sir ? Of your defence, 
no doubt, in this case of Thuillier’s ; for the public papers 
have informed me of the irripending action to be taken by 
public vengeance against our highly estimable friend. But 
you will address the court in a noble cause, Monsieur; 
with my hand on my conscience, and accustomed as I am 
by my labours as a member of the committee at the Odeon 
to judge of literary efforts, after reading some passages of 
the incriminating document, I cannot see that the tone 
of that pamphlet is such as to justify the rigorous meas- 
ures that have been taken. Between you and me,’ added 
the great citizen, lowering his voice, ‘ I confess it is a small- 
minded action on the part of the Government.’ 

‘ That is my opinion too,’ said la Peyrade. ‘ But I do 
not undertake the defence. I have advised Thuillier to 
secure ,the help of some celebrated counsel.’ 

‘ That may be good advice,’ said Phellion. ‘ And at any 
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rate It docs honour to your modesty You ha\e just seen 
our dear frjcnd, no doubt ^ I called on him on the day 
when the bomb fell, and I am on mj waj to him now I 
did not find him at home on my first visit, I only saw 
Bngitte, who was discussing the matter with Madame dc 
Godollo There is a woman of political pur\icw! On 
my honour, she had foretold the catastrophe ’ 

‘You know that she has left Pans?' said la Pejrade, 
seizing an opening for coming back to the absorbing idea 
of the moment 

‘Indeed* she is gone,’ said Phellion ‘Well, Monsieur, 
though you and she were little in sympathj, 1 must tell 
you that I regard her departure as a misfortune She will 
leave a great gap in our fnends’ drawing-room I must 
say so, for I really think it, and I am not in the habit of 
disguising my feelings ’ 

‘Why, ccnainly,’ said la Peyrade, ‘she was a very re- 
markable woman, with whom I believe I should have come 
to an understanding in spite of her prejudices But this 
morning, without leaving any trace as to whither she was 
going, she set out suddenly, posting ’ 

‘Ah* posting,’ replied Phellion ‘I do not know 
whether you are of my mind, but that seems to me, Mon- 
sieur, a very pleasant way of travelling, and Louis XI , to 
whom we owe the institution, had certainly a very clever 
idea, though in other respects, his despotic and sanguinary 
rule was not, according to my poor lights, absolutely above 
reproach — Only once in my life have I availed myself of 
that mode of locomotion, and I must say t found it verj 
superior, in spite of its relative slowness, to the mad career 
of a railway, on which rapidity is achic% ed only at the risk 
of the passengers and the tax-payers ’ 

La Peyrade was paying httle heed to Phelhon’s grandilo- 
quence 

‘Where can she have gone? * This was the thought he 
turned over and over m his mind, an absorbing thought 
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which would have rendered him indifferent to a far more 
interesting discourse; but the great citizen, fairly started 
like a locomotive, went on steadily. 

‘ It was the last time Madame Phellion was confined. 
She was in the country of le Perche with her mother, when 
I heard that serious complications had supervened with 
milk-fever. A wound in the pocket is nevdr fatal, as they 
say, so, terrified by the danger that threatened my wife, I 
flew off to the coach-office to take steps to secure a place 
in the mail. Not one was to be had ; they were all taken 
for a week to come. At once I made up my mind. I 
went off to the Rue Pigalle and for gold down I had suc- 
ceeded in obtaining the use of a chaise and two horses, 
when the necessity for a passport, with which I had omitted 
to provide myself, and without which, by a decree of the 
Consulate of the 17th Nivose, Year XII., no traveller was 
to be allowed to take horses — ’ 

But these words were as a flash of light to la Peyrade, 
and without waiting for the end of the great citizen’s post- 
ing Odyssey, he had set off in the direction of the Rue 
Pigalle, before Phellion, cut short in his speech, was fully 
aware of his disappearance. 

But when he had reached the royal posting station, la 
Peyrade was not a little puzzled to know where he could 
apply for the information he had come to seek. So he was 
engaged in explaining to the office-porter that he had a 
letter of the greatest importance to transmit to a lady of 
his acquaintance ; that this lady had been so heedless as to 
leave no address, and that he had thought he might learn 
her place of destination from the passport she must have 
shown before she could engage horses, when a postilion, 
sitting in the corner of the office where la Peyrade was 
making his inquiries, put his word in. 

‘Was it, now, a lady travelling with her maid, that I 
loaded up not far from the Madeleine ? ’ he asked. 

‘ The very thing,’ said la Peyrade, advancing eagerly and 
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slipping a five-franc piece into this providential informant’s 
hand 

< Bless me, but she’s a rum sort of tra\cl!cr,’ said the 
man * She made me take her to the Bois dc Boulogne, 
where we dro\e round and round for an hour Then wc 
pulled up at the Bamerc dc I'Ctoilc, where she ga\ erne 
something handsome for mjself, and took a cab, telling me 
to take the carnage back to a man she had hired it from in 
the Cour des Coches, Faubourg Samt-Honorc * 

‘And what is the man’s name?’ asked la Pejrade 
eagerly 

‘Simonin,’ answered the postilion 
Armed with this information, la Peyrade set out again, 
and a quarter of an hour later he confronted the _job mas- 
ter, but all the man knew was that a lad> living near the 
Madeleine had hired a travelling carnage, without horses, 
for half a day, that it bad been sent out at nine m the 
morning, and had been back in the coach-house b) 
noon, brought home by a postilion from the Royal 
Office 

* Never mind,' said la Peyrade ‘ I know now that she 
has not left Pans, and is not avoiding me She has made 
a pretence of setting out, to be nd, once for all, of the 
ThuiUiers Fool that I am' I dare say a letter is waiting 
for me at home, explaining everything * 

Dead with fatigue and agitation, la Peyrade, to verify 
the truth of this idea as quickly as possible, got into a 
hackney cab , m less than a quarter of an hour, for he had 
promised good pay, he was set down in the Rue Samt- 
Dommique-d’Enfer 

Here again he had to endure the torments of waiting 
Since Brigitte had ceased to live in the house, Monsieur 
Coffinet, the porter, neglected his duties, and when la Pey- 
rade rushed to the lodge to get his letter, which, m fact, 
he could see in the pigeon-hole appropriated to his service, 
the porter and his wife were both absent and their door 
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locked. The woman was busy' doing the housework of 
one of the tenants, and Coffinet, taking advantage of the 
opportunity, had allowed himself to be tempted to a tavern 
in the neighbourhood, where, between two noggins of 
wine, he was defending the cause of the householder 
against a republican who had small respect for proprietors. 

It was fully twenty minutes before this worthy, remem- 
bering the property supposed to be in his charge, came 
back to resume his functions. The torrent of abuse 
vented on him by la Peyrade may be imagined. He ex- 
cused himself, saying that he had been out on an errand 
by Mademoiselle’s orders, and that he could not be at the 
same time in the lodge and running messages for his 
mistress. ‘ ■ 

At last he gave the lawyer a letter with the Paris stamp. , 
It was his heart rather than his eyes that recognised the 
writing, and turning the letter over, the arms and motto 
assured him that he saw the end of the most cruel experi- 
ence of his life. 

To read the letter in the presence of this dreadful por- 
ter seemed to him sheer profanation ; with a refinement of 
passion in which every lover will sympathise, he allowed 
himself the pleasure of postponing his happiness ; he 
would not open this thrice-blessed missive till, in his own 
rooms, with the doors shut, so that nothing could disturb 
him, he might be able to revel in the delicious sensations 
of which his heart already felt the foretaste. 

Having flown up the stairs with a rush, the lawyer was 
childish enough to lock himself in, and at length, seated 
at his ease before his desk, after raising the seal with pious 
care, he was obliged to press his hand to his heart, which 
seemed ready to burst his ribs. 

‘ My dear Sir,’ said the letter, ‘ I am disappearing for 
ever, as my part is played out. I must thank you for 
having made it not only easy, but agreeable. By en- 
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tangling you in a quarrel uith the Thuilliers and the 
Collcvilles, who arc now \cr) full) informed as to the 
true feelings you entertain towards them, and b) taking 
care to comment on the sufficiently aggravating circum- 
stances of )our sudden and ruthless breach, in the way 
most likely to nettle their middle-class pride, I am proud 
and happ) to have done )ou signal serucc The girl docs 
not love )ou, and you love only the bright looks of her 
fortune. So I ha\e saved you both from a hell on earth. 
In exchange for the young lady )ou have so impudently 
thrown over, a charming wife is in reserve for you She 
IS richer and handsomer than Mademoiselle Collcville, 
and, to allude to myself, she is freer than your unworthy 
servant, 

the married woman, Torna, Comtesse de Godollo 

‘P.S. For further information refer without dela) to 
M du Portail, gentleman, Rue Honorc-Chcvalier, near 
Rue Cassette, fattier Saint-Sulpice. He expects you.’ 

Having read to the end, the advocate of the poor 
clasped his head m both hands , he saw nothing, heard 
nothing, thought nothing , he was crushed. 

Some days elapsed before la Peyrade could rally from 
the sledge-hammer blow that had felled him The shock 
was indeed a terrible one On coming out of the golden 
dream that had shown him the future under so fair a 
guise, he saw himself the victim of a hoax which was all 
the more cruel to his conceit, and his pretensions to craft 
and skill, because it left him irrevocably embroiled with the 
Thuilliers and loaded with a debt of twenty-five thousand 
francs This, to be sure, was not immediately due, but 
he was also pledged to pay Brigitte a sum of ten thousand 
francs, and this his care for his dignity required hun to do 
as soon as possible , finally, the thing that put the finishing 
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touch to his humiliation and disappointment was that, on 
searching his heart, he felt that he was not radically cured 
of his passionate admiration for the woman who had 
wrought this great disaster and led him to ruin. 

Either this Delilah was a very great lady, of such high 
position that she might indulge her most compromising 
whims, and had given herself the amusement of playing 
the coquette in a sort of dialogue, he playing the simpleton ; 
or she was an adventuress of great accomplishment, in the 
pay of this Monsieur du Portail, and the agent for his 
matrimonial schemes. So the two alternative verdicts he 
could pronpunce on this dangerous lady were, that she was 
a bad woman, or that she had a bad heart ; and in either 
case it did not ^ seem that she had any great claim to be 
regretted by her victim. 

But we must put ourselves in the place of this son of 
the south, with his hot blood and fiery spirit, who, for the 
first time in his life, had found himself in presence of a pas- 
sion in scent and laces, and believed he might drink it out of 
a golden cup. As on waking, we retain the impression of 
a dream that agitated us, so la Peyrade, still bewitched with 
what had never been but a shadow, needed all his moral 
strength to evict the image of the perfidious Countess. To 
be accurate, he did not cease to yearn for herj only he 
took care to clothe in a decent pretext his intense desire 
to find her, which he called curiosity, thirst for revenge, 
working out this ingenious argument : — 

‘ Cerizet spoke to me of a rich heiress ; the Countess 
in her letter tells me that the elaborate intrigue in which 
she had entangled me will' lead to a wealthy marriage. 
Now, rich marriages, to be flung at a man’s feet, do not 
grow so thick that two such chances should fall in my way 
within a few weeks. Consequently, the match proposed 
to me by Cerizet, and this that has again been offered me 
are the same — this crazy girl to whom they are so strangely 
bent on marrying me ! Consequently, Cerizet, being in 
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the plot» must know the Countess , consequent!) through 
him I may get on the track of the Hungarian At any 
rale I shall get some information as to the strange selection 
of which I am the object People who can bring such 
well-dressed puppets on the stage to gain their ends must 
be of some importance in the world I will go to see 
Cerizct * • 

And he went to sec Cenzet 

The "two old allies had not met since the dinner at the 
Rocher de Cancale Once or twice at Thuillier's, whither 
Dutocq came but rarely now that they lived so far apart, 
la Peyrade had asked the clerk of assize what had become 
of his copymg-clerk 

‘ He never mentions you,* replied Dutocq Whence 
the lawyer had concluded that resentment, the tnanet alta 
menu repastumy was still hot m the vindictive money-lender 

This did not stop la Peyrade After all, he was not 
going to ask him a favour, he was going under pretence 
of reopening an affair in which Cerizci had interfered , and 
Ccrizet never interfered in anything that was not likely 
to prove profitable to himself Hence the chances were 
in favour of an eager and affectionate reception rather 
than a repulse Also, the lawyer decided on calling on 
Cenzet in his master’s office, it was a less personal visit 
than going to see him in his den in the Rue oes Poules, not 
an inviting spot 

It was about two o’clock when la Peyrade went into the 
offices of the police court of the twelfth arrondissement 
He went through the outer room where the appellants 
were waiting, who perpetually besiege the magistrates of 
the lower courts for matters connected with the affixing 
and removing of seals after a death, with affidavits and 
declarations, with disputes between employers and servants, 
landlords and tenants, purchasers and dealers, or cases 
brought in by the police Without stopping, la Peyrade 
went on to the room between the waiting-room and the 
z 
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office of the clerk of assize. There sat Cerizet, writing 
at a shabby desk of black stained wood, opposite a chair 
for an inferior clerk, at this moment vacant. 

As Cerizet saw the advocate come in, he gave him a 
sinister look, and, without moving from his place, or ceas- 
ing to copy a decision that lay before him, he said : — 

‘What! You, Maitre la Peyrade. Wellj-you have got 
your friend Thuillier into a pretty mess I ’ 

‘ How are you ? ’ said la Peyrade, with determined fa- 
miliarity. 

‘ I ? ’ replied Cerizet. ‘ As you see, always chained to 
the oar; and to continue the nautical metaphor, I may ask 
you what wind has blown you here. Is it by chance' the 
blast of adversity ? ’ 

La Peyrade, without answering, brought a chair -up to 
the table, and said very gravely : — 

‘ My dear boy, we must have a few words together.’ 

‘ It would seem,’ said Cerizet with malignant insistency, 
‘ that there is a coolness between you and the Thuilliers 
since the seizure of the pamphlet.’ 

‘The Thuilliers are ungrateful wretches,’ answered la 
Peyrade. ‘ I have cut their acquaintance.’ 

‘ Whether you have cut them or they have cut you,’ said 
Cerizet, ‘ they have shut their door on you ; and from what 
Dutocq tells me, Brigitte speaks of you with anything 
rather than respect. This, my friend, is what comes of 
trying to manage your affairs single-handed ; when difficul- 
ties arise there is no one to round the corners ,off. If you 
had but got me the lease, I should have been acquainted 
with the Thuilliers, Dutocq would not have thrown you 
over, and we could have steered you safely into port.’ 

‘ And supposing I don’t want to be steered into port,’ 
retorted la Peyrade rather angrily. ‘ I tell you I have had 
more than enough of the Thuilliers ; I was the first to 
break off with them ; I told them to get out of my light ; 
and if Dutocq told you anything different you may tell him 
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he IS a liar, is that plain enough ? It seems to me I am 
explicit ^ 

‘ Just so, my dear fellow, and if you are so much an- 
noyed at all this Thuillene, you should have turned me 
loose among them , you would have seen how I would have 
avenged you and worried them * 

‘ There you, are right enough,* said la Peyrade, ‘ and I 
should be glad to have set you at their heels , but, once for 
all, I could do nothing m the matter of the lease * 

‘I suppose,’ said Cenxet, 'that your conscience made 
you feel it a duty to explain to Brigitte that the sum of 
twelve thousand francs, which I hoped to make, might as 
well remain in her pocket * 

*It seems that Dutocq still carries on the worthy busi- 
ness of spy which he used to exercise in the Exchequer 
offices , and like all men of that foul calling, he draws up 
reports that are no more ingenious than they are true * 
‘Take care ’ ’ said Cerizet ‘ You are speaking of my 
master and in his own den ’ 

* Come now,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ I came to discuss serious 
business Will you be so good as to let me hear no more 
of the Thuilliers or their concerns, and to give me all your 
attention ^ ’ 

‘ Speak on, my dear boy,’ said Cenzet, laying down his 
pen, which, till now, had not ceased to run over the sheet 
of stamped paper ‘ I am listening ’ 

‘ Not long ago,’ la Peyrade went on, ‘you spoke to me 
of a girl to be married, nch,of full age, and suffering a little 
from hysteria — as you euphemistically expressed it ' 

‘Aha I’ cried the money-lender, ‘ I have been waiting 
for this You have had great difficulty in catching me 
up > ’ 

‘ When you proposed this heiress to me,’ asked la Pey- 
rade, ‘ what had ) ou in your head ^ * 

‘Why, a splendid stroke of business for you, to be sure, 
jou had onlj to stoop and pick her up I was formally 



The Middle Classes 


356 

instructed to make the offer, and there was no brokerage ; 
I should have relied entirely on your generosity.’ 

‘ But you were not the only person instructed to sound 
me ; there was a woman employed on the same errand.’ 

‘ A woman ! ’ said Cerizet quite naturally. ‘ Not to my 
knowledge.’ 

‘Yes. A foreigner, fairly young and pretty, whom you 
must surely have met at the house of the young lady’s 
family, for she seemed very ardently devoted to them.’ 

‘There has never been any woman implicated in this 
negotiation. I have every reason to believe that it was 
left entirely to me.’ 

‘ Do you mean to say,’ said la Peyrade, fixing a scruti- 
nising eye on the copying-clerk, ‘ that you never heard of 
the Comtesse Torna de Godollo ? ’ 

‘ Never in all the days of my life. I never heard the 
name till this moment.’ 

‘ Then there must be another party in the field j for this 
lady, after many singular preliminaries too long to relate, 
formally proposed to me a match with a young person of 
greater wealth than Mademoiselle Colleville.’ 

‘ Of full age and hysterical ? ’ asked Cerizet. 

‘ No, the offer was not enhanced by those accessory de- 
tails ; but there was another point which may perhaps 
afford a clew. Madame de Godollo desired me, if I cared 
to follow the matter up, to call on one Monsieur du Por- 
tail, gentleman.’ 

‘ Rue Honore-Chevalier ? ’ asked Cerizet eagerly. 

‘ Just so.’ 

‘Well, then, it is certainly the same match offered through 
two intermediaries. But it is strange that I should not 
have been told of this combination of forces.’ 

‘ So that, in fact,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ you not only had no 
suspicion of the Countess’s intervention, but you do not 
know her, and can give me no information about her ? ’ 

‘At this moment certainly not,’ said the money-lender. 
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'But I shall make inquiries, for such a proceeding, as re- 
gards myself, strikes me as a little cool As regards }ou, 
this cmplo)mcnt of two agents proves how suitable the 
family think you ’ 

At this moment the door of the office was cautiously 
opened a little way , a w Oman's head appeared, and a v otcc, 
at once recognised by la Peyrade, said — 

' Oh ' I beg pardon ' You arc engaged, Sir Might I 
speak two words to you, Sir, when you arc alone ? ’ 

Cenzet, whose eye was as quick as his pen, noticed this 
La Peyrade, sitting where the newcomer could sec him, 
no sooner heard the honeyed dnwvl, than he hastened to 
turn his head so as to hide his features Consequently, 
instead of dismissing the woman roughly, as was the usual 
treatment accorded to intruders by this least affable and 
kindly of copying-clerks, the modest visitor heard the 
words — 

‘ Come in, come in, Madame Lambert , you would have 
to wait a long time * 

‘ Oh I Monsieur • The advocate of the poor * ' cried 
his creditor, whom the reader has no doubt recognised 
* How glad I am to meet you, Sir I have been several 
times to your place to ask whether you had had time to 
attend to my little affair ’ 

‘To be sure I have had lately many occupations that 
have taken me out,’ said la Peyrade ‘ But everything is 
done, and the papers sent m to the secretary ’ 

‘ How good you are. Sir* ' said the pious dame, clasping 
her hands 

‘What, you and Madame Lambert have business to- 
gether * ’ said Cenzet , ‘ you did not tell me that Are you 
old Picot’s adviser? ’ 

‘1^0, indeed, unfortunately,’ said tbe woman ‘My mas- 
ter will take advice of no one, he is so wilful, so pig- 
headed But, my dear Sir, is it true that another family 
council IS to be heldf’ 
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‘Not a doubt of it,’ said Cerizet, ‘and no later than 
to-morrow.’ 

‘But how is that, Monsieur, when the judges in court 
have decided that the family has no rights ? ’ 

‘ Very true, yes,’ replied the clerk, ‘ the lower court and 
the Court of Appeal rejected the application on the part 
of the relations for a commission in lunacy.’, 

‘I should think so, indeed,’ said Madame Lambert. 
‘Fancy trying to make out that such a capable man is mad.’ 

‘ But the relations will not give in. They are taking 
the matter up from another side, and insist on the appoint- 
ment of trustees of the estate. It is for that they are to 
meet to-morrow, and this time I think, my dear Madame 
Lambert, that old father Picot will be placed in leading- 
strings. There are some very serious allegations ; to pluck 
the bird a little is one thing, but not till it is quite bare.’ 

‘ What ! Can you believe ? ’ said the woman, raising her 
clasped hands to her chin, and lifting her shoulders. 

‘ I ! I believe nothing,’ said Cerizet, ‘ I am not the 
judge in the case. But the relations say that you have 
made away with considerable sums of money, and made 
investments which they mean to inquire into.’ 

‘ Dear Heaven ! ’ said the pious soul, ‘ they may search. 
I have not a bond, not a share, not a note, not the smallest 
security in my possession.’ 

‘ Oho ! ’ said Cerizet, with a side glance at la Peyrade. 
‘You have obliging friends who take charge — well, well, 
it is no concern of mine; people must go their own way. 
And what in particular do ,you want to say to me ? ’ 

‘ I wanted,’ replied the bigot, ‘ to entreat you. Monsieur, 
to ask Monsieur Dutocq to intercede for us with Monsieur 
the Justice of the Peace; the vicar of Saint-Jacques will 
speak for us, too. Poor old man ! ’ she added, with tears, 

‘ if they worry him so, they will be the death of him.’ 

‘The Justice of the Peace is against you, -I cannot con- 
ceal the fact,’ replied Cerizet. ‘ The other day, as you 
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know, he refused to see you. As to the clerk of assize 
and myself, there is little that we can do. And besides, 
my good lady, you are really too close with us.’ 

‘You asked me, Monsieur, if I had invested any little 
savings. I cannot say I have, when, on the contrary, all 
my own little money has been spent in housekeeping for 
poor Monsieur Pi-i-cot, whom I am accu-u-used of 
robbing.’ 

Madame Lambert had come to sobs. 

‘ It is my opinion, and I tell you so plainly,’ said Cerizet, 
‘ that you make yourself out much poorer than you are, and 
if my friend la Peyrade, who seems to be honoured with 
your confidence, were not tongue-tied by the obligations 
of his profession — ’ 

‘I,’ interrupted la Peyrade quickly, ‘I know nothing of 
this lady’s affairs. She came to me to draw up a memorial 
for her in a matter that has no connection with either law 
or finance.’ 

*Ah, yes; that was it,’ remarked Cerizet. ‘Madame 
Lambert had been to you about that memorial on the day 
when Dutocq met her — the day after the famous dinner 
at the Rochtr de CancaUy where you played the lord.’ 

And then, as if he attached no importance to this recol- 
lection, he added : — 

* Well, my good Madame Lambert, I will ask the Master 
to speak to the Justice, and if I have a chance I will do so 
myself; but I warn you, he is not on your side.’ 

Madame Lambert withdrew with many curtseys and 
many protestations of gratitude. 

When she was gone la Peyrade spoke. 

‘You do not seem to believe,’ said he, ‘ that this woman 
came to me to get a memorial drawn up. It is, neverthe- 
less, absolutely true ; she is regarded as a saint in the street 
where she lives, and from all I could find out about her, 
the old man, whom she is accused of fleecing, lives on her 
sacrifices. Consequently, somebody put it into the good 
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lady’s head to try for one of the Monthyon prizes, and it 
was her various claims to such a reward that she asked me 
to prove and set forth.’ 

‘ To be sure, the Monthyon prizes ! ’ exclaimed Cerizet. 
‘ That is a hint, my dear fellow, and we are foolish not to 
try for them ourselves. I, especially, being the banker of 
the poor, as you are their advocate. As to 'your client, she 
may think herself lucky that old Picot’s relatives are not 
members of the Academy, for the prize for virtue they 
would award her is given in the criminal court. — But to 
return to our own business ; as I was saying, I advise you 
to have done with shilly-shally, and like your Countess, I 
say you cannot do better than go to call on du Portail.’ 

‘ What sort of man is he ? ’ asked la Peyrade. 

‘ A little old man as delicate as amber,’ answered Cerizet, 
‘ and who seems to me to have quite unlimited credit. 
Go. Seeing, as they say, costs nothing.’ 

‘Yes,’ said la Peyrade, ‘I may possibly go. But first 
you must find out who and what is this Comtesse de 
Godollo.’ . 

‘ What is the Countess to you ? ’ said Cerizet ; ‘ she is 
only a supernumerary in the play.’ 

‘ I have my notions,’ said the lawyer. ‘ Within two or 
three days you will surely know where you stand with 
regard to her, and then I will call on you again.’- 

‘ My good fellow,’ said the money-lender, ‘ you seem 
to me to be dawdling over trifles at the very door. Are 
you in love, by chance, with this fair matrimonial 
agent ? ’ 

‘ A plague on the man ! ’ thought the lawyer. ‘ He 
guesses everything, and it is impossible to keep one’s own 
secrets. No,’ said he aloud, ‘ I am not in love ; on the 
contrary, I am cautious. I confess that I nibble but feebly 
at this marriage with a mad woman, and before embarking 
on the enterprise, I should like to see where I am setting 
foot. This roundabout method of proceeding is barely 
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satisfactory, and since such various influences are brought 
to bear, I will try to check one by the other. So do not 
try any of your tricks, nor give me the sort of informa- 
tion concerning the Comtessc Torna de Godollo that you 
can spin out of your own brainy like the description in a 
passport, a round chin and oval face — a saddle to fit 
any horse Twarn you that I am quite able to verify 
the accuracy of your report, and if I find you trying to 
play any games on me, I have nothing to say to your du 
Portail.’ 

* Play any games on you. Monseigneur, who would dare 
try It ^ ’ replied Cenzet, putting on the tone and accent of 
Frederick Lemaitre 

As he made this ironical speech, Dutocq came in, fol- 
lowed by his under-clerk. He had been employed on 
business in town 

‘ Hallo ( ’ cried he, on finding la Peyrade with Cerizet, 
‘behold the Trinity re-mstitutcd But the object of the 
alliance, the <asat fceitm^ is gone down stream, it seems 
What have you been doing to our worthy Brigitte, my dear 
la Peyrade ^ She is mortally ofTended with you.* 

‘And ThuiUier? ’ asked the advocate 
It was the scene m Molicre the other way about, Tar- 
tufle asking for news of Orgon 

‘ ThuiIIier at first was not so hostile , but the matter of 
the pamphlet, it would seem, is not looking badly. As he 
wants you less, he is beginning to swim m his sister’s 
wake , and as things go on I hardly doubt that within a few 
days, if the King’s Counsel decide that there is no case 
against him, you will be a man to be hanged, in his 
opinion * 

‘Well, I am out of that mess,’ said la Peyrade, ‘and if 
I am ever caught m such another • Good-bye, my dear 
boys,’ he added ‘ And you, Cenzet, in the matter I spoke 
to )ou about, promptitude, accuracy, and secrecy * 

When la Peyrade got out into the court-yard of the 
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Mairie, he was accosted by Madame Lambert, who had 
waited for him. 

‘ I hope, Monsieur,’ said she unctuously, ‘ that you do 
not believe all the shocking things Monsieur Ccrizet said 
in your presence. You know, for a fact, that I came by 
my money through inheritance from my uncle in Eng- 
land ? ’ - 

‘Well and good!’ said la Pcyrade. ‘But you. must 
understand that, with all the reports put about by your 
master’s relations, there is little enough chance for you of 
the prize for virtue.’ 

‘ If it is not God’s will that I should obtain it — ’ 

‘ And you must see, too, how important it is, for your 
own sake, that you should keep the secret of the service 
I have done you. At the very first breath of indiscretion, 
as I told you, the money will be returned to you without 
mercy.’ 

‘ Oh, sir, you may be quite easy.’ 

‘Well, then, good-bye, my dear,’ said la Peyrade, in a 
patronising tone. 

As he went away he heard a voice calling from a 
window on the stairs: — 

‘ Madame Lambert 1 ’ 

It was Cerizet, who suspected this meeting, and came 
to make sure. 

‘ Madame Lambert,’ he repeated, ‘ Monsieur Dutocq is 
come in, and if you want to speak to him — ’ 

La Peyrade had no means of hindering the interview, . 
though he felt that the secret of his borrowing from the 
woman would be in the greatest danger. 

‘ Decidedly,’ thought he, as he went on his way, ‘ I am 
out of luck. I do not see the end of it.’ . ■ 

There was so strong an instinct of dominion in Brigitte 
that it was without regret, nay, it must be saidj with secret 
joy, that she saw Madame de Godollo disappear. That 
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woman, she was well aware, was her superior to a crushing 
degree , and this, though it added to the good effect of her 
house, at the same time put her ill at ease , so, when the 
parting took place, on perfectly good terms and under a 
plausible and decent pretext, Mtis Thuillier breathed more 
freely She was like a sovereign who has been long over- 
borne by a domineering but indispensable minister, and 
who illuminates his heart on the day when death comes 
to deliver him from the tyrant whose services and rival 
influence he has so impatiently endured 

Thuillier was not far from feeling the same with regard 
to la Peyrade But Madame de Godollo had only added 
elegance, whereas the advocate had been useful in the house 
they had almost simultaneously abandoned , and by the end 
of a few days, the presence of the Provencal was a want 
keenly felt, as prospectuses say, in his ‘dear fellow’s* 
political and literary plans 

The town councillor found himself suddenly called upon 
to draw up an important report He could not shirk the 
task which had fallen to him as a result of the reputation 
his pamphlet had earned him as a clever writer and a man 
of letters , and confronted with the perilous honour conferred 
on him by his colleagues of the Municipal Board, he felt 
overwhelmed by his isolation and incapacity 

In vain did he shut himself up in his study, gorge him- 
self with black coffee, mend his pens, and write twenty 
times over, on paper which he carefully cut to the exact 
size of that used by la Peyrade, '■A Report to the JForshtpful 
Members of the Muntctpal Counalof the City of Pans, ’ adding 
on a separate line a grandly engrossed * Gentlemen^ and 
then rush frantically out to complain that a fearful racket 
checked the flaw o f hes ideas, when some one rn the house 
had merely shut a door, opened a cupboard, or moved a 
chair All this did not advance matters, nor even begin 
the composition 

Fortunately, Rabourdm wanted to make some little alter- 
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ation in the arrangement of the rooms he occupied, and he 
came, as a matter of course, to submit the plan to the 
landlord. Thuillier eagerly consented, and he then spoke 
to his tenant of the report he was to draw up, being anxious, 
as he said, to have his opinion on the subject of it. 

Rabourdin, to whom no detail of official work was un- 
familiar, at once shed a vast amount of clear and helpful 
light on the question submitted to him. He was one of 
those men to whom the intellectual character of their 
hearers is a matter of indifference ; a fool or a clever man 
serves equally well to spur them to think aloud, and is 
an equally efficient exciting cause. 

When he had done, Rabourdin saw perfectly that Thuil- 
lier had not understood him ; but he had listened to himself 
with much pleasure ; he was grateful, too, for his hearer’s 
attention, obtuse as it was, and for his landlord’s readiness 
to grant his request. 

‘ Indeed,’ he added, as he went away, ‘ I must have 
some notes on the subject among my papers; I will look 
them up and send them to you.’ 

And that evening he sent a voluminous manuscript to 
Thuillier, who spent the night in drawing on this valuable 
well-spring of ideas. He finally extracted more than he 
needed to compose a really remarkable paper, in spite 
of a somewhat inept use of his plunder. 

The report, which was read two days after to the 
Council, had an immense success, and Thuillier came 
home beaming from the compliments he had received. 
From that hour — for even in his old age he would still 
talk of ‘ the report I had the honour of laying before the 
Municipal Council of the Seine ’ — la Peyrade sank con- 
siderably in his estimation ; he thought he could henceforth 
well dispense with the Provencal’s services, and thus proudly 
emancipated, he encouraged himself with the prospect of 
another piece of fortune which came upon him at about 
the same time. 
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A parliamcntar)’ crisis was impending; this suggested to 
thcMinistr)’ that, with a view to depriving the opposition 
of a ground of hostility, which always strongly influences 
public opinion, they would do well to relax the rigorous 
measures which had of late been too strenuously dealt to 
the press. ThuUlier was included in this hypocritical am- 
nesty, and reepived a letter one morning from the advocate 
he had engaged instead of la Peyrade. This letter informed 
him that the Council had dismissed the ease, and that the 
seizure of the documents was nullified. 

Then Dutocq’s prophecy came true. With this load 
removed, Thuillier swaggered over the dismissal of the 
case, and, joining in chorus with Brigitte, he spoke of 
la Peyrade as a sort of sneak whom he had nourished, who 
Had swindled him of considerable sums, and behaved with 
the grossest ingratitude, and whom he rejoiced no longer 
to count among his acquaintance. Orgon, in short, had 
rebelled, and like Dorinc, would have been ready to cry,— 

« A pauper who came without shoes to his feet, 

Whose clothes not a beggar would wear in the street.* 

Cerizet, to whom Dutocq duly reported these indignities, 
would not have failed to repeat them all hot to la Peyrade ; 
but the interview with the copying-clerk, when he was to 
supply the required information, never took place. La Pey- 
rade found out the truth for himself. 

This was what happened. 

Haunted persistently by the thought of the fair Hunga- 
rian, while waiting — or rather without waiting — for the 
result of Cerizet’s investigations, he tramped all over Paris, 
and was to be seen like the idlest of loafers in all the most 
crowded resorts, his heart persuading him that at any mo- 
ment he might meet the object of his burning search. 

One evening in the middle of October, — the autumn 
was splendid, as it often 5s in Paris, — on the boulevards 
where the lawyer aired his passion and his melancholy, the 
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bustle of out-of-door life was as lively as in the middle of 
the summer. 

On the Boulevard des Italiens, formerly called the Boule- 
vard de Gand, as he wandered past the row of chairs in 
front of the Cafe de Paris, where an espalier of fly-by-night 
beauties await the gloved hand that shall pluck them, 
mixing meanwhile with married wives from^ the Chaussee 
d’Antin, accompanied by their husbands and children, 
la Peyrade was suddenly pierced to the heart ; he saw from 
afar his adored Countess. 

She was alone, and in a splendour of dress which seemed 
scarcely appropriate to the place and to her loneliness ; ' in 
a chair in front of her was a little white dog, which she 
was caressing with her elegant hands. 

After convincing himself that he was not mistaken, the 
lawyer was rushing to greet the heavenly vision, when he, 
was outstripped by a lion of the most conquering type; 
without throwing away his cigar, or even lifting his hat, 
this fine young gentleman began to talk with the Ideal 
Being. As she caught sight of the Provencal, very pale 
and about to address her, the siren no doubt took fright, 
for she rose, and hastily taking the young man’s arm, — 

‘ Is your carriage here, Emile ? ’ said she, ‘ it is the last 
night at Mabille, and I want to go.’ 

The name of that disreputable resort, thus flung at the 
unhappy lawyer, was in fact a boon, for it saved him from 
a signal act of folly ; that of speaking to a woman arm in 
arm with a man so suddenly constituted her protector — 
a worthless creature of whom he had been thinking with a 
world of tenderness, only a few minutes since. 

‘ She is not worth insulting,’ said he to himself. 

But, as lovers are not easily driven to raise a siege when 
they have begun it, the Provencal would not yet believe 
that he knew all. 

Not far from the seat just left by the Hungarian lady, 
sat another woman, also alone, but she was elderly, with 
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a feathered honnet, and under an Indsan »havil, a worn 
standard with colours faded In nmc» uerc some pitiable 
relies of tarnished elegance, and shahhs , unfashionable mag- 
nificence fdcrsvholc appearance, in shor, ssas rot impos- 
ing or resp-ct inspinnp— on the contrary Sola I’qradc 
sat down next this matron, and add'cssing her ssithoui 
ccrcmon), ashed her — 

‘ Do j ou, Madame, happen to fcnoss the ss oman u ho has 
just gone oT on a gentleman’s arm * ' 

‘Ccrtaml) 1 do, Monsieur I know ncarl) ail those 
bdies who come here* 

‘ And her name ts ** 

‘ Madame Komorn * 

‘Is she as impregnable as the fonrtss sshosc name she 
hears ’’asked the lassjcr 

It ma) be remembered that at the time of the resolution 
in Hungaf),ouf ears were constantls pestered h) novel- 
writers and the newspaper press, with the famous citadel 
of Komorn, and la Pejrade knew that an inquirs started 
with apparent indilTercncc and lev it) is always more Itkcl) 
to be successful 

‘ Did jou think of making her acquaintance, Monsieur ’ ’ 
‘ I do not know said la Pc) fade * Put she is a w oman 
to be remembered ' 

‘And a very dangerous woman, Monsieur,’ replied the 
matron, ‘a leech for money, and without an) propcnstiv 
for a generous acknowledgment of an) thing done for her 
I speak of what I know, when she came here from Hcr- 
lin, SIX months ago, she was very highl) introduced to me 
‘ Indeed * ’ said la Peyrade eagerly 
‘Yes, I had a very fine place at that time, near Villc 
d Avra)r, — a park, preserves, a fishing stream, — and as 
I was dull there, all by myself, and had not money enough 
to lead a genteel country life, several gentlemen and ladies 
said to me “ Madame Louchard, you ought to get up 
parties, picnics — ” ’ 
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‘ Madame Louchard ? ’ exclaimed la Peyrade. ‘ Are you 
related to Monsieur Louchard, of the commercial police? ’ 
‘I am his wife, Sir, but legally separated. A dreadful 
man, who only wanted me to make it up again. But, no ! 
I can forgive anything but want of consideration 5 when I 
tell you that one day he dared to raise his hand to strike 
me — ’ j 

‘ And so you arranged the picnics,’ said la Peyrade, to 
bring the lady back to the point, ‘and Madame de Godollo 
— Madame Komorn, I should say — ?’ 

‘ She was one of the first to dwell under my roof. 
There she made the acquaintance of an Italian, a very 
• genteel young man, a political refugee, but quite high 
class. As you may suppose, I did not choose that any 
intrigues should be carried on in my house ; but the poor 
man was so much in love, and so unhappy because Ma- 
dame fComorn would have nothing to say to him, that I 
really took an interest in his love-affair — which was a 
very good stroke of business for that madam, for she got 
large sums out of the Italian gentleman. Well, and would 
you believe that, when I happened to stand in need of a 
small sum, and asked her to oblige me, she refused point- 
blank, and left the house, taking her young man with her ; 
and he has had no reason to rejoice over the connection.’ 

‘ Why, what happened to him ? ’ asked la Peyrade. 

‘ What happened was that that viper knows every lan- 
guage of Europe j that she is clever down to the ends of 
her finger-nails, and even more intriguing j and being, it 
would seem, in some way employed by the police, she 
handed over to the Government some papers her Italian 
had left about, so that he was packed out of this country.’ 

‘ And since the Italian left, Madame Komorn — ? ’ 
‘Since then she has had many adventures and damaged 
some fine fortunes; I thought she had vanished. For 
more than two months she remained perfectly invisible, 
till the other day she reappeared, more splendid than ever. 
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For my part, I cannot advise you, Monsieur, to run after 
her At the same time, you look like a southerner, you 
have your passions, no doubt, and perhaps all I have told 
you has only fired your fancy And, after all, being 
tvarned, there is no great danger, you honour your saint 
as you find her And it cannot be denied that she is a 
fascinating wojnan, oh, most fascinating She was really 
very fond of me, though we did not part friends, and only 
just now she asked me my address that she might come 
to see me ' 

‘Well, Madame, I will think it over,* said la Peyrade, 
rising and bowing 

The bow was returned with stern coldness , his abrupt 
departure showed that he did not really mean business 
On finding the lawyer making his investigation almost 
gayly, the reader might suppose that he was suddenly 
cured, but this superficial coolness and impartiality were 
but the unwonted calm which precedes a tempest 

On leaving Madame Louchard, la Peyrade jumped into 
a hackney cab, and then a deluge of tears, like that which 
Madame Colleville had witnessed on the occasion of the 
bidding for the house, when he believed Cerizet to have 
cheated him, was the first explosion of bis grief 

The siege he had so elaborately and patiently laid to 
the Thmlliers, at the cost of so many sacrifices, now ab 
solutely useless , Flavie so completely avenged for the 
atrocious farce he had played with her, his affairs m a 
worse plight now than when Cenzet and Dutocq had 
shut him up, like a wolf in the fold, from which he was 
now driven out like a mere silly sheep , then the schemes 
prompted by hatred to ruin the woman who had so easily 
got the better of him in spite of all his skill, and the still 
lively remembrance of the charms to which he had suc- 
cumbed, — these were thethoughts and emotions of a night 
spent in waking, or in sleep disturbed by painful dreams 
By morning la Peyrade had ceased to think, he was in 
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a violent fever, and the complications were sufficiently 
serious for the physician, who was called in, to take pre- 
cautions against the development of brain fever, of which 
the symptoms supervened. Leeches, bleeding, ice on his 
head — these were the delightful sequel to the Provencal’s 
dream of love ; but then it must be said that the crisis to 
his constitution physically led to a completp cure of the 
moral malady. The advocate no longer felt anything but 
the coldest contempt for the treacherous Hungarian, not 
even rising to the notion of revenge. 

Restored to health, and seriously considering his future 
prospects, having lost so much ground, la Peyrade asked 
himself whether it would not be wise to patch up his quar- 
rel with the Thuilliers, or whether he had better continue 
his road in the company of the crazy heiress who had gold 
where others have a brain. But everything that could re- 
mind him of his disastrous experience filled him with invin- 
cible disgust ; besides, what security had he in dealing with 
this du Portail, who could bring into the range of the means 
he employed instruments of such base quality ? 

Great agitations of soul are like storms that purify the 
atmosphere; they give tone and bring counsel of strong and 
generous resolve. 

La Peyrade, after the mortification he had suffered, was 
led to introspection. He looked back on the life of base 
and ignoble intrigue he had been leading for a year past. 
Was there no better, no nobler use to be made of the high 
faculties of which he was conscious ? The bar was open 
to him as to all ; and this was a broad and direct road 
which might lead him to the satisfaction of every legitimate 
ambition. Like Figaro, who, merely to live, had expended 
more science and learning than had been brought to bear 
in a century on the government of the Spanish Empire, he, 
to establish and maintain his footing in the Thuilliers’ house 
and to marry the daughter of a musician and a flirt, had 
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laid out more wit, more art, and — it must be said, since in 
so corrupt a society it is a factor to be counted with — 
more dishonest) than would ha\c been needed to get on in 
an honourable career 

‘Enough,’ thought he to himself, ‘of such acquaintances 
as Dutocq and Cenact, enough of the nauseous atmos- 
phere that is'brcathed in the world of the Minards, the 
Phclltons, the CollcMlles, the Barniols, the Laudigcois • 
Let me ii\c in Pans, and shale ofT this provincial life in 
town, which is a thousand times more absurd and more 
pett) than provincial life tn the countt} That, with all 
Its narrowness, had at least its individualit) and a dignit) 
sut generis , it 1$ honestl) what it is, the antipodes of Pans 
life , this IS but Its parody * 

La Pe)rade, in consequence, went to call on two or three 
attornc)s who had offered to introduce him to the courts 
by giving him some second-chss eases, he accepted those 
that were at once offered him, and three weeks after his 
quarrel with the ThuiUiers he had ceased to be the adv ocatc 
of the poor and had become a recognised pleader 

La Peyradc had already defended some eases with suc- 
cess, when a letter reached him one morning which dis- 
turbed him grcatl) The president of the Association of 
Advocates begged him to call on him in his chambers in 
the Palais in the course of the day, something of impor- 
tance was to be communicated to him 

The house near the Madeleine at once occurred to 
him This transaction, if it had come to the knowledge 
of the Board of Control, would render him immediately 
answerable to that body, and he knew how strict the rules 
were 

Now, du Poitail, on whom he had not yet called, in spite 
of the half promise made to Cenzet, might have heard the 
whole story from Cenzet himself To that man, if he 
might judge from his employing the Hungarian, all ways 
and means were acceptable In his 'determination to ar- 
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range the crazy girl’s marriage, it was quite possible that 
the maniac, du Portail, might have reported him to the 
board. Might not his persecutor, on seeing him starting 
with courage and some prospects of success in a career that 
promised independence and fortune, have made up his mind 
to render his advancement impossible ? This certainly was 
probable enough to make the lawyer lookf forward with 
anxiety to the moment when he should be able to verify 
the exact nature of this alarming invitation. 

While the Provencal gave himself up to conjecture over 
a frugal breakfast, Madame Coffinet, whose privilege it was 
to do his rooms, came to ask him if he would receive 
Monsieur Etienne Lousteau. 

£tienne Lousteau ! La Peyrade fancied he had some- 
where seen the name. 

‘ Show him into my private room,’ said he. 

And a moment later he went to greet the visitor, whose 
face, too, was not altogether unknown to him. 

‘ Monsieur,’ said he to la Peyrade, ‘ I had the honour of 
breakfasting in your company not long ago at Vefour’s. 
I was invited to that entertainment, which did not go quite 
smoothly, by your friend Monsieur Thuillier.’ 

‘ Ah, to be sure,’ said the lawyer, giving him a chair, 
‘ you are employed on some newspaper.’ 

‘ Editor of Echo de la Bievre ; and it is with regard to that 
paper that I wish to speak with you. You know what is 
going on ? ’ 

‘ No,’ said la Peyrade. ' • 

‘ What ? not that the Ministry met with a severe rebuff 
yesterday, and that instead of retiring as everybody expected, 
they have dissolved Parliament and intend to appeal to the 
country.’ 

‘ I knew nothing of it,’ said la Peyrade ; ‘ I have not read 
the morning’s papers.’ 

‘ So the campaign of parliamentary ambitions has begun, 
and, if I am well informed. Monsieur Thuillier, a member 
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already of the Municipal Council, will be getting himself 
nominated as candidate for the twelfth arrondissement ’ 

‘ That, no doubt, will be his next step * 

‘Well, then. Monsieur, I should wish to place at his 
disposal an organ of which I fancy you will appreciate the 
value The Echo dc la fiieure, as a local paper, may have 
an important influence on the election in that district ’ 

‘ And you are prepared to use that influence to support 
Thuilher’s election ? * asked la Peyrade 

‘More than that,’ replied Etienne Lousteau ‘I wish 
to propose to Monsieur Thuillier that he should become 
the owner of the paper , as the owner he can command 
It as a master ’ 

‘But m the first place,’ said the lawyer, ‘what position 
does the paper hold > As a local paper, as you say, I have 
scarcely come across it, indeed, it would be altogether 
unknown to me but for the remarkable article you were 
good enough to publish m Thuilher's defence, when his 
pamphlet was seized * 

Lousteau bowed m acknowledgment , then he went 
on — 

‘ The position is sound, and we could sell on very reason- 
able terms, for we were on the point of giving it up * 

‘That IS strange, with a prosperous paper’ 

* Not at all, nothing can be more natural,’ said Lousteau 
‘ The founders, all representative men of the great leather 
industries, had started the paper for a special end That 
end IS achieved, the Echo de la Bievre remained an effect 
Without a cause Under these circumstances, for share- 
holders who do not care for unnecessary trouble or fag ends 
of business, and who do not fancy small investments, the 
simplest thing is to sell the concern ’ 

‘ Well,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ but does the paper pay its way ? ’ 
‘That,’ said Lousteau, ‘is a matter we have never 
troubled ourselves about We never looked for subscribers 
The machinery was simply put in motion to exert a dire;cr^ 
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effect on the Ministry of Commerce to secure an increased 
duty on imported leather. This, as you may suppose, was 
not a matter to fire the enthusiasm of the public outside 
the trade.’ 

‘ But I certainly supposed,’ said la Peyrade doggedly, 
‘ that a newspaper, however limited its aim, was a lever of 
which the force must depend on the number of sub- 
scribers ? ’ 

‘ Not in the case of a paper started for a definite pur- 
pose,’ replied Lousteau pompously. ‘ In that case, on the 
contrary, subscribers are a trouble j they want to be catered 
for and amused, and meanwhile the aim in view is neg- 
lected. A paper working within restricted limits ought to 
be a lens, which, being constantly focussed to a certain 
spot, makes the gun go off at the right moment.’ 

‘Very well,’ said la Peyrade, ‘and what value do you 
suppose such a publication to stand at, when it has few or 
no subscribers, and does not pay its way, especially when 
it has hitherto been devoted to a quite different purpose 
from that to which it must henceforward be directed ? ’ 

‘ Before answering you,’ said Lousteau, ‘ I must ask you 
a question ; Are you thinking of buying ? ’ 

‘That must depend on circumstances,’ said the lawyer. 

‘ Of course I must see Thuillier j but I may say at once 
that he has no sort of experience in the business of a 
newspaper; that, to his narrow and commonplace ideas, a 
newspaper is an almost ruinous form of property. Con- 
sequently, if, when presenting to his mind an entirely novel 
idea which cannot fail to scare him, you at the same time 
name a formidable' figure, it is quite useless to broach the 
matter. I can tell you at once that it will come to 
nothing.’ 

‘ No,’ answered Lousteau, ‘ as I have told you, we will 
be reasonable, and the gentlemen have given me a free 
hand; At the same time I may tell you that we have 
several offers, and that in giving Monsieur Thuillier the 
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refusal we believe ourselves to be doing him a special ser- 
vice When *«ay I hope for a reply ? ’ 

‘By to morrow, I think Shall I do myself the honour 
of calling on you, or at the office of the paper? * 

‘ No,’ said Lousteau, rising, * I will be here at the same 
hour to-morrow if that suits you * 

‘ Perfectly,’ Said la Peyrade, seeing out his visitor, who 
struck him as self-sufficient rather than capable 

The reader will have understood, from la Peyrade’s way 
of meeting the suggestion that he was to play the go- 
between to Thuilher, that a sudden change had come over 
his notions of things Even if he had not received that 
disturbing note from the President of the Association, the 
new position in which Thuillier now found himself by 
the opportunity afforded to his parliamentary ambition, 
would have given him much to think about His ‘ dear 
fellow ’ would evidently be brought back to him, and his 
mania for sitting in the Chamber would hand Thuillier 
over to him, bound hand and foot Was not this an oppor- 
tunity, while hedging himself behind all the cautions sug- 
gested by past experience, for reopening the question of 
his marriage to Celeste ^ This possible conclusion, far 
from invalidating the good resolutions formed at the time 
of his luckless love-affair and his fever, would, on the 
contrary, secure their fulfilment and success Still, if, 
as might be feared, he should receive from the Board 
of Control of his Society one of those reprimands which 
crush a career at the outset, it would seem natural enough 
that he should look for the remedy to the originator of 
the mischief, it was his instinct and his right to apply to 
the Thuilliers for protection, as the accomplices of his 
ill deed and the first cause of his overthrow 

And thinking over all these things, la Peyrade made his 
way to wait on the President at the Palais de Justice 

He had guessed rightly , in a clear and circumstantial 
statement, a report of all he had done in the matter of the 
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house had been laid before the council of his fellow-advo- 
cates ; and the dignitary of the Association, while admit- 
ting that an anonymous indictment must always be regarded 
with extreme suspicion, explained to the accused that he 
was prepared to accept his explanations. 

La Peyrade dared not risk a formal denial of the 
charges. The hand that had dealt the blow was, he felt 
sure, too determined and too skilful to be unsupported 
by proofs. But, while acknowledging the fundamental 
accuracy of the statement, he tried to give the facts a 
presentable aspect. 

He understood, however, that he had not won the day 
when the President of the Board made reply : — 

‘Immediately after the next vacation I will lay the 
matter before the council — both the information against 
you, and your plea on your own behalf. Only the council 
can pronounce judgment in so important a case.’ 

Thus dismissed, la Peyrade saw that his prospects as a 
pleader were in danger. However, there was a respite, 
and in case of the worst, he might find where to lay his 
head. He put on his gown, which he still had the right 
to wear, and went into court, where he had a case to 
argue. 

On coming out of court, loaded with one of those 
bundles of briefs which are carried tied up with a webbing 
strap, and being too big to tuck under one arm, are neces- 
sarily balanced on the forearm and hand, propped against 
the body, the Provencal began to walk along the gallery 
known as the Salle des pas perdus^ with the hurried gait of 
a man who is so busy that he only wishes he could be 
in two places at once. 

Whether he had really got heated over his defence, or 
merely affected to be in a violent perspiration so as to prove 
that his gown was not for show only, but his panoply 
in the fight, he was mopping his brow with his handker- 
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chief as he went, when from afar he caught sight of his 
Thuillicr, who had just seen him in the vast hall and was 
bearing down upon him. 

The meeting did not suqirisc him. On leaving home 
he had told Madame Co/Knee that he was going into court 
and should remain there till three o'clock, so that she 
should send everj’body on who wanted to see him. 

Not wishing to make matters too easy for Thuillicr, 
la Peyrade turned round, as if he had suddenly remembered 
something, and sat down on one of the benches that arc 
placed all round that great ante-room to justice. He then 
unstrapped his bundle, took out some papers, and buried 
himself behind them with the air of a man w'ho has not 
had time to study in his private room the ease which his 
readiness of thought and speech will enable him to plead 
at sight. Or this airy reference to his papers in this public 
spot might be regarded as the act of a cautious and con- 
scientious pleader, refreshing his memory and giving a last 
glance at his forces before engaging the foe. 

All this time, of course, the Provcnfal was watching 
Thuillicr’s manceuvres out of the corner of his eyej and 
he, supposing la Peyrade to be engrossed in serious business, 
was doubting how to address him. 

After a few turns up and down, the Town Councillor 
at last made up his mind, and making straight sail for the 
point at which he had for the last quarter of an hour been 
mentally steering: — 

‘ Why, Theodose ! ’ he exclaimed. * Then you arc 
often in court now ? ’ 

^ ‘Well, it seems to me,’ said la Peyrade, * that a pleader 
^ Turk at Constantinople, where 
a fellow-countryman of mine assures me that they abound. 
1 ought rather, on the contrary, to be surprised at seeing 
you here.’ 

‘Not at all,’ said Thuillier lightly. ‘I am here about 
that confounded pamphlet. Is there ever an end of your 
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law and justice ? I was called upon to appear again this 
morning. However, I cannot regret it, since I have been 
so lucky as to come across you.’ 

And he, like la Peyrade, used the fraternal tu. 

‘ I am delighted, too, to have met you,’ said Theodose, 
tying up his papers} ‘but I must leave you; I have an 
appointment. You, too, have to go into court.’ 

‘ I have just come out,’ said Thuillier. 

‘Was it your favourite foe, Olivier Vinet, that you 
saw ? ’ 

‘ No,’ said Thuillier, and he named another judge. 

‘ That’s queer,’ said la Peyrade. ‘ That youthful deputy 
judge seems to be ubiquitous. He has been on the bench 
all the morning, and pronounced judgment in a case I was 
defending only a minute ago.’ 

Thuillier coloured, and making the best of his blunder he 
said : — 

‘ Well, well 1 I do not know one of these men from 
the other. I mistook him, perhaps.’ 

La Peyrade shrugged his shoulders and spoke his thoughts 
aloud to himself. 

‘ Still the same man — finessing, wriggling, never going 
straight to the goal ! ’ 

‘ Of whom are you speaking ? ’ asked Thuillier, looking 
not a little out of countenance. 

‘ Why, of you, my dear fellow, who seem to think us a 
pack of fools } as if, everybody did not know that the case 
of your pamphlet was quashed this fortnight since. ' Come, 
what were you called here for ? ’ 

‘ I was bidden to attend,’ said Thuillier awkwardly, ‘ to 
pay some fees or expenses to the office'. How should I 
know what all this scribbling and scrawling is about ? ’ 

‘Ha! and so they bid you to attend,’ said la Peyrade, 

‘ on the very day when the Moniteur, announcing the dis- 
solution of the Chambers, also speaks of you as a candidate 
for election in the twelfth arrondissement ? ’ 
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‘ And why not ^ ’ said Tbuillicr ‘ What connection can 
there be between my nomination and the costs I am called 
on to pay ^ * 

‘ I will explain the connection/ said la Peyrade dryly. 
‘ There is nothing so amiable and obliging as Justice 
“ Haha • ” says she, “ here is good Monsieur Thuillier pre- 
paring to stand, for the lower Chamber , he must be a little 
hampered now by his position relatively to his former friend 
Monsieur de la Peyrade, a little sorry now that he ever 
quarrelled with him I must get him out of the scrape 
I will ‘bid him to attend’ about some costs he does not 
owe, then he will come to the Palais where la Peyrade 
comes every day, thus he can meet him in the most in- 
nocent way in the world, and a proceeding which might be 
humiliating to his self-respect will be quite cleverly glozed 
over.” ’ 

‘ Well, I can only be quits with you by telling you with- 
out any sort of finesse/ said Thuillier, ‘ that I came here 
from your house, and it was your porter’s wife who sent 
me here * 

‘ Ah * that IS better/ said la Peyrade ‘ I like plain 
dealing It is easy to come to an understanding with a 
man who plays a square game. Well, now, what is it you 
want of me ^ Did you want to discuss your election ^ I 
have been working at that already.’ 

‘ Really ? ’ said Thuillier, ‘and in what wav ? ’ 

‘ Look here,’ said la Peyrade, fumbling under his gown 
and producing a paper from his pocket ‘ This is what I 
was writing just now, in court, while my opponent was 
beating about the bush with his precedents.’ 

‘What IS It ^ ’ asked Thuillier, 

‘ Read, and you will see.’ 

The paper was as follows; — 
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ESTIMATE 

FOR A NEWSPAPER, QUARTO SIZE, SUBSCRIPTION THIRTY 

FRANCS A YEAR. 

Calculating for five thousand copies, the cost per mensem- 
would be : — 


Paper ; five reams at 1 2 francs 


. 1, 860 

Type-setting 


. 2,400 

Printing 

• 

450 

Editor .... 

' 

. 250 

Office clerk . . ' . 

• 

. 100 

Business manager and cashier 

• 

. 200 

Despatch clerk 

• 

. . 100 

Women to fold it 

• 

. 120 

Office boy 

• 

. 80 

Wrappers and office expenses 

• 

150 

Rent .... 

• 

. 100 

Postage and stamps . 

• 

• 7.500 

Editing and reporters 


. 1,800 

Total per mensem . 

• 

frs. 15,110 

Total per annum 

• 

. 181,320 


‘ Do you want to start a paper ? ’ asked Thuillier, in 
dismay. 

‘ I ? ’ said la Peyrade ; ‘ I do not want anything j you 
must ask yourself if you want to be deputy.’ 

‘Undoubtedly, since you put that ambition into my 
head by getting me on to the Town Council. But con- 
sider, my dear boy, a hundred and eighty-one thousand 
three hundred francs to be put down ! Have I a fortune 
that can meet such an outlay ? ’ 

‘Yes,’ said la Peyrade. ‘In the first place, you could ' 
actually, and without any pinch, afford the expense, which, 
as compared with the end in view, is by no means exor- 
bitant. In England a man spends a great deal more than 
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that to get a seat in Parliament. But I would have you 
to observe, at the same time, that the figures in this esti- 
mate are unnecessarily high. There are certain items to 
be docked j for instance, you do not need a manager. 
You as an old accountant, and I as an ex-journalist, may 
well undertake the management, and do it without any 
trouble ; in the same way we need not allow for rent, 
'you have your old rooms in the Rue Saint-Dominique, 
jwhich are not let, and will make a splendid office.* 

‘All that,* said Thuillier, ‘only saves us two thousand 
four hundred francs a year.* 

‘That is something, at any rate; but the mistake you 
make is basing your calculations on a year’s expenses. 
When is the election ? * 

‘ In two months’ time.* 

‘Well, then, for two months it will cost you just 
thirty thousand francs, even supposing that you never had 
a single subscriber.’ 

‘That is true,’ said Thuillier. ‘The outlay is certainly 
less than I had fancied at first. But do you really think 
a paper indispensable ? * 

‘ So indispensable that without that weapon in our hands 
I will have nothing to do with the election. You do not 
fully realise, my poor friend, that by settling on the other 
side of the river you lost ground very seriously, from the 
point of view of an election. You are no longer the man 
on the spot, and may be destroyed by a word ; what the 
English call Absenteeism. You have a far more difficult 
game to play than you had.’ 

‘That I admit,* said Thuillier; ‘but for this paper we 
need, besides money, a name, an editor, contributors.’ 

‘The name is ready made. The contributors are you 
and I, and a few of such young men as are to be found 
in shovelfuls in Paris. The responsible editor — well, 
• I have a man in my eye.* 

‘And what is the name to be? * asked Thuillier. 



The Middle Classes 


38a 


‘ The Echo de la Bievre.^ 

‘ But there is a paper of that name already.’ ' ‘ 

‘ That is the very reason why I advise you. to take this '> 
matter up. Do you suppose^! am fool enough to want 
to start a new paper ? U Echo de la Bievre ! The title is 
in itself a treasure when you want to stand for election [ 
in the twelfth arrondissement. Say the word, and that 
treasure is yours.’ ;■ 

‘ How ? ’ asked Thuillier, with interest. j 

‘ How ? By buying it. You can have it for a mere <; 
song.’ ! 

‘You see,’ said Thuillier gloomily, ‘there is the pur- ■ 
chase money you had not included.’ 

‘You are dashed by mere trifles,’ said la Peyrade, with 
a shrug. ‘ There are far worse difficulties to be met.’ 
‘Worse difficulties ! ’ echoed Thuillier. 


‘ Bless me ! do you suppose,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ that after ‘ 
all that has passed between you and me, I am bold enough 
to go in for your election before I know exactly what I 
am to get by it .i” 

‘ Indeed ! ’ said Thuillier, in some surprise, ‘ I supposed 
that friendship meant the interchange of services.’ 

‘By all means. But when the interchange is all on ’• 
one side, with nothing on the other, friendship gets tired 


of the bargain, and asks for something rather more equi- 
table.’ 


‘ But, my dear fellow, what have I to offer you but the 
thing you yourself rejected ? ’ 

‘ I rejected it, because it was not honestly offered me, 
and seasoned with Mademoiselle Brigitte’s vinegar sauce, 
any self-respecting man would have acted as I did. You 
cannot both give a thing and keep it, is an axiom in law, 
and that is what you tried to do.’ 

‘For my part, I think you took offence very absurdly j 
however, negotiations may be reopened.’ 

‘ So be it,’ said la Peyrade ; ‘ but I will not be dependent 
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on the success of the election, nor the slave of Mademoi- 
selle Celeste’s whims. I ask for something definite and 
certain. One good turn for another. Short accounts make 
long friendships.’ 

‘I quite agree with you,’ replied ThuIlHcr, ‘and I have 
always been too entirely honest with you, to have any rea- 
son to fear sufh precautions as you may take*, but what do 
you ask as a guarantee ? * 

‘I ask that it should be Celeste’s husband who helps you 
on, not Theodose dc la Pcyradc.* 

‘ Hurry as we will, as Brigitte observed, that would take 
a fortnight j and, just think, out of the eight weeks before 
the election, wc should have to stand at ease for two.’ 

‘Our names can be posted at the Mairie by the day 
after to-morrow,* replied the Provcnfal, ‘ .and wc may do 
something in the interval between the publishing of the 
banns. That is not, of course, an act which is absolutely 
irrevocable, but it is a serious pledge, and a great step in 
the right direction. Wc can have the contract drawn up 
by your notary*, and, above all, if you make up your mind 
to buy the paper, as you would not want to have a horse 
idle in your stable, I should have no fear of your throwing 
* me over, for the gun will be too heavy for you to handle 
without my help.* 

‘ But if, after all, my dear boy, the transaction should 
prove to be beyond my means.* 

‘ You, of course, can be the only judge of the conditions 
of the sale. I no more wish to buy a pig in a poke than 
you do. To-morrow, if you authorise me not to deal, but 
to say that you might be willing to deal, 1 will talk the 
matter over with the owner, and you need not doubt that 
, I should regard your interests as though they were my 
own.’ 

‘Very well, my boy, go ahead.’ 

^ ‘And as soon as the paper is yours the day for the sign- 
ing of the contract is to be fixed.* 
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‘ As soon as you please,’ said Thuillier. ‘ But you pledge 
yourself to exert all your influence in my favour ? ’ 

‘ As I would for my own success, and that is not alto- 
gether hypothetical; for I have had it hinted to me that I 
might come forward myself, and if I were vindictive — ’ 

‘ There can be no doubt,’ said Thuillier humbly, ‘ that 
you would make the better deputy. But yQu are not of 
legal age, surely ? ’ 

‘ There is a stronger objection than that,’ said la Peyrade. 
‘You are my friend. I find you now just what you have 
always been, and I will keep the promise I gave you. I 
should like it to be said of me, “ He made deputies, but 
would never be made one.” Now, I must leave you and 
keep my appointment. Come to my office to-morrow at 
noon. I shall have news for you.’ 

He who has dabbled in journalism will dabble in it 
again — the prediction is as certain as that relating to 
drunkards. 

Every man who has known that life of fevered occupa- 
tion and of comparative idleness and independence; who 
has wielded that power over intellect, art, talent, glory, 
virtue, ridicule, and even truth itself ; who has strutted on 
the platform raised by his own hands and fulfilled the 
functions of the tribunal with which his own author- 
ity has invested him ; who has, in short, if only for 
an hour, been the representative of public opinion, — 
arrogating his own dignity by unanimous vote, and when 
thrown back into private life feeling himself in exile, like 
royalty sent to Cherbourg, — as soon as the opportunity 
offers, anxiously stretches out a hand to snatch back his 
crown. 

From the mere fact that la Peyrade had once been a 
journalist, when Etienne Lousteau placed within his reach 
the weapon known as the Echo de la Bievre, however poor 
its temper, he felt all his instincts as a warrior of the press 
revive within him. 
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The journal had failed ; la Peyrade believed that he 
could work it up again. The subscribers, as even the 
vendor admitted, had always been few and far between ; 
cempeUe intrart should be brought to bear on them in a 
coercive and irresistible manner. And in the circum- 
stances attending this transaction, might it not be regarded 
a dispensatioH of Providence? The lawyer, in danger of 
being disbarred, thus would acquire a perfectly mdcpendcni 
position, and if he should be compelled to defend himself, 
might take the initiative and oblige his adversaries to treat 
him with respect. 

In the eyes of the Thuilliers the newspaper would cer- 
tainly make him a person of importance j it would give him 
a better chance of working the election with success ; and 
at the same time, by employing their capital In an under- 
taking which, to them, without him, could only be a snare 
and an engulfing void, he bound them over too closely to 
feel any further fear of their whims or their Ingratitude. 

This horizon, which had opened before him since Lous- 
tcau’s visit, had dazzled the Provenpal, and we have seen 
how imperatively he had hinted to Thuillier that he must 
throw himself heart and soul into this search for the phi- 
losopher’s stone. 

The price of the property was a mere trifle. For a fivc- 
hundrcd-franc note, of which £ticnnc Loustcau gave no 
very clear account to the shareholders, the ownership, title- 
deeds, plant, and good-wii! of the newspaper were trans- 
ferred to Thuillier } and the reorganisation was at once 
put in hand. 

This reform was in progress, when Ccrizct one morning 
went to call on du Portail, with whom la Peyrade was 
more than ever resolved to avoid all contact. 

‘Well,’ said the little old gentleman to the money-lender, 
‘have you heard what effect the information transmitted 
to the President of the Board has had on our man ? Has 
the matter got wind among the lawyers ? ’ 
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‘ Faugh ! ’ said Cerizet, whose increasingly frequent inter- 
views with Monsieur du Portail had led to his assuming 
a certain degree of familiarity, ‘what the devil does it 
matter ? The eel has slipped through our fingers. Neither 
gentleness nor violence can catch that limb of a man. If 
he has got into a scrape with his President, he is thicker 
than ever with his Thuilliers. “ Mutual ^itility,” says 
Figaro, “ bridges over distance.” Thuillier needs him for 
his nomination in the Saint-Jacques quarter; they have 
kissed and made friends.’ 

‘ And the marriage, no doubt, is fixed to take place at 
an early date ? ’ said du Portail, without seeming much 
impressed. 

‘ Quite soon,’ said Cerizet, ‘ and then there is another 
machine to work. That lunatic has persuaded Thuillier 
to buy a newspaper ; he will let them in for forty thousand 
francs over this concern. Thuillier, when he finds himself 
in the swim, will want to get his money back, so they are 
likely to stick together for an unlimited period.’ 

‘ What is the paper ? ’ asked du Portail, with indifference. 

‘ A rag, a “ cabbage-leaf,” called D Echo de la Btevre^ said 
Cerizet scornfully, ‘ a paper that an old journalist, out at 
elbows, managed to set going in the Mouffetard quarter 
among the curriers, that being, as you know, the chief 
industry in that part of the town. From the literary and 
political point of view, the thing is not a paper at all ; but 
from Thuillier’s it is a master-stroke of business.’ 

‘ Well, for a local election the instrument is not ill- 
chosen,’ observed the old gentleman. ‘ La Peyrade is 
clever, energetic, full of resource — he may make some- 
thing of his Echo. And under what flag does Messire 
Thuillier sail ? ’ 

‘ Thuillier ! ’ said Cerizet. ‘He is a mere oyster ; he 
has no opinions. Until his pamphlet came out, he was a 
rabid conservative like all his class. But since the seizure 
of his work he has, no doubt, gone over to the opposition. 
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Left centre w’as probably his first stage ; but if, at the elec- 
tion, the wind blows another way, he will easily back over 
to the extreme left. With men like that interest is the 
standard of conviction.* 

‘Pcste!* said du Portail, ‘this notion of the lawyer’s 
might rise to the dignity of political mischief, from the 
point of view* I take; my opinions arc strongly conservative 
and on the side of the Government.* 

Then he remarked thoughtfully : — 

‘You have dabbled in journalism, I think, Ccrizet the 
Brave ? * 

‘Yes,* answered the money-lender. ‘I even managed 
a paper with la Peyrade — an evening paper. A nice busi- 
ness it was too, and we were well paid/ 

‘Well, then/ said du Portail, ‘why should you not do 
the same again, with la Peyrade ? * 

Cerizet looked at him with amazement. 

‘My word!’ he said. ‘Arc you the devil in person, 
Monsieur, that nothing can be hidden from you ? * 

‘ Aye/ said du Portail, ‘ I know a good many things. 
But now, exactly how far arc you and la Peyrade in agree- 
ment ? * 

‘Thus far} that he, remembering my experience in the 
business, and not knowing whom he could employ, came 
last evening to offer me the management.’ 

‘ I did not know that,* said du Portail, ‘ but it seemed 
probable. And you accepted ? * 

‘Very conditionally. I asked for time to consider it. 
I wanted to know what you would think of the matter.’ 

‘Ah ! Well, I think that when mischief cannot be hin- 
dered, it is well to get out of the scrape as best we may. I 
would rather see you in the plot than out of it.’ 

‘Very good. But to get in, there is a little obstacle; 
la Peyrade knows that I am in debt, and he declines to 
stand security for the thirty-three thousand francs that have 
to be posted in my name. Now, I have not got them ; 
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and even if I had, I should not care to admit it, and expose 
the sum to being seized by my creditors.’ 

‘But you still have a large sum left from the twenty-five 
thousand francs which la Peyrade repaid you two months 
ago ? ’ 

‘ I have just two thousand two hundred francs, fifty cen- 
times,’ replied Ccrizct. ‘ I counted it over yesterday. The 
rest went in paying pressing creditors.’ 

‘ But if you have paid you arc out of debt ? ’ 

‘ Yes, so far as I have paid ; but I still owe tvhat I have 
not paid.’ 

‘ Do you mean tliat you owed more than twenty-five 
thousand francs,’ said du Portail, in a tone of disbelief. 

‘ Would a man become bankrupt for less ? ' replied 
Ccrizct, as if stating an axiom. 

‘ I see I shall have to stand the money,’ said du Portail, 
with annoyance. ‘ The question is whether your coopera- 
tion in the job is likely to be worth three hundred and thirty 
thousand three hundred and thirty-three francs, thirty-three 
centimes.’ 

‘ As to that,’ said Ccrizct, ‘ if once I were at Thuillicr’s 
elbow, I should not despair of setting him and la Peyrade 
by the cars before long. In the management of a paper 
there arc no end of inevitable hitches, and by always taking 
the fool’s part against the clever man, I should inflate the 
vanity of one and snub the vanity of the other to a degree 
which would soon make it impossible for them to work 
together. And then you said something about political 
dangers. A manager, as you must know, if he has wit 
enough to be more than a man of straw, can often quietly 
give matters a list to the side where it is needed.’ 

‘There is some truth in that,’ replied du Portail. ‘But 
what is most important to me is to upset la Peyradc’s coach.’ 

‘Well,’ said Ccrizct, ‘I fancy I have another rather in- 
sidious little trick that will demolish him as regards Thuil- 
lier.’ 
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‘ Out vs »th 1% then/ exclaimed du I’oriail mitaWt . * You 
beat alvoui the bu*h ai if vou could fct anvihinf b) finnt- 
mg with me* 

‘You remember/ jaid Cenret, delivering himielf at bit, 
‘that Jomc time ago Outocf) and 1 were exccviivel) pur- 
zlcd at the intolcni fashion in which la I’evrai’c suddenlv 
found himsclCina pojition to pa) that twcm>-fivc thouund 
francs ’ 


‘ Well/ the old man eager!) pul in, ‘ hav c v ou diicov c'ct! 
the source of that unexpected fiawr of monc) into the 
hands > Is there an) thing discreditable m that** 
f 11 j **•'* *^‘^1 Ccnrtt , and he related with 

full d«ails the htstorv of Madame Lambert, adding, hovv- 
ever, that after an interview with the woman m the justice** 
ofliceon the da) when she had met b Pejrade tnerr, he 
could get no facts out of her, though b) her fencing the 
good lad) hadampl) confirmed hit suspicions and Dutoeq's ’ 
‘ Madame Lambert, Rue du Va!*dc-Grace, No 9, at Mon- 
sieur Picois, a professor of mathematics/ said du Portail, 
writing down the address ‘ Ver) good, mv dear sir. Come 
and see me again to-morrow / he added 

‘But I beg to remind )ou/ said the monc>-lendcr, ‘that 
must give la Peyrade an answer in the course of lo-dav 
He IS in a hurry to settle matters * 

Very good Accept, ask for twent) -four hours* grace 
to pay m the security money, and if after I have made 
mquiries we see any good reason for getting out of the 
business you will only have failed to keep ) our word You 
will not find yourself in the dark for that * 

Apart from a sort of unexplained fascination exerted bv 
u ortai over his agent, he never missed an opportunitv 
reminding him of the somewhat shady beginnings of their 
business connection ^ t> b 

his^atr Cenzci was again in the presence of 

You guessed rightly/ said du Portail, ‘ the woman Lam- 
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bert, being anxious to conceal the existence of her hoard, 
and at the same time to hide it at good interest, thought of 
going to seek la Peyrade j his apparent piety recommended 
him to her confidence, as the money was to be handed over 
to him without any written acknowledgment. In what form 
was Dutocq paid ? ’ 

‘ In nineteen thousand-franc notes and twelve five-hun- 
dred-franc notes.’ 

‘ Exactly so,’ said du Portail, ‘ and not a doubt remains. 
And now, with regard to Thuillier, what use do you pro- 
pose to make of this information ? ’ 

' ‘ I shall hint to him that la Peyrade, who is to marry his 
goddaughter, is loaded with debt ; that he borrows money 
under the rose at usurious rates j that to pay his way he will 
pick the newspaper profits to the bone ; that his position of 
insolvency may come out at any moment, and do the great- 
est injury to the candidate who stands for election with him 
for a supporter.’ 

‘ Not amiss,’ said du Portail. ‘ But you can make a 
further and more decisive use of our discovery.’ 

‘ Tell me. Sir ; I hear and obey.’ 

‘ Thuillier is to this day mystified, I imagine, as to the 
seizure of the famous pamphlet ? ’ 

‘ Certainly,’ replied the money-lender. ‘ Only yesterday 
la Peyrade was saying, to show how far Thuillier’s guileless 
stupidity could go, that he had made him swallow the most 
absurd invention. The worthy citizen was convinced that 
the attack had been prompted by Monsieur Olivier Vinet, 
the Attorney-General’s deputy. This young lawyer had for 
a moment aspired to the hand of Mademoiselle Colleville, 
and, to the estimable Thuillier, this procedure of the law 
was by way of avenging the refusal of one of its members.’ 

‘ Well done ! ’ said du Portail. ‘To-morrow, as prelimi- 
nary to another version of the business, which it will be 
your part to communicate to Thuillier, the good man will 
receive from Monsieur Vinet an emphatic and unqualified 
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protest denying such an abuse of power as he so ridiculously 
believed in.’ 

‘ Indeed ? ’ said Cerizet inquisitively. 

‘ Another explanation must then be given,* du Portail 
went on, ‘and you must affirm to Thuilller that he has 
been the victim of the horrible machinations of the police. 
As you know; that is the great business of the police — 
machination ? ’ 

‘Precisely so,’ said the money-lender. *I have put my 
name to the statement a score of times, when I worked 
on the Republican papers and when — ’ 

‘When you were Cerizet the Brave,* du Portail put in. 
‘Well now, the machination of the police was this: The 
government was much annoyed at ThuilHer’s election, with- 
out Ministerial influence, to the Municipal Council of the 
Seine j it owed a deep grudge to an independent and patri- 
otic citizen who had carried his nomination through with 
such a high hand; it also knew that this great citizen was 
preparing a pamphlet on the always delicate financial 
question, on which this dangerous adversary was an author- 
ity of great experience. What, then, was the action of this 
corrupt and bribing Government? Why, it circumvented 
the man with^ whom Thuillier was said to take counsel, 
and for the price of twenty-five thousand francs, — a mere 
tn e to the police, — that perfidious adviser undertook, 
without betraying himself, to slip into the work two or 
three sentences for which the writer might be hailed before 
t e bench. Now, why should Thuillier doubt this story 
or an instant when he is told that la Peyrade, who, as 
e knows, had not a sou in the world, paid down in good 
^ncT?*° exactly that sum of twenty-five thousand 

. The deuce ! ’ exclaimed Cerizet. ‘ Not a bad idea. 

en ike Thuillier believe everything you can tell them 
of the police.* ^ ^ 

Very well, then, you understand,* added du Portail, ‘ that 
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Thuillier will not particularly wish to secure the assistance 
of such a colleague, and still less to see him married to his 
goddaughter.’ 

‘ You are a remarkable man, Monsieur,’ said Cerizet, 
again approving. But I must confess to you that I am 
not without some scruples as to the part you wish me to 
play in the matter. La Peyrade has offered me the man- 
agement of the paper, and I meanwhile am to try to squeeze 
him out.’ 

‘ And how about the lease he kept you out of, after the 
most solemn promises j have you forgotten that ? ’ asked 
the old man. ‘ Besides, are we not really working for the 
happiness of that obstinate fellow, who so persistently evades 
our most benevolent intentions?’ 

‘ The result, no doubt, will absolve me,’ said Cerizet. 
‘ I will proceed undauntedly in the road you have pointed 
out to me. Still, there is one thing to be considered. I 
cannot simply fling the facts at Thuillier’s head on the first 
day j there must be some little preparation j whereas the 
caution money must be paid almost immediately.’ 

‘ Listen to me. Monsieur Cerizet,’ said du Portail authori- 
tatively; ‘if la Peyrade marries my ward, I have every in- 
tention of rewarding you for your services, and the thirty 
thousand francs shall be yours. Thus with thirty thou- 
sand francs from one party, and twenty-five thousand from 
the other, you will have got fifty-five thousand out of your 
friend la Peyrade’s matrimonial affairs. But I do not mean 
to pay before I come out, as peasants do in the shows at 
a fair. Now, if you deposit the security, I shall be quite 
easy ; you will no doubt find some way of saving it from 
your creditors’ clutches. If, on the contrary, it is my 
money that is risked, you will be neither so anxious to 
protect it from danger, nor so ingenious in your methods. 
So you must manage, by hook or by crook, to deposit 
the thirty thousand francs on your own account. If all 
turns out well, you will have invested the money at cent 
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per cent That is my last word^ and I listen to no 
arguments ’ 

Cenzet had no time for argument, for at this moment 
the door suddenly opened — the interview had taken place 
m du PortaiVs study— and a fair, slender woman, with 
a countenance of angelic sweetness, came hastily into the 
room « 

In her arms, wrapped in fine white baby-clothes, lay 
the form of an infant 

‘Ah'* said she, 'that wicked Kate* She assured me 
It was not the doctor But I was quite sure that I had 
seen him come in Do you know. Doctor,* she went on, 
addressing Cenzet, *I am not satisfied about the child, 
not at all satisfied, she is pale and much thinner I 
believe she is cutting her teeth * 

Du Portail signed to Cenzet to accept the part so un- 
expectedly suggested to him, and which reminded him of 
that he had for a moment thought of assuming in the 
famous business with Madame Cardinal 

‘ It is evidently teething,* said he ‘ Children are always 
a little pulled down at that time, but I assure you, dear 
Madame, that there is nothing to make you at all uneasy ’ 
‘You really think so, Doctor/ said the crazy woman — 
for the reader will have understood that this was Lydie, 
du Portail’s ward ‘ But only look at her poor little arms, 
they have dwindled to nothing * 

And unpinning the outer wrappings, she showed to Ceri- 
zet a bundle of clothes which to her poor wits represented 
a sweet pmk-and-white baby 

‘ Not at» all, not at all/ said Cenzet ‘ She is a little 
thin, no doubt , but the flesh is firm and her colour 
healthy ’ 

‘ Poor darling I ’ said Lydie, clasping her dream to her 
bosom ‘ Yes, I really think she is better since this morn- 
ing What must I give her. Doctor ? She will not take 
pap, nor will she touch broth of any kind * 



394 The Middle Classes 

‘Well, then,’ said Cerizet, ‘try a little bread and milk. 
Does she fancy sweet things ? ’ 

‘ Oh, yes,’ said the poor soul, brightening ; ‘ she loves 
them. Would chocolate be good for her ? ’ 

‘ Certainly,’ said Cerizet ; ‘ but without vanilla j that is 
heating.’ 

‘What they call chocolat de Sant'e^ saidt-Lydie, in the 
tone of a mother who listens to the voice of the doctor 
who can reassure her, as to the voice of a god. ‘ Uncle,’ 
said she, turning to du Portail, ‘ will you ring for Bruneau, 
that he may go at once and buy a few pounds from 
Marquis.’ 

‘ Bruneau is just gone out,’ replied the old man j ‘ but 
there is no hurry ; he shall go in the course of the day.’ 

‘ There, she is falling asleep,’ said Cerizet, not sorry to 
put an end to a scene of which even his callous nature 
could not fail to feel the pathos. 

‘ So she is,’ said the crazy girl, wrapping up the bundle 
and rising. ‘ I will put her in her bed. Good-bye, Doc- 
tor, it is very kind of you to come sometimes without 
being sent for ; if you could only fancy how anxious we 
poor mothers are, and how much good you can do them 
with a few words ! Oh, now she is crying again.’ 

‘ It is but natural,’ said Cerizet ; ‘ she is dying for 
sleep ; she will be far better in her cradle.’ 

‘ I will go and play her the sonata by Beethoven that 
my poor father was so fond of. It is wonderful how 
soothing it is. Good-bye, Doctor,’ she repeated, as she 
stood in the doorway. ‘ Good-bye, kind Doctor.’ 

And she kissed her hand to him. 

Cerizet was quite overcome. 

‘You see,’ said du Portail, ‘what an angel she is; never 
cross, never a sharp word. Melancholy sometimes, but 
always from some anxiety arising from her motherly in- 
stincts. That is what makes the physicians so sure that 
if the reality could take the place of her constant hallu- 



The Middle Classes 395 

anations, it would restore her reason Well, and that is 
what that fool la Peyrade refuses, with the addition of a 
splendid fortune ' But he must be brought round or I 
shall lose my reputation HarL he added, as they heard 
the piano ‘Listen, what playing' A mad woman-*— 
why, there are thousands of sane women who are not to 
compare wuh*her, and whose better sense is but on the 
surface * 

When the sonata, played with a perfection of feeling 
and emotion which filled Cenzet with admiration, had 
come to u close — 

‘ I quite agree with you. Monsieur,* said he , ‘la Pey- 
rade IS rejecting an angel, a jewel, a pearl, and if I stood 
in his shoes — Rut we will bring him to a better mind, 
and It IS not with zeal alone that 1 will do your bidding, 
but with passion — fanatically * 

Just as Cenzet had pronounced this oath of fidelity, 
outside the door of the room where du Portail had re- 
ceived him he heard a woman’s voice, which was certainlj? 
not Lydie’s 

‘And is the dear Commandeur m his study?* asked the 
voice, with a slight foreign accent 

‘Yes, Madame, but please go into the drawingroom 
My master is engaged , I will tell him you are here * 

And this was the voice of Kate, the old Dutch house- 
keeper 

‘Here — this way,* said du Portail hurriedly, to Cen- 
zet , and he opened a small door into a dark passage lead- 
ing to the stairs 

The first l«ider in a new newspiper, by which it is 
introduced to the public — its profession of faith, as it is 
technically called — is always a difficult and laborious 
effort In tbis particular case it was indispensable that 
Thuillict’s aspiration to election should be hinted at, if 
not actually declared The outlines of this manifesto 
were the subject of long discussions after la Peyrade had 
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sketched them. Cerizet was present at the debate, for, 
in obedience to du Portail’s instructions, he- had accepted 
the editorship; he had not yet, however, deposited the 
security, taking advantage of the days of grace which, on 
the transfer of such property, is usually accorded to the 
new officials. 

The discussion, skilfully fanned by the crafty money- 
lender, who at once put himself forward as Thuillier’s flat- 
terer, more than once grew stormy, and took an acrid tone ; 
but as, by the code of partnership, la Peyrade was always to 
have the last word on every point connected with the edit- 
ing, it ended in his sending the article to be printed exactly 
as he had written it. 

Thuillier was furious at what he regarded as an abuse 
of power, and on the following day, finding himself alone 
with Cerizet, while hastening to pour his woes and griev- 
ances into the ear of his faithful manager, he gave him the 
most natural opening for repeating the calumnious revela- 
tions he had plotted with the old man in the Rue Honore- 
Chevalier. 

The insinuation was hinted with a skill and moderation 
which would have taken in a keener judgment than Thuil- 
lier’s. Cerizet affected to be frightened at having betrayed 
a secret dragged from him by the fervour of his zeal, and by 
the sympathy commanded by the dignity of mind and char- 
acter, which had struck him from the first in Thuillier. 
Thuillier reassured the traitor by pledging himself that 
Cerizet’s name should not even be hinted at in the ex- 
planation to which this information might probably lead. 
He would allow it to be supposed that it had reached him 
from another source, and, at a pinch, would direct suspicion 
to Dutocq. So, leaving the dart in the wound, Cerizet 
went away to make certain arrangements for the 'final 
settlement of the security. 

The scene had taken place in the office. Ever since he 
had concluded the purchase, Thuillier, coming to the office 
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two hours sooner than was necessary, spent his day there, 
wearing everybody to death with his officious restlessness , 
he came back again after dinner, he would almost have 
slept there, and at the rare times when he was visible to 
his family, he had nothing to say but lamentations over his 
fatigue under such a multiplicity of occupations, till it might 
have been supposed that he must succumb to the burden, 
or seriously injure his health 

Thuillier, thus crammed with the dreadful revelation, 
could not sit stiU , he wanted to disburthen himself, to talk 
over the attitude he ought to assume under such a dia- 
bolical plot So he sent for a hackney cab, and within a 
quarter of an hour he had poured it all out to his Egeria, 
his beloved sister Brigitte 

Brigitte had been strenuously antagonistic to all that 
Thuillier had done during the last few days To begin 
with, on no account whatever, not even to secure her 
brother’s election, would she have had him renew his rela- 
tions with la Peyrade She had a deep grudge against him, 
the strongest grounds for a lasting estrangement And 
then, in the event of this intriguing rogue, as she called 
him, marrying Celeste after all, the dread of seeing her own 
influence diminished giving her a sort of second sight, she 
saw at last all the black depths of the Provencal’s character, 
and declared that on no consideration whatever, in any cir- 
cumstances, would she agree to be one m a joint household 
with him 

Thuillier, rabid with ambition, had changed the subject, 
he hoped to cure his sister later of these prejudices But 
when, on the top of this, the question of the newspaper 
was raised, he found Bngitte in a frame of antagonism 
amounting to acrimony 

‘ Rum yourself, mj dear,* said she , ‘ it is your on n busi- 
ness What comes in by the flute goes out by the drum ’ 

However, when the purchase was concluded, when 
Bngitte had been consulted as to various details of the 
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management, in which she found new play for her eco- 
nomical skill, when she had been able to place two women 
as folders in the office, and had promoted her concierge of 
the Rue Saint-Dominique to be the office ‘boy,’ dimin- 
ishing his wages as doorkeeper there by two hundred 
francs, in consideration of this plurality ; when she had 
been entrusted with the purchase of the c^alico for the 
office curtains, of the lamps, shovels, and tongs, and had 
been requested to look in from time to time, and keep an 
eye on the washing of the inkstands, the sweeping of the 
floors, and other little details of order and cleanliness, her 
ill-humour was considerably mollified; so that now, as she 
listened to Her brother’s confidential narrative, she responded 
not with reproaches, but with a sort of paean of triumph in 
honour of the probable increase of her own powers. 

‘ So much the better ! ’ cried she. ‘ At last we know for 
certain that he is a skunk. I always suspected that sneak. 
Turn him out of doors without a word. We do not want 
him ; we can manage the paper without him. That Mon- 
sieur Cerizet, who, from what you say of him, must be 
such a good fellow, will find us another man. And Madame 
de Godollo, when she left, promised to write to me ; as 
soon as I hear from her, she will have no difficulty in find- 
ing somebody ! Our poor Celeste ! A pretty dish we 
were cooking for her ! ’ 

‘You go too fast,’ said Thuillier. ‘La Peyrade, my 
dear, is only accused ; he must first be heard ; besides, we 
are bound by an agreement.’ 

‘ Oh, very well ! ’ retorted Brigitte. ‘ I see the whole 
thing. You will be entrapped again. An agreement with 
that sneak I As if such men as he were to hold or to 
bind 1 ’ 

‘ Come, come, compose yourself, my dear Brigitte,’ said 
Thuillier. ‘We must not let temper run away with us. 
Certainly, unless la Peyrade can justify himself, and in 
the clearest, fullest, and most categorical manner, — I shall 
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have done with him, and ‘I will show you that I am no 
chicken-hearted gaby. But Ccrizct himself has no evi- 
dence, only inferences 5 and I came to consult you merely 
as to whether or no I should demand an explanation/ 

* Not a doubt of it,* said Brigitte, * and a complete ex- 
planation too, or I deny you as my brother.* 

‘ That is erjough,* said ThuUlicr, departing with solem- 
nity. ‘You will sec that you and I arc of one mind in 
such matters.’ 

The arrangements made for the establishment of the 
de la Uitvu in the apartment in the Rue Saint-Domi- 
nique-d’Enfer were as yet very incomplete, for they had been 
made in great haste *, the old offices in the Rue des Noyers 
had seemed uninhabitable for an hour; the house was of 
the most squalid appearance, and in going over the furniture 
included in the deed of sale, ThuUUer had been considerably 
disappointed. 

The inventory of this property was something as 
follows: — 

1. Three tables of black stained wood. 

2. Six chairs, with their straw scats complete, or nearly 
so — like the famous Bologna lute immortalised by MoUcre, 

3. A set of pigeon-holes, also in wood stained black, and 
used for storing the back numbers of the paper according 
to their dates. 

4. An earthenware cistern covered with wicker, an article 
gone out of fashion, but lai^c enough to contain six pails 
of water. 

5. Three candlesticks and a pair of snuffers, the illumi- 
nation of the office under the old management not having 
risen even to the dignity of snuffiess ‘ moulds.’ 

6. A water-bottle and two glasses. 

7. Nine empty bottles, most of which, if we may be- 
,lieve the printed labels, had contained the best Jamaica rum 

and genuine Swiss absinthe. 
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But the thing that gave the crowning stamp to the estab- 
lishment, justifying Leon de Lora’s famous proverb : “ It 
is a long lane that has no burning,” was a splendid store 
of peats discovered in a cupboard of the editor’s room, 
large, dry, compact, and durable ; fuel, in short, of prime 
quality, showing very plainly that the original shareholders 
had had a finger in the purchase. , 

The list being verified, Thuillier, after the first quarter 
of an hour’s disgust, saw that something must be done, and 
jumping into a cab, he was driven to the Rue Chapon, 

Next day a painter was instructed to inscribe on one of 
the doors of the new rooms, the sacramental formula ; Office 
and cashier I the room was divided by a boarding with a 
brass railing above ; and on each side of the opening where 
subscriptions could be paid, this grating was provided with 
green cotton curtains hung by Brigitte to a brass rod. 

In the editor’s room, also protected by a legend in smaller 
characters, ISfo admittance except on business^ were a dozen 
cherry-wood chairs, a high desk of oak, and a large oval 
table not yet covered with a green cloth, as Mademoiselle 
Brigitte had undertaken to find one second-hand ; a case 
for papers, a Dutch clock hanging on the wall and striking 
like a village church-bell. All this, with two ancient maps 
made by Samson, ‘ Geographer to the King,’ composed a 
very decent temporary outfit. 

And at the moment when Thuillier, returning from his 
conclave with Brigitte, came into the editor’s office, the 
crowning consecration was given to the existence of the 
newspaper; a printer’s devil brought in from the press a 
ream of sheets headed with the style, title, and address of 
the fi^cho. Until the head-line is in type the paper cannot 
be said to exist. This is, so to speak, its baptism, and that 
is why the founders of a newspaper always begin by this 
great symbolical act ; they are afraid lest the bantling should 
die unchristened. 

Thuillier found la Peyrade at his post as editor, but dur- 
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ing the last quarter of an hour the law) cr had been con- 
siderably embarrassed by the final authont) he had arrogated 
to himself as to the choice of articles and unters Fhcl- 
Iion, prompted by his family, and as a corollary to his 
functions as a member of the committee of the Odcon, had 
come to propose himself as a contributor of articles on the 
stage t 

‘ My dear Monsieur,* said he, after inquiring of Thuilhcr 
as to his health, *I was a vciy constant pb>-gocr m m) 
young days, theatneal performances, al! through my some- 
what long career, have had an unfailing and special interest 
in my eyes, and the white hairs which now crown my brow 
do not Seem to me an obstacle in the nay of my giving 
your interesting publication the benefit of my studies ana 
of my experience As a member of the Reading Commit" 
tee of the Odcon, I have refreshed my impressions m the 
modern spring, and if I were quite sure of your secrecy I 
might go so far as to tell you that you might even find 
among my private documents a certain tngedy entitled 
Saper^ which m my golden da)s had some little success 
when I read it to a circle of friends * 

‘Wen,* said la Peyrade, anxious to «;oftrn the refusal that 
was inevitable, ‘hut why not try now to get it put upon 
the stage ? We might be of use in helping you ’ 

* Of course,’ sajd ThuiJher, ‘ t theatneal manager to 
whom we could introduce the work — ’ 

‘ No/ said Phelhon ‘ In the first place, as a member 
of the Reading Committee of the Odcon, called upon to 
pronounce on the works of others, it would ill become me 
to enter the arena I am an old athlete, whose function 
now IS to be umpire and judge of the blows he can no 
longer deliver From that pome of view criticism is quite 
wjthm my province, all the more so because I have, I be- 
lieve, some quite new ideas as to the manner of composing 
a theatneal article CasUgat rtdendo mores is in my bumble 
opinion the grand role, nay, let me say the only rule, of the 
»c 
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stage. Hence I shall be merciless in dealing with purely 
imaginative works in which moral lessons have no place, 
and which the wisdom of a mother — ’ 

‘ Forgive me for interrupting you,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ but 
before giving you the trouble of expatiating on your theory 
I ought to tell you that we have already made our arrange- 
ments for theatrical criticism.’ < 

‘ Ah ! Then, indeed,’ replied Phellion, ‘ an honest man 
has but one word.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Thuillier,’ ‘we have a man. It never oc- 
curred to us that you would come to offer us the honour of 
your assistance.’ 

‘ Well, then,’ said Phellion, becoming eager, — for in the 
atmosphere of a newspaper there is a mysterious element 
that mounts to a man’s head, especially a man of the middle 
class, — ‘ since you are kind enough to imply that my pen 
might be of some service to you, possibly some detached 
reflections on different subjects, under the “ varieties,” 
thoughts which I do not hesitate to describe as “ detached,” 
might prove to some extent interesting.’ 

‘Yes,’ said la Peyrade, with a mischievous intent which 
Phellion failed to detect, ‘ detached thoughts by all means, 
especially in the style of Rochefoucauld or la Bruyere; 
what do you say, Thuillier ? ’ He was determined to leave 
the responsibility of a refusal as often as possible to the 
proprietor. 

‘ It seems to me,’ said Thuillier, ‘ that such thoughts, if 
they were detached, would be rather wanting in connection.’ 

‘ Obviously,’ replied Phellion. ‘ When I say ‘ detached 
thoughts,’ I convey the idea of a vast number of subjects 
round which the writer’s pen may play without connecting 
them into a whole.’ 

‘ And you would, of course, sign your name in full ? ’ 
said la Peyrade. 

‘ Oh, no,’ exclaimed Phellion in dismay. ‘ I should not 
like to put myself forward so conspicuously.’ 
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‘ That coyness, which I entirely understand and approve 
of,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ settles the question. The “ detached 
thought” or aphorism is a peculiarly personal thing, and 
must absolutely be individualised by a name. You must 
yourself see that “ thoughts by Mr. Dash ” can have no 
meaning to the public.’ 

Seeing that PhelUon was still prepared with arguments, 
Thuilli'er, in a hurry to come to high words with the Pro- 
vencal, made up his mind to cut the matter short. 

‘My dear PhelHon,’ said he, ‘I beg your pardon for say- 
ing that we must no longer enjoy the pleasure of your con- 
versation j but I have to discuss an important article with 
la Peyrade, and in making up a paper time flies like the 
devil. We will, If you please, postpone this matter till 
another day. Madame Phellion is quite well, I hope ? ’ 
‘Quite well,* replied the other, rising without seeming 
offended by his dismissal. ‘ When docs the first number 
come out I’ he added. ‘It is eagerly looked for in the 
arrondissement.* 

‘ Our profession of faith will, I hope, appear to-morrow,* 
said Thuillier, seeing him to the door, ‘ and it is high time } 
for, if we set up nothing but the leavings in the editor’s 
drawer, we shall soon put the subscribers to flight. But 
you will, of course, have a copy sent you, my dear friend, 
and we shall see you again ere long ? Bring us some copy ; 
la Peyrade is, perhaps, a little too dogmatic.’ 

Balm thus shed on the wound, and Phellion fairly off 
the premises, Thuillier rang for the office-boy. 

‘ You would know that gentleman again, wouldn’t you i * 
he asked. 

‘Yes, M’steur, he has a queer enough phiz of his own. 
Besides, it is Monsieur Phellion ; I have let him in often 
enough, 1 should think,* 

‘Well, whenever he comes, neither I nor Monsieur de 
la Peyrade are ever in the place. Remember that, with- 
out exception. Now go.’ 
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‘ The devil ! ’ said la Peyrade, when they were alone, 
‘you have a short way with bores. Be careful, however. 
There might happen to be a few voters among them ; you 
were wise to tell Phellion he should have the paper; he is 
a man of importance in that quarter.’ 

‘ Pooh ! ’ said Thuillier, ‘ can we let our time be wasted 
by every vapouring idler who may come to offer his contri- 
butions ? And it was no idle excuse that I made to 
Phellion. I have something to discuss with you, and very 
seriously too. Take a chair and listen to me.’ 

‘Do you know, my dear old boy, that journalism is 
making you a very solemn personage ? “ Take a chair^ 

CinnaT Augustus himself might have spoken no other- 
ivise.’ 

‘ And Cinnas are unfortunately commoner than might 
be supposed,’ replied Thuillier. 

He was still moved by the impetus of his promise to 
Brigitte, and intended to be scathingly satirical ; the top 
was still in violent rotation from the stroke of the old 
maid’s lash. 

La Peyrade sat down by the oval table. As he was genu- 
inely puzzled, to give himself countenance, he took up the 
large scissors which were used for cutting out borrowed 
paragraphs from other papers, and snipped a sheet of paper 
on which an article had been sketched, but not worked 
up, by Thuillier. 

The Provencal was seated, but yet Thuillier did not 
begin; he rose and went to the door, which stood ajar, 
intending to shut it. But as he reached it it was thrown 
wide open by ColEnet. 

‘ Monsieur,’ said he to la Peyrade, ‘ can you see two 
ladies who wish to speak to you ? ’ 

‘ Who are the ladies ? ’ asked the lawyer. 

‘Well-dressed ladies. Sir, — a mother and daughter, I 
should say ; the daughter not to be sneezed at.’ 

‘ Shall they be shown in ? ’ la Peyrade asked of Thuillier, 
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or would you rather that I should see them in the wahing- 
00m ? ’ 

* As they have been told that you are here, have them 
1,' said Thuillier, ‘but try to get rid of them quickly.* 

And the proprietor of the ^cho de lo Wtevre paced the 
00m with his hands behind his back; there was a remi- 
liscence of Napoleon in his attitude. 

CofBnet’s opinion as to the dress of the two visitors 
ivhom he now showed into the office was certainly open 
o revision. A woman is well dressed, not when she wears 
tiandsome and expensive clothes, but when her attire, which 
may be of the utmost simplicity, shows a quiet harmony 
of shape and colour which makes it essentially the dress 
for her. Now, a bonnet with a very shallow front — 
called h\\n in the lingo of the day, trimmed with nodding 
flowers, and set so far back that it seemed to be worn as 
a protection to the shoulders rather than as a setting to the 
face; a large French cashmere shawl, worn with the awk- 
ward inexperience of a bride ; a dress of tartan silk in large 
checks with three flights of flouncing; a quantity of chains 
and charms, — but faultless gloves and shoes it must be 
owned, — composed the attire of the younger woman. As 
to the other, in tow as it were of her smarter consort, she 
was short, thick-set, with a high colour, and wore a gown, 
a shawl, and a bonnet, in which a practised eye would at 
once have recognised, if not the rag-fair tone of the Temple^ 
at least an unmistakable stamp of ‘second-hand.* The 
actress’s mother — of whom the indescribable type stood 
incarnate before la Peyrade — is always arrayed by these 
inexpensive means ; the garments she wears, fated to do 
duty for two generations, reversing the natural order of 
things, after serving the young have reverted to the old. 

After politely setting two chairs, ‘Whom have I the 
honour of addressing ? ’ asked la Peyrade. 

‘ Monsieur,’ said the younger visitor, who had uncere- 


4o 6 The Middle Classes 

moniously come in before the elder, ‘ I beg to introduce 
myself under the auspices of one of your legal colleagues, 
Monsieur Minard, the advocate.’ 

‘ Indeed, most happy,’ said the Provencal. ‘ And what 
is the matter he recommends to my services ? ’ 

SjMonsieur, I am a dramatic artist. I made my first 
appearance on any stage in this part of the town, and that 
makes me hope that a local paper may be favourable to me ; 
I have lately left the Luxembourg theatre, where I was 
leading lady.’ 

‘ And now you are — ? ’ 

‘ At the Folies^ Monsieur, where I take Dejazet’s parts.’ 

‘ The Folks ? ’ repeated la Peyrade, in a tone that de- 
manded enlightenment. 

‘The Folies-Dramatiques,’ Madame Cardinal put in with 
an engaging smile — the reader will no doubt have identi- 
fied her. ‘ These young ladies have a trick, you see, of 
shortening the names. In the D'elassements Comiques they 
say Delass-Com. I always tell them that it is shocking bad 
style. In business, now, it is just the other way about. In 
the fish line, for instance, you would never say “ Skate, 
skate,” but “ Fresh skate, all alive, oh ! ” That sounds to 
me ever so much better.’ 

‘ Mother ! ’ said the leading lady, with imperious severity, 
for Madame Cardinal, carried away by old habits, as she 
ended her speech had fallen into the singsong cry of her 
trade as a fish-hawker. 

‘ And you are coming out there soon ? ’ asked la Peyrade. 

‘Yes, Monsieur, in a part in which I have five dresses : 
a page’s costume, the uniform of a little drummer of the 
cadets of the Imperial Guard, a great coquette, a dress a la 
Dugazon^ with a long waist, and then the Fairy Lilas, 
appearing at the end in a glow of coloured fire.’ 

‘ Very well. Mademoiselle,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ I will in- 
struct our theatrical critic to pay particular attention to 
your first appearance.’ 
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* And to give her a little encouragement, Monsieur ? * 
said Madame Cardinal, in wheedling entreaty. * She is such 
a young thing ! And though I say it as oughtn’t, I can 
answer for it she works day and night.' 

* Mother ! ’ said Olympe severely. ‘ I must take my 
chance. It is enough if the gentleman will only promise 
that I shall have a notice. So many pieces are brought out 
at the Folies Aat nobody thinks about ; but, as I say, be- 
longing to this part of the town — ' 

‘ Quite so. Mademoiselle,* said la Peynde conclusively. 
* My colleague Mlnard is well, I hope ? * 

‘Oh, yes; he spent the evening with us yesterday, putting 
me through my parts.* 

‘ pray give him my compliments,* said la Peyrade, as he 
saw the ladies to the door. 

Olympe Cardinal went out first, as she had come in, 
leaving a distance of about twenty yards between herself 
and her mother, who with difHculty kept pace with her. 

‘ Well, what do you say to Monsieur Minard ? * asked la 
Peyrade of Thuillicr as he came back, * one of the suitors 
for Celeste’s hand. There is a man who can bear to wait.* 

‘ Not at home to anybody,* cried Thuillicr to the office- 
boy, as he shut the door and bolted it. ‘ Now, my good 
fellow,* he added to la Peyrade, ‘I really must talk to you. — 
My dear boy,’ said Thuillicr, beginning in a lone of irony, 
— he had heard that nothing so discomfited an adversary, — 
‘ I have heard something that will delight you, I am sure j I 
have been told why my pamphlet was seized.’ 

And he fixed la Peyrade with his eye. 

‘ The deuce ! ’ said la Peyrade, with perfect simplicity, ‘ it 
was seized because they were bent on seizing it. They 
sought, and they found — as anything can be found if you 
look for it — passages which the King’s advisers chose to 
call seditious doctrine.’ 

‘ No, you are quite mistaken,* replied Thuilller. ‘ The 
seizure was a thing plotted, prepared, arranged beforehand.* 
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‘ And by whom ? ’ asked la Peyrade. 

‘ By those who wanted to crush the pamphlet in concert 
with those who pledged themselves to the treachery.’ 

‘ At any rate the purchasers made no great bargain,’ re- 
torted the lawyer, ‘ for even as a victim to persecution I do 
not see that your work has made any great sensation.’ 

‘ But how about the sellers ? ’ said Thuiilier, with ex- 
acerbated irony. 

‘Well, they were the cleverer, no doubt,’ said la Pey- 
rade. 

‘Yes, I know,’ said Thuillier, ‘you think a great deal 
of being clever ; but allow me to observe that the police, 
whose, hand I can plainly trace in this matter, is not apt, 
as a rule, to throw money out of the window.’ 

And again he stared hard at the lawyer. 

‘So you think you have discovered that the police had 
bargained in advance for the suppression of the pamphlet ? ’ 
said la Peyrade, without wincing. 

‘ Yes, my dear sir ; and I even know for certain the 
price paid to the person who undertook this honourable 
task.’ 

‘ The person ? ’ said la Peyrade. ‘ It is not impossible 
that by giving my mind to it I might also know who it 
was ; as to the amount, I have no idea about it at all.’ 

‘Well, but I can state the figures; twenty-five thou- 
sand francs,’ said Thuillier emphatically. ‘ That was the 
sum paid over to Judas.’ 

‘Excuse me, my dear fellow, but twenty-five thousand 
francs is a large sum of money. You are a man of im- 
portance, that I do not deny; at the same time you are 
scarcely such a bugbear to the Government as to be worth 
so large an outlay. Twenty-five thousand francs is as 
much as would be paid to choke off some famous pam- 
phlet attacking the administration of the civil list; but 
our financial treatise did not aim so high, and such a sum 
of money drawn from the secret service fund merely for 
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the pleasure of playing you a trick, seems to me rather 
fabulously large ’ 

‘ It would seem, then,’ said Thuilher bitterly, ‘ that the 
worthy traitor had some object m exaggerating my im- 
portance One thing is certain, that gentleman owed 
twenty-five thousand francs, a debt that worried him a 
good deal, add a little while before the seizure the said 
gentleman suddenly found himself in a position to pay 
Now, unless you can tell me where he found the money, 
the inference, it strikes me, is one you will not find it 
hard to draw * 

It was now la Peyrade who stared at Thuilher 
* Monsieur Thuilher,’ said he, raising his voice, ‘ will 
you be good enough to have done with general statements 
and enigmas, and name your man ? ’ 

‘ No, I will not,’ said Thuillicr, striking the table with 
his fist ‘I will not name him, m consideration of the 
feelings of affection and esteem which have so long united us 
But you have understood me. Monsieur de la Peyrade ’ 

‘I have understood,’ said the Provencal, m a voice 
hoarse with emotion ‘And I might have known that 
when I brought a serpent into the place I should ere long 
be fouled by its venom You poor fool, do you not see 
that you are merely echoing some slander of Cerizet’s ? ’ 

‘ Cerizet has nothing to do with it , on the contrary, 
he had nothing but good to say of you But answer me, 
how was It that, not having a sou one day, as I know to 
my cost, on the next you were in a position to pay over 
to Dutocq the round sum of twenty-five thousand francs ? ’ 
La Peyrade reflected a minute 

‘No,’ said he decisively, ‘it was not Dutocq who told 
you , he is not the man to take so strong an enemy on 
his hands as I should be, unless it were very greatly to his 
interest The rascally accuser is Cenzet, from whom I 
snatched your house near the Madeleine , Cerizet, whom 
I, m my long endurance, sought out on his dunghill to 
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place him in a respectable position j that wretch, to whom 
every benefit received is but an encouragement to some 
fresh treachery. Faugh ! If I were to tell you all that 
man has been, I should sicken you with loathing ; he has 
discovered new worlds in the realms of infamy.’ 

Thuillier’s answer this time was to the purpose. 

‘ 1 know not who or what Cerizet may bey said he. ‘ I 
am acquainted with him only through you, who introduced 
him as an editor entirely to be relied on. But, if he were 
as black as the devil, and supposing that the information 
had come to me through him, that, my boy, would not 
make you a shade whiter.’ 

‘ It is true,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ it is my fault that you 
have had anything to do with him ; but we wanted a man 
who understood the working of a newspaper, and he had 
that merit for us. Can the depths of such natures ever 
be gauged ? I believed him reformed. The responsible 
manager, after all, thought I, is but meat for the gaol, a 
signing machine. I fancied there would be in him the 
stuff for a man of straw ; I was mistaken ; he will never 
be anything but a man of mud.’ 

‘That is all very fine,’ said Thuillier, ‘but as regards 
those twenty-five thousand francs that dropped so oppor- 
tunely into your hands, where did they come from ? That 
is what you omit to explain.’ 

‘ But use your common sense,’ said la Peyrade. ‘ How 
should a man in my position go drawing on the reserve 
fund of the police ; a man so poor that I could not even 
fling the money in the teeth of your harpy of a sister when 
she called on me to produce ten thousand francs with the 
insolence you yourself witnessed ? ’ 

‘ Well, well,’ said Thuillier, ‘ but if the money came from 
an honest source, as I am more than ready to believe, what 
hinders you from telling me ? ’ 

‘ I cannot,’ replied the lawyer j ‘ the source of that money 
is a professional secret.’ 
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‘What next* Why, you yourself ha\e told me that 
the rules of your cloth forbid your meddling in money 
transactions.’ 

‘And, granting that I have done something not quite 
regular,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ it would be strange, I think, after 
all I have risked for you, if you had the face to blame me.* 

‘ My poor /ellow, you are trying to spoil the scent, but 
you will not put us off the tracL You want to keep your 
secret, well, keep it. I am master of my confidence and 
esteem, and I shall simply pay you the forfeit as stipulated 
in our agreement, and remain sole master of the paper.’ 

‘Indeed* you turn 'me out* ’cried la Peyrade ‘The 
money you have invested in the concern, and jour hopes 
of election — you are prepared to sacrifice everything to an 
imputation brought by a Cerizet ? ’ 

* In the first place, as to a man to fill your place, they 
are to be found, my good fellow. It was said long ago, 
the indispensable man does not exist. As to the election, 
I would rather never be returned at all, than owe 11 to the 
help of a man—-’ 

‘Finish your sentence,* said la Peyrade, seeing Thuillier 
hesitate ‘Or, no, be silent rather, for you will certainly 
blush at your suspicions, and ask my pardon on your knees.’ 

The Provencal clearly saw that unless he made up his 
mmd to confess, the influence and prospects he had just 
recovered would slip from his hold. 

He went on with great gravity — 

‘You will remember, my friend, that you are quite ruth- 
less, and that by subjecting me to a sort of moral torture, 
you are forcing me to reveal a secret that is not my own.’ 

‘ Go on, all the same,’ said Thuillier ‘ I will take the 
responsibility. Only show me light in this darkness, and I 
will be the first to acknowledge myself wrong.’ 

‘Well, then,’ said la Peyrade, ‘the twenty-five thousand 
francs were the savings of a servant — a woman who came 
to implore me to keep the money and pay her interest ’ 
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‘ A woman-servant who has saved t\venty-five thousand 
francs ! By heaven, she must have lived in a good 
house.’ 

‘ On the contrary, she is housekeeper to a feeble old pro- 
fessor, and it was because her possession of such a sum 
seemed so improbable, that she was anxious to make me a 
sort of trustee by leaving it in my hands.’ ^ 

*^00 my honour,’ said Thuillier, in a mocking tone, ‘ we 
wondered where we were to get romances for our paper, 
but with you here, I need never be uneasy. This is im- 
agination, I may say, with a vengeance.’ 

^ What ! ’ exclaimed la Peyrade, ‘ you do not believe me ? ’ 

‘ No, I do not believe you. Twenty-live thousand francs 
saved in the service of an old professor ! Why, it is about 
as credible as the story of the captain of the Dame Blanche^ 
who bought an estate out of his pay.’ 

‘ But if I prove the truth of my statement, if you put 
your finger on it ? ’ . 

^ Then, like Saint Thomas, I will dip my flag to evidence. 
But, my worthy friend, you must allow me to wait till the 
proof is before me.’ 

Thuillier thought himself magnificent. ‘ I would give two 
louis,’ said he to himself, ‘ if Brigitte were here to see how 
I am handling him.’ 

‘ Come, then,’ replied la Peyrade, ‘ supposing that, with- 
out going out of this room, by merely writing a note under 
your own eyes, I bring here the person from whom I had 
the money, and she confirms my statement, will you believe 
me then ? ’ 

This proposition, and the confidence with which it was 
made, could not but stagger Thuillier. 

‘ Then, indeed,’ said he, changing his tone. ‘ And you 
will do it, to-day ; now, while we sit here ? ’ 

‘ I said without leaving the room j that is plain enough, 
I should think.’ 

‘ And who is to carry the note ? ’ asked Thuillier. He 
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fancied that by thus insisting on every detail he was dis- 
playing the profoundcst acumen. 

‘ Who is to carry it ? Why, your messenger, of course, 
to whom you may hand it yourself/ 

‘ Well, then, write it,* said Thuillicr, determined to corner 
his man. * 

La Peyradc»took a sheet of paper and wrote, saying each 
word aloud: — 

‘Madame Lambert is requested to come at once, on 
important business, to the office of the paper, ^cha dt la 
Btevre.^ Rue Saint-Dominiquc-d*Enfcr, whither the bearer 
will conduct her. She is impatiently awaited there by her 
‘Very obedient servant, 

‘Theodose de la Pevradb/ 

‘There, will that satisfy you?* said he, handing the 
sheet to Thuillicr. 

‘ Perfectly,* said Thuillicr, taking the precaution to fold 
the note and seal it himself. 

‘Now for the address,* said he, and the note went back 
into la Peyradc’s hands. 

Thuillicr rang for Coffinet. 

‘ You must take this note,* said he to the porter, ‘ to the 
person to whom it is addressed, and bring her back with 
you. But will she be at home ? * he asked. 

‘ It is more than likely,’ replied la Peyrade. ‘ But at any 
rate neither you nor I leave this place till she comes. We 
must see daylight ! ’ 

‘ Go,* said Thuillicr to the messenger, with a theatrical air. 

As soon as they were alone, la Peyrade took up a news- 
paper and seerhed lost in study. 

Thuillicr, by this time rather uneasy as to the upshot of 
the matter, was now sorry that he had not sooner had an 
idea which dawned on him too late. 
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‘I ought to have torn up the note and not have carried 
the test any farther.’ Being anxious to appear to reinstate 
la Peyrade in the position from which he had threatened to 
dismiss him : — 

‘ I say,’ he remarked, ‘ I called at the printer’s on my 
way. The new type is delivered, and I think we may get 
our first number out to-morrow.’ f 

La Peyrade made no answer, but rose and carried his 
paper to the window. 

‘ He is annoyed with me,’ thought Thuillier, ‘ and not 
without cause if he is guiltless. But then — why did he 
bring that Cerizet on to the premises ? ’ 

To cover his discomfiture and anxiety he sat down to the 
editor’s table, and taking a sheet of paper with the heading, 
set himself to write a letter. 

La Peyrade, on his part, soon sat down again, and taking 
some paper, set to work, his pen flying over the page with 
the feverish haste that betrays agitation of mind. 

Out of the corner of his eye Thuillier tried to see what 
his colleague was writing j and, observing that he was 
dividing his paragraphs, with a number in the margin of 
each, — 

‘ Why,’ said he, ‘ are you sketching a scheme for 
a law ? ’ 

‘ Yes,’ said la Peyrade coldly : ‘ the law of the 
beaten.’ 

A few minutes after, the messenger opened the door and 
showed in Madame Lambert, whom he bad found at home, 
and who had come with him somewhat scared. 

‘ You are Madame Lambert ? ’ asked Thuillier in an 
austere tone. 

‘ Yes, Monsieur,’ she replied, in a quavering voice. 

After desiring her to be seated, seeing that Coffinet was 
standing as if awaiting further orders : — 

‘ That will do,’ he added. ‘ Go, and admit nobody.’ 

Thuillier’s solemnity and severe manner had aggravated 
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Madame Lambert’s alarm. She had expected to meet only 
la Peyradc, and she found herself in the presence of a 
stranger with a very morose air, while the lawyer, who had 
merely bowed to her, spoke not a word. Moreover, the 
scene was taking place in a newspaper office ; and, as we 
all know, in the eyes of the very pious evcf>'thing that has 
to do with the press savours of the pit and the devil. 

‘Well,’ said Thuillier to the lawyer, ‘there is nothing to 
hinder you, that I can sec, from explaining to the lady why 
you sent for her.* 

To remove Thuillicr’s suspicions la Peyradc was bound 
to attack the subject rudely and without any prelimina- 
ries. * 

‘We want to ask you,' Madame,’ said he tx ebrupto^ 
‘ whether, two months since, you did not place in my hands, 
in trust, at interest, the sum of twenty-five thousand francs ? ’ 
Though Madame Lambert felt that Thuillier and the 
Provencal both had their eye on her, at this point-blank 
question she could not repress a little jump, 

* Lord in Heaven I ’ she exclaimed, ‘ twenty-five thousand 
francs ! Where on earth should I have got such a sum ? ’ 
La Peyrade’s face did not betray such disappointment as 
might have been expected. Thuillier turned to him with 
a look of pain and pity. 

‘ You see, my dear fellow — ' said he. 

‘Then you are quite sure, Madame,’ said the lawyer, 
‘ that you did not hand over to me a sum of twenty-five 
thousand francs. You declare it, you would swear to it ? ’ 
‘ Indeed, Sir, is it a likely story that a poor woman like 
me and twenty-five thousand francs should ever have gone 
in at the same door together? What little money I have 
ever had, as every one knows, I have spent on housekeep- 
ing for the poor dear gentleman I have served this twenty 
years past.’ 

‘This seems to me unanswerable,’ said Thuillier pom- 
pously. 
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La Peyrade showed not the faintest shadow of distress ; 
on the contrary, with an air of yielding completely to 
Thuillier, he said : — 

‘ You hear, my good friend, and I may call upon you to 
prove, that this lady never had twenty-five thousand francs, 
consequently she can never have given them to me. So, as 
the notary. Monsieur Dupuis, in whose hando I fancied I 
had deposited the sum in my own name, went off to 
Brussels this morning' with all his clients’ money, I 
have nothing to refund to Madame Lambert, and Dupuis 
escapes — ’ 

‘ Monsieur Dupuis, the notary, has run away ! ’ gasped 
Madame Lambert, carried away by this terrible news out 
of her usually sweet demeanour and Christian resignation. 
‘ I declare, what a villain ! Only this morning he was tak- 
ing the sacrament at Saint-Jacques du Haut-Pas ! ’ 

‘To ensure a prosperous journey, no doubt,’ replied la 
Peyrade. 

‘You can talk lightly enough, Sir,’ said the woman, ‘but 
the swindler has carried off all my savings ; and as a matter 
of^lact, I did give them to you. Monsieur, and you will be 
ans\^orable — I look only to you.’ 

‘ mjw, then,’ said la Peyrade to Thuillier, indicating 
Madan^^Lambert, in whose whole demeanour there was 
something'^' of the she-wolf just robbed of her cubs, ‘is 
that spontane^s — natural — or do you think that we have 
got up this little tQmedy ? ’ 

‘ I am speechless, replied Thuillier, ‘ amazed at Cerizet’s 
impudence and my owh''-.5tupidity j I can only surrender 
at discretion.’ 

‘Madame,’ said la Peyrade pleasantly, ‘get over your 
terrible alarm. The notary Dupuis is still a saintly man, 
and quite incapable of robbing his clients ; your money is 
still perfectly safe in his hands. As to this gentleman, — 
to whom it was necessary that I should prove having, in 
fact, received that sum from you, — he is my second self. 
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and your secret, though known (o him, still dwells locked 
in my bosom.* 

‘Vciy' good, Monsieur,’ said Madame Lambert j ‘then, 
gentlemen, you have nothing more to say to me ? ’ 

* No, dear Madame, and 1 can only beg your foi^ivcncss 
for having been obliged to give you such a fright.’ 

Madame Lambert left the room with ever)' sign of the 
most respectful humility ; but at the door she turned back 
and said to la Peyrade, in a tone of the most bland 
suavity: — 

‘ When, Sir, do you think you could make it convenient 
to let me have my money back ? * 

‘I told you plainly,’ replied la Peyrade stiffly, ‘that 
notaries never return on demand the moneys they have 
invested.* 

< Do you think, Sir, that if I went myself to Monsieur 
Dupuis to ask him to oblige—?* 

‘ I think,* said the lawyer sharply, * that by going to him 
you would do a perfectly idiotic thing. He had the money 
from me, in my name, as you wished, and knows nothing 
of any one else.’ 

‘Then, Sir, will you be so good as to attend to the 
matter and get back that little sum, which is but a trifle to 
you ? I do not wish to hurry you. Sir, as is but fair; but 
within two or three months I may find a use for it; I was 
told of a little freehold that might be just the thing.* 

‘ All right, Madame Lambert,* answered la Peyrade, with 
suppressed irritation. ‘I will do as you wish, and sooner 
perhaps than you expect I shall hope to hand you over 
your money.* 

‘ If quite convenient. Sir,’ said the bigot. ‘You told me 
that at the least Indiscretion on my part you would — ’ 

‘Yes, yes, of course,’ said the Provencal, interrupting her. 

‘I have the honour to be your very humble servant — 
gentlemen both,* said the woman, who this time really 
went away. 

Sp 
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‘ You see, my dear fellow,’ said Theodose, when he was 
alone with Thuillier, ‘ to what straits I am brought by the 
necessity for humouring your sick brain. This debt was 
dormant, in a chronic state, and now you have roused it to 
the acute form.’ 

‘ I am grieved, my dear friend, to think of my stupid 
credulity. But do not be worried about f.the woman’s 
demands j we will arrange the matter, and even if I have 
to advance the money on the marriage settlements — ’ 

‘ Come what may, my excellent friend,’ said la Peyrade, 
‘ we must begin by reconsidering our personal arrangements. 
I do not choose to be hauled over the coals every morn- 
ing ; and just now, while we were waiting for that woman, 
I sketched the outlines of a little agreement which we will 
talk over and sign, if you please, before our first number 
comes out.’ 

‘ But our deed of partnership,’ said Thuillier, ‘ affords as 
it seems to me a charter — ’ 

‘Which, as clause 14 provides, by the payment of a 
miserable forfeit of five thousand francs, you may treat as 
so much waste paper. Thank you for nothing ! We will 
have something a little tighter than that.’ 

At this moment Ccrizet came in. His manner was 
swaggering and triumphant. 

‘ I have brought the money, my masters,’ said he, ‘ and 
in an hour the security will be signed and sealed.’ 

But remarking that his news was received with extreme 
coldness, — 

‘ Why, what is the matter ? ’ he asked. 

‘ The matter,’ said Thuillier, ‘ is that I have no dealings 
with double-faces and’ slanderers ; that we will have nothing 
to do with you or your money, and that I advise you not 
to honour these premises with your presence for another 
minute.’ 

‘Heyday! heyday!’ exclaimed Cerizet. ‘What, is our 
dear old Thuillier caught once more ? ’ 
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‘Go, Sir,’ said ThuiUicr, ‘jou have no further business 
here’ 

‘ Hallo, my boy ^ ’ said Cenzet to la Pej radc, ‘ y ou seem 
to have turned the good man’s cream sour Well, he did 
not invent the printing-press, and we have seen what you 
can do Never mind, I consider that you were wrong in 
not going to 'ce du Portail, and I will tell him — * 

‘ Are ) ou going ^ * said Thuillicr in an ominous tone 
‘Well, well, my good sir/ replied the money-lender, ‘I 
did not come to secC you I managed to live before your 
day, and I can live after tt Only try to escape paying the 
twenty-five thousand francs out of your own pocket, for 
you are within an inch of it, I can tell you ’ 

Thus speaking, Ccrizct replaced his pockcibook, with 
the thirty-three thousand francs in bank-not^s, in his 
breast pocket, and, taking up his hat, which he had placed 
on the table, he carefully polished it with his coat^slceve, 
and departed 

Cenzet’s talc-bcanng had led ThuilJier to attempt a 
most luckless campaign He was now la Peyrade’s hum- 
ble slave, and obliged to submit to all his terms The 
lawyer was to have five hundred francs a month for his 
services to the journal, all his contributions were to be 
separately paid for at the rate of fifty francs a column, 
an exorbitant figure in view of the small size of the sheet 
The paper was to be kept going for six months, under 
pain of a forfeit of fifteen thousand francs , and as the 
chief contributor he stipulated for despotic omnipotence, 
absolutely free to insert, alter, or reject any article Without 
even assigning his reasons for the decision , such were the 
ostensible conditions of the agreement made in duplicate 
and signed m good faith by both parties 

But in virtue of another and private document, Thuil- 
her undertook to sfand security for the sum of twenty-five 
thousand francs due from la Peyrade to the bigot, ‘the 
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aforementioned la Peyrade, pleader-at-law, on the second 
part,’ promising that in the event of his mariying Made- 
moiselle Celeste Colleville, and of the money having been 
meanwhile disbursed by ThuilHer, he would acknowledge 
the sum paid on demand as received in advance out of the 
bride’s fortune. By this ingenious trick the crafty Pro- 
vencal evaded the law, which allows no such forestalling 
of money in consideration of a marriage. For what else 
than a payment on account was this sum of twentyrfive 
thousand francs, for which Thuillier had no security what- 
ever but the conclusion of the match, which was still no 
more than a proposal in the air ? 

Matters thus arranged and ratified by the candidate for 
election, who, but for la Peyrade, saw no chance of suc- 
cess, Thuillier had a happy idea. He went to hunt up, 
at the Cirque-Olympique, where he had seen the man 
taking tickets at the entrance, a retired clerk who had been 
in his office, named Fleury, and offered him Cerizet’s 
place. Fleury, formerly in the army, a good shot, a cap- 
ital swordsman, would certainly be the man to command 
respect in the office. Not less dexterous in the art of 
‘ leading creditors a dance,’ he was the first in the Ex- 
chequer office to hit on the ingenious idea of inventing 
spurious claims on his salary, so as to nullify any real 
claims that might be put in to stop his pay. He adopted 
the same means to preserve from his creditors the three 
thousand three hundred and thirty-three francs thirty- 
three centimes which he was required by law to deposit 
in his name. 

The paper thus constituted, and lacking only a few 
contributors, who could presently be found, la Peyrade, 
meanwhile, with his ready pen, being quite able to fill 
their place, the first number appeared. 

Thuillier once more began the excursions through Paris 
in which we found him embarked when his pamphlet was 
published. He would walk into a reading-room or a cafe. 
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and call for the dt la Btevre-^ and when, as was un- 
fortunately too often the case, he was told chat the paper 
was not known, — 

‘ Why, It IS incredible,’ he would say, ‘ that any respect- 
able place should not take in such a popular journal ^ ’ 

And he quitted the premises in disdain, never perceiving 
that m mans places, where this bagman’s dodge was well 
known, he was noticed only to be laughed at 

On the evening of the day when that first number was 
brought out, Brigitte had a laige crowd in her rooms, 
though it was not a Sunday She had made up her quar- 
rel with la Peyrade, whom her brother had brought m to 
dinner, and she declared that, flattery quite apart, she 
thought his first article ‘wonderfully well hit off’ And 
indeed every visitor declared that the public was delighted 
with this first number 

The public — everybody knows what that means To 
a man who has launched any sort of work m print, the 
public is composed of five or six intimate acquaintances, 
who, short of quarrelling with the author, cannot escape 
making some comment on his lucubrations 

‘ For my part,’ cried Colleville, ‘ I may say that it is the 
first political article I ever read which did not send me to 
sleep ’ 

‘Certainly,’ observed Phelhon, ‘the article strikes me 
as stamped with vigour, combined with such a classic style 
as we should seek in vam in the ordinary run of public 
prints ’ 

‘Yes,* said Dutocq, ‘it is very well formulated, and 
there is a turn, a character, m the expression that is by 
no means common or commonplace But we shall see 
how it wears To-morrow I expect to find that the Bcho 
de la Bievre is furiously attacked by all the other papers ’ 
‘But that is all we ask,* said Thudher, ‘and if only the 
Government would do us the favour to be down upon us ^ ’ 
‘Thank you,* said Fleury, who had also been brought in 
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to dinner by the proprietor ; ‘ but I would just as soon not 
be called upon to play my part quite so soon.’ 

‘ Oh, down on you ! ’ said Dutocq. ‘ No, you will not 
be seized or stopped ; but I fancy the Ministerial papers will 
fire a heavy broadside.’ 

Thuillier was at the office 'by eight o’clock next morn- 
ing, to be the first to meet this formidable^ fire. After 
looking through every paper, he discovered that there was 
no more notice taken of the Acho de la Bievre than if it 
had not existed. When la Peyrade came in, he found his 
luckless friend in despair, 

‘ Are you surprised ? ’ said the lawyer coolly. ‘ I left you 
yesterday to enjoy your anticipations of a hot engagement 
with the press ; but, for my part, I knew full well that not 
a word would be said about us. Is not every paper that 
begins with some brilliancy always met for the first fort- 
night, or even for a month, with a conspiracy of silence ? ’ 

‘ A conspiracy of silence ! ’ echoed Thuillier admiringly. 

He had no idea of what it' meant, but in the mere words 
there was something grandiose, which appealed to the im- 
agination. When la Peyrade had explained that, by a con- 
spiracy of silence, he meant a deliberate system on the part 
of the established journals of taking no notice whatever of 
those newly born, so as to avoid advertising them by their 
comments, Thuillier was hardly more satisfied than he had 
been in the first instance by the sounding magniloquence 
of the words themselves. That is the way with the mid- 
dle-class mind; words are a coinage which pass current 
without examination. It is fired or soothed by a word, 
indignant or enraptured. The citizen may be led by a 
watchword to raise a revolution and overthrow the gov- 
ernment he has chosen. 

The paper, however, was but a means to an end; the 
end was Thuillier’s election. It was hinted at, rather than 
urged, in the early numbers ; but one morning in the col- 
umns of the Acho a letter appeared from certain of the 
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voters, thanking their nominee of the Municipal Council 
for the firm and genuinely liberal altitude he had main- 
tained in the management of certain common interests 
‘This firmness,’ said the communication, ‘had brought 
upon him persecution by a government which, following 
in tow of foreign powers, had sacrificed Poland and sold 
Itself to England The arrondtssetnent now looked for a 
man to represent it in the Chamber, who, having well- 
tested convictions, would carry aloft the standard of oppo- 
sition to the ruling dynasty, and so, by the mere omen of 
his name, become a standing warning to the existing power ' 
This letter, cleverly commented on by la Peyrade, was 
signed with the names of Barbet and Metivier, both tenants 
in the old house m the Rue Saint-Domimque, the second, 
indeed, supplying the paper on which the £leho was printed , 
and with those of most of the tradespeople that Brigitte 
dealt with, having still given them her custom since remov- 
ing from the quarter, with an eye to the election , the doctor, 
the druggist, and the architect had also added their names, 
and finally Barniol, Phelhon’s son in-law, who held advanced 
opinions As to Phellion himself, he had thought it far too 
mild, and ever ‘without fear and without reproach,’ though 
he feared lest his refusal might damage his son’s love-affairs, 
he had bravely abstained from signing the letter 

This tentative flight had the happiest results, the ten or 
twelve men, who had thus put their names forward, were 
supposed to express the general wish of the voters of the 
constituency, and were called ‘ the voice of the electors,* 
and thus Thuilher’s cause at once made such a leap for- 
ward that Minard hesitated to put forward his rival claims 
Brigitte, enchanted at the turn things were taking, was 
the first to say that the marriage question must now be set- 
tled, and Thuillier was quite of her mind, since he dreaded 
lest at any moment he might be called upon to pay up the 
money for which he was security 

The old maid and the lawyer thrashed the matter out 
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She did not conceal her fears as to the endurance of her 
sovereign authority, when a son-in-law of such spirit and 
mastery should be settled in the house. 

‘ And, if we are to disagree,’ said she in conclusion, ‘ we 
had far better have separate establishments from the first ; 
we shall be none the worse friends for that.’ 

La Peyrade declared that he would never for all the 
world agree to such an arrangement. On the contrary, 
he regarded the perfect security he should enjoy as to the 
management of his domestic affairs, under the supreme 
direction of Brigitte, as one of the most important features 
of the happiness that awaited him. He would have enough 
on his hands in the management of business matters, and 
could not imagine how she could suppose that he would 
want to interfere in concerns in which he was entirely in- 
competent, In short, he so effectually reasoned and per- 
suaded Brigitte, that she pledged herself to take immediate 
steps for having the banns published, and to make it her 
business to announce an early termination of the affair to 
Celeste, who she said should consent without demur. 

‘ My dekr child,’ said she to Celeste, one morning, ‘ I 
suppose you have quite given up all idea of marrying Felix 
Phellion, In the first place, he is more an atheist than 
ever, and you yourself have" noticed that his head was 
turned. You have met Madame Marmus, at Madame 
Minard’s, the wife of a savant^ an officer of the Legion of 
Honour ; indeed, a member of the Institute. There is no 
more wretched woman on earth; her husband buries her 
behind the Luxembourg, close to the Rue Notre-Dame 
des Champs, in the Rue Duguay-Toruin, a street that is 
neither paved nor lighted. When fie goes out, he does 
not know which way he is walking, and finds himself at 
the Champ de Mars, when he meant to go to the Boule- 
vard Poissonniere. He is incapable -even of giving his 
address to a cab-driver, and so absent-minded that he can- 
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not tell you whether he has had his dinner or no. You 
may fancy what life is 10 the wives of these men, who 
always have their spectacles on their nose to gaxc at the 
stars.’ 

‘ But Felix is not so absent-minded as that,’ said Celeste. 

*Of course not, bec.nusc he is younger; but with years 
his absence of mind will increase with his atheism. So we 
are all of one mind, child, that he U not a suitable husband 
for you, and your mother and father and Thudlicr and I — 
every one in the house who has any common sense. — we 
have all decided that you arc to make up your mind in 
favour of la Peyrade, a man of the world who will make 
his way, who has done us great sert’icc, and who is now 
going to get your godfather into the Chamber. We are 
prepared to settle on you, in his favour, such a sum as we 
should cenalnly not give you for any other man. So con- 
sider it settled. The hanns'wiU be published, and this day 
week we will sign the contract. We shall give a grand 
dinner for your relations and intimate friends, with an 
evening party afterwards, when the papers will be signed, 
and your trousseau and presents will be shown 5 and as I 
am talcing it in hand, you may depend on it things will be 
done in style, especially if you do not behave like a baby, 
but fall In with our ideas.* 

‘ But Aunt Brigitte — ’ said Celeste timidly. 

‘There arc no buts nor tfs to the matter,’ said the old 
maid peremptorily; ‘ the whole thing is settled, and unless 
you think yourself wiser than your betters, Mademoiselle — ’ 
‘I will do as you wish, aunt,’ said Celeste, who felt a 
cloud about to burst over her head, and knew she was not 
strong enough to struggle against the iron will that had 
pronounced sentence on her. 

So she went off to pour her sorrows into her godmother, 
Madame Thuillier’s bosom; and hearing herself counselled 
to be patient and resigned, the poor child saw that here 
again she would find no support in the smallest attempt at 
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resistance, so she made up her mind that the sacrifice was 
an accomplished fact. 

Brigitte, throwing herself with frenzied zeal into the new 
sphere of occupation thus brought into her life, at once set 
to work to get the trousseau made, and dresses and acces- 
sories bought. Like all misers, who on great occasions 
shed their habits, and seem to change their 'very natures, 
the old maid thought nothing good enough, and flung her 
money about so freely that until the day named for signing 
the contract, the jeweller, the dressmaker, the sempstress, 
the milliner, the upholsterer, — all from the most noted 
shops, — almost lived in the house. 

‘ It is like a procession,’ said Josephine the cook, lost in 
admiration, to Fran^oise from the Minards’; ‘ from morning 
till night the bell is on the go.’ 

The dinner was ordered in from Chabot and Potel, not 
from Chevet. Brigitte thus set the seal to her original 
genius, and her emancipation from the beaten track of 
Madame de Godollo. 

The party consisted of three Thuilliers, three Collevilles, 
including the bride-elect, la Peyrade, Dutocq, and Fleury, 
the responsible manager of the Echo de la Bievre^ whom he 
had asked to witness for him, the very small number of his 
acquaintance allowing him no choice; Minard and Ra- 
bourdin, the witnesses on Celeste’s part ; Madame and Made- 
moiselle Minard, and Minard, junior; two of Thuillier’s 
colleagues in the Town Council; Dupuis, the notary, who 
was to draw up the settlements, and finally the Abbe 
Gondrin, the spiritual director of both Madame Thuillier 
and Celeste, who was to pronounce the nuptial benediction. 

This last-mentioned member of the chosen party had 
formerly been priest of the church of Saint-Jacques du Haut- 
Pas ; his elegant manners and talent for preaching had led 
to his being transferred by the Archbishop from the very 
poor parish to which he had first been appointed to the 
fashionable church of the Madeleine. Since these two 
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The Middle Classes 

ladies had again become his parishioner® 
occasionally called on them, and T* 
person to explain to him in his own 
of his choice of la Peyrade, while 
young Phellion’s religious opinions, 
him to use his unctuous and persuasive 
the victim's submission 

Just as they were about to sit 
missing the two Minards, '* ’ 

Dupuis The notary had, tr * 
the morning to beg that he would »* 
that at nine precisely he would join 
papers with him, and be at d 
orders 

Madame Mmard apologised for 
he was confined to his room by a ^ 
the elder Minard, who did not 
daughter, his absence remained 
Minard, while assuring them that he 
insisted on their sitting down without 
orders that the soup should be kept hot 
the middle classes, a dinner without 
at all 

The meal was not particularly rV 
animation of talk was concerned, ’ 
better, what a difference between this 
famous impromptu banquet before the 
Town Council * 

The absence of three of the company 
chill , then Flavie was in low spirits, she had 
view with la Peyrade in her own house, and ’ 
tion had been drowned in tears Celeste, v.» 
been happy m the choice made for her, coulo 
propriety have shown much joy on the surface 
made no effort to look happy, not daring even to v 
her godmother, whose face looked like one long 
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ladies had again become his parishioners, the joung Abbe 
occasionally called on them, and Thuillier, who had gone m 
person to explain to him in his own way the suitability 
of his choice of la Peyrade, while taking care to abuse 
young Phellion’s religious opinions, had easily persuaded 
him to use his unctuous and persuasive eloquence to secure 
the victim’s submission 

Just as they were about to sit down three guests were 
missing the two Minards, father and son, and the notary 
Dupuis The notary had, indeed, sent Thuillier a line in 
the morning to beg that he would not expect him to dinner , 
that at nine precisely he would jom the party, bringing the 
papers with him, and be at Mademoiselle ThuiUier’s 
orders 

Madame Minard apologised for her son by saying that 
he was confined to his room by a bad sore throat , as to 
the elder Mmard, who did not accompany his wife and 
daughter, his absence remained unexplained, and Madame 
Minard, while assuring them that he would certainly come, 
insisted on their sitting down without him Brigitte gave 
orders that the soup should be kept hot for him, for, among 
the middle classes, a dinner without soup is not a dinner 
at all 

The meal was not particularly cheerful , and so far as 
animation of talk was concerned, though the fare was 
better, what a difference between this dinner and the 
famous impromptu banquet before the election to the 
Town Council • 

The absence of three of the company was an initial 
chill , then Flavie was in low spirits, she had had an inter- 
view with la Peyrade in her own house, and their explana- 
tion had been drowned in tears Celeste, even if she had 
been happy in the choice made for her, could not with 
propriety have shown much joy on the surface, and she 
made no effort to look happy, not daring even to glance at 
her godmother, whose face looked like one long woful 
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bleat, so to speak ; the poor child felt that if they only 
exchanged a look, the tears must rise to her eyes. Thuil- 
lier was puffed up with importance, so he was stiff and 
pompous ; Brigitte, quite out of the groove in which she 
was accustomed to rule without rivalry, was equally awk- 
ward and uncomfortable. 

Colleville, indeed, by a few facetious remarks tried to 
raise the temperature of the meeting, but the rough flavour 
of his pleasantries, in the atmosphere on which he tried 
to float them, had the effect of cackling laughter in a sick 
room, and a mute hint to ‘behave,’ given at the same time 
by Thuillier, la Peyrade, and Flavie, put a damper on his 
high spirits and turbulent festivity. 

Oddly enough it was the gravest dignitary of the party 
who, seconded by Rabourdin, succeeded in warming the 
air. The Abbe Gondrin, a man of refined and cultivated 
mind, had, like all pure and well-regulated souls, a fund of 
gentle cheerfulness which he could make contagious, and 
some degree of animation was beginning to be perceptible 
when Minard came in. 

After making his apologies on the ground of some busi- 
ness at the Maine that had to be settled before he could get 
away, he shot a significant look at his wife, which seemed 
rather to suggest that some private affair had detained him. 
La Peyrade and Thuillier, having received an order for a box 
for the famous fairy drama in which Olympe Cardinal was 
to appear that evening — Le Tel'egraphe Amour — were 
not altogether convinced of Julien Minard’s illness. They, 
on their part, exchanged meaning looks as they observed 
the elder Minards’ mutual intelligence, and they seemed 
to be wondering whether the young gentleman’s secret were 
out, and if the task of assuring himself of his son’s miscon- 
duct were not the business that had detained Monsieur le 
Maire so late. 

Being fairly practised in the art of picking up the thread 
of the conversation where he found it, and feeling, no 
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doubt, that he must conceal his anxieties under the sem- 
blance of perfect freedom of mind, — 

‘Well, gentlemen,* said Minard, as soon as he had 
hastily swallowed a few mouthfuls, ‘have )ou heard the 
great news ^ * 

‘What IS that?* asked one and another with eager 
interest ^ 

‘An extraordinary discovery was communicated to the 
Academy of Sciences at their meeting to-da) , there is an- 
other star in the sky.* 

‘ You don’t say so,* said Collevillc ‘ Then it will take 
the place of the star that Berangcr missed from its place 
when he lamented Chateaubriand s departure, to the air of 
a song from Octavie — 

‘ «* Chateaubriand, why leave your nauve ahorc ? ” * 

Collevillc sang the quotation, and this so exasperated Fhv le 
that if It were the custom fora wife to sit next her husband 
at table, the retired musician would not have been let of( 
with the stern and imperative ‘ Collevillc > * by which he 
was called to order from the other end 

‘The thing which gives this great astronomical event a 
peculiar interest for the party I have the honour of address- 
ing,* Minard went on, ‘ is that the discoverer is a resident 
m the twelfth arrondisscment, where manj of you lived, or 
are still living And, indeed, every detail of this great 
scientific achievement is remarkable The Academy, 
merely from reading the paper which announces it, is so 
entirely convinced of the existence of this new star that 
when they rose, a deputation proceeded to the residence of 
thvs twodcriv Galileo to coogratvilate him m the name of their 
Body , and yet the star is invisible to the eye, even through 
a telescope , it is by pure calculation and reasoning that us 
existence and its place in the heavens are proved beyond 
all dispute “There must be an unknown star in xhat 
spot, I cannot sec it, but I am certain ” This is what 
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the discoverer said to the Academy after convincing them 
by mathematics. And now, gentlemen, who do you think 
is the Christopher Columbus of this new world ? A pur- 
blind old man, who can but just see enough to guide him- 
self in the streets.’ 

‘ How splendid ! How wonderful ! ’ they all exclaimed. 

‘And what is his name ? ’ asked several persons. 

‘ Monsieur Picot, or, if you prefer it, Pere Picot^ for that 
is the style he is known by in the Rue du Val-de-Grace, 
where he lives. He is neither more nor less than an old 
professor of mathematics, who has turned out some very 
first-rate pupils. Felix Phellion, indeed, whom we all 
know, studied under him; and it was he who just now 
read the paper before the Academy on behalf of his old 
master.’ 

On hearing the name of Felix, and remembering the 
promise in the sky, of which he had spoken, and which 
she had believed to be sheer insanity, Celeste looked at 
Madame Thuillier, and her godmother’s face had bright- 
ened up, seeming to convey to her : — 

‘ Courage, my child ; all is not yet lost.’ 

‘My dear boy,’ said Thuillier to la Peyrade, ‘Felix is 
to be here this evening. You must get hold of him and 
persuade him to let us have that paper. It would be a 
stroke of fortune for the Pcho if only we could get it to 
publish first.’ 

‘Yes, indeed,’ said Minard, volunteering a reply. ‘It 
would be catering handsomely for the curiosity of the pub- 
lic, for the discovery will make an immense , sensation. 
The deputation, not having found Monsieur Picot at 
home, went on at once to the Minister for Public In- 
struction; the Minister flew immediately to the Tuileries, 
and this evening’s Messager^ which came out unusually 
early this afternoon, so that I read it as I was driving 
here in my carriage, announces that Monsieur Picot is 
made chevalier of the Legion of Honour, with a pension 
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of eighteen hundfctJ francs out of fhc fund for the encour- 
agement of science and literature.’ 

‘Well done!’ cried Thuillier, ‘there, at any rate, is a 
Cross well bestowed I ’ 

‘But eighteen hundred francs a year,* said Dutocq, 
‘strikes me as ver)’ mean-* 

‘It certaiiily is,’ said Thuilller, ‘when you remember 
that the money is paid out of the taxes, and we con- 
stantly see it wasted on a nobody recommended by the 
Camarilla* 

‘Ob, eighteen hundred francs is something, after all,' 
replied Minard, ‘especially for a savant. Those people 
have hardly any wants, and arc accustomed to live on 
ver)* little.* 

‘I nther fancy,* said la Peyrade, * that good Monsieur 
Picot’s life is not verj* well cared fort for at this ver^' 
time, his family, who first tried to get a commission in 
lunacy, arc appealing for trustees to be appointed. He 
is being robbed, they assert, by a housekeeper who lives 
with him. By the way, Thuillicr, you know the woman j 
it was she who came to the olTicc, the other day, and who 
had been led to believe that our noiar)*, Dupuis, in whose 
hands she had some savings, had gone oil* with the money.* 
‘Yes, yes, of course,’ said Thuillier in a significant tone. 
‘Yes, 1 know the woman.* 

‘It is a queer thing,' said Brigitte, seizing the oppor- 
tunity for emphasising the argument which she li.id de- 
rived a few days since from the absence of mind of 
Marmus, the Academician, ‘all these learned men, out- 
side their own science, arc no good at all, and in their 
• own home have to be minded like children.’ 

‘That,’ said the Abbe Gondrin, ‘shows how entirely 
they arc absorbed by their studies, and at the same time 
: reveals an artless nature which really has a touching side 
• to it.’ 

‘When they are not as wilful as donkeys,’ said Brigitte 
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tartly.- ‘All I can tell you. Monsieur I’Abbe, is that if I 
had ever thought of marrying, a learned man would not 
have served my turn. In the first place, what is it they 
work at, I ask you ? Stupid nonsense, for the most part. 
For here you are all lost in admiration at the discovery of 
a star ; but what the better will any one of us be for that ? 
As to more stars, I cannot see but what there are plenty 
already.’ 

‘ Bravo, Brigitte ! ’ cried Colleville, forgetting' himself 
again. ‘ Right you are, my girl ; and, like you, I think 
that a man who discovered a new dish would deserve 
better of mankind.’ • 

‘ Really, Colleville,’ said Flavie, ‘ I must say your eccen- 
tric remarks are in the very worst taste.’ 

‘Dear Mademoiselle,’ said the Abbe to Brigitte, ‘you 
might indeed be right if we were constituted solely of 
matter, and if there were not bound up with our body a 
soul, whose instincts and cravings need to be satisfied. 
For my part, I think that the sense of infinitude which 
dwells within us, and to which each one strives to respond 
in his own way, is admirably suited to apprehend the 
labours of astronomy, which reveal to us new worlds 
scattered throughout space by the hand of the Creator. 

‘ In you that instinct of the infinite finds another outlet. 
It looks nearer home ; and your passion for the happiness 
of those about you, your ardent and devoted affection for 
your admirable brother, are no less manifestations of eager 
aspirations which are not earth-born, and which, while seek- 
ing their end, never pause to ask: “Of what use is this or 
that ; what good will it do us ? ” However, I may tell you 
that the stars are not so utterly useless as you seem to sup- 
pose; but for them mariners would sometimes be sorely 
puzzled how to steer, and could not go to distant lands to 
fetch the vanilla, with which you have flavoured this deli- 
cious cream that I am now eating. So, Monsieur Colle- 
ville will perceive that there is a closer connection than he 
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fancies between the stars and good dishes. None arc to be 
disdained — neither astronomers nor good housewivK — 
The abbe was interrupted by the noise of a violent 
altercation in the anteroom. 

‘ I tell you, I will go in I * cried a voice. 

‘No, Monsieur, you shall not go in,* answered the voice 
of the man-servant. ‘They are at dinner, sir, I tell you, 
and you cannot force your way into a private house in that 
style.’ 

Thuillier turned pale; since the seizure of his pamphlet 
he scented the police in every unexpected visit. 

Among other rules impressed on Brigitte by Madame 
de Godollo, one which had needed most constant repeti- 
tion, was that she should never leave the table over which 
she was presiding its the mistress of the house til! she gave 
the signal for a general move. But the circumstances being 
her excuse, — , 

* I will go to see what is the matter,* she said quickly 
to Thuillier, seeing how uneasy he seemed. ‘ What is it ? ’ 
she asked the servant, as soon as she reached the scene 
of the struggle, 

‘ A gentleman who says he will come in ; that no one is 
still at dinner at eight o’clock.* 

‘But who are you, Monsieur?* said she to an old 
man, strangely dressed, and with a green shade over his 
eyes. 

‘ Madame, I am neither a beggar nor a vagabond,’ replied 
the old man in a loud voice. ‘My name is Picot. I am a 
professor of mathematics — * 

‘ Of the Rue du Val-de-Grace? ’ Brigitte put in. 

‘ Yes, Madame, No. 9, next the fruit shop.’ 

‘But come in, Monsieur, come in; we are only too 
proud to see you,* cried Thuillier, who, hearing his visitor’s 
name, had rushed out to welcome him. 

‘He has dropped like his own star from the sky,’ said 
Collcville. 
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‘Well, you rascal,’ said the old man, turning to where 
the servant had been standing, though he had disappeared 
on finding that all was amicably settled, ‘I told you I 
would go in ! ’ 

Pere Picot was a tall man, with a severe, angular face, 
stamped with a truculent and surly expression, in spite of 
the mitigating effect of a fair wig, dressed in a thick roll, 
and the subduing shade over his eyes ; and his large features 
were overcast with sickly pallor from unremitting study. 
He had given proof of his irascible temper before entering 
the dining-room, where everybody rose to receive him. 

His dress consisted of a voluminous garment, something 
between an overcoat and a dressing-gown, under which an 
enormous iron-grey cloth waistcoat, double-breasted, with 
two rows of buttons from below his waist up to his throat, 
formed a sort of breastplate ; his trousers, though it was 
now near the end of October, were of black lasting, and 
the duller tone of an ill-concealed darn, in contrast to two 
shining patches, the result of friction about the knees, bore 
witness to long service ; but by daylight the most striking 
detail of the old man’s costume, were his Patagonian feet 
covered by shoes of felt, which, yielding to the moun- 
tainous excrescences of enormous bunions, irresistibly sug- 
gested the humps of a dromedary, or an advanced case of 
elephantiasis. 

As soon as he was seated in the chair eagerly placed for 
him, and when everybody else had resumed their places, in 
the midst of silence born of curiosity : — 

‘ Where is he ? ’ asked the old man in his voice of thun- 
der, ‘ where is the villain, the scoundrel ? Let him come 
forward, let him speak ! ’ 

‘ Who is the object of your wrath ? ’ said Thuillier in a 
conciliatory tone, that was at the same time slightly pat- 
ronising. 

‘ A rascal whom I did not find at home. Monsieur, and 
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who is, I was told, In this houses 1 am, I believe, at Mon- 
sieur Thuillicr's, member of the Town Council, Place dc 
la Madeleine, on the first floor above the entresol ? * 

‘Quite so. Monsieur,’ replied Thuillter, ‘and I may add 
that all here arc your respectful admirers.’ 

‘And you svill allow me, I hope,* said Minard, ‘as the 
mayor of the contiguous district to that in which you 
reside, to congratulate myself on finding myself in the 
presence of Monsieur Picot, — he, no doubt, who has just 
immortalised his name by the disco\ cry of a star ? * 

‘Yes, Monsieur,’ answered the professor, raising yet 
higher the pitch of his stentorian voice, ‘ I am Picot — 
Nepomucene, — and the msn you mean} but / hare dis- 
covered no star, I do not meddle with such fads} my eyes 
are weak, and it is a ridiculous hoax saddled on me by 
the insolent rascal I have come here to seek. He is in 
hiding, the coward, and dares not breathe a word in my 
presence.’ 

‘But who ts the man you arc so angry with?* several 
voices asked at once. 

‘ An unnatural disciple,' said the terrible old matlicmatl- 
cian, ‘a scoundrel — a clever fellow all the same — the 
wretch Felix Phcllion.' 

The name was heard with such amazement as may be 
imagined. Collevlllc and la Peyrade thought the notion 
so funny that they shouted with laughter. 

‘And you dare laugh, you villain f* cried the irate old 
man, starting to his feet; ‘just come and laugh where I can 
get at you.’ 

And brandishing a heavy bamboo cane with a china knob, 
that he used to guide his steps, he very nearly overthrew a 
branched candlestick on to Madame Minard’s head. 

‘ You are mistaken. Monsieur,* said Brigitte, seizing his 
arm in time, ‘Monsieur Felix Phcllion is not here. It is 
possible that he may come by and by to a little party we 
are giving, but he has not arrived yet.’ 
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‘ You do not begin your evening parties early,’ said the 
old man. ‘ It is past eight o’clock. However, since you 
expect Monsieur Felix to come presently, I will ask you to 
allow me to wait for him. You were at dinner, I think ; 
do not disturb yourselves.’ 

And he more calmly sat down again. 

‘ Since you are so kind, Monsieur,’ said Brigitte, ‘ we will 
go on — or rather finish, for we are at dessert. May I offer 
you anything ? A glass of champagne and a biscuit ? ’ 

‘ With pleasure, Madame,’ said the old man. ‘ No one 
ever refuses champagne, and I often take a snack between 
my meals; but you dine very late.’ 

Room was made at the table beween Colleville and 
Mademoiselle Minard, and the musician undertook to keep 
his neighbour’s glass replenished, while a dish of dainty cakes 
was placed before him. 

‘ Then,’ said la Peyrade in wheedling tones, — 

‘ But we are all surprised. Monsieur, at your having any 
cause for complaint of Monsieur Felix Phellion, the mildest 
and most inoffensive of young men. What, exactly, has 
he done to raise your indignation to such a pitch ’ 

The professor, whose mouth was full of pastry, which 
he was consuming at a rate that alarmed Brigitte, signed 
that he would answer immediately, and after mistaking his 
glass, and swallowing the contents of Colleville’s ; — 

‘ What has he done ? ’ said he. ‘ The wretch ! he has 
played me such tricks as he ought to hang for — and this 
is not the first. He knows that I loathe the stars, and with 
reason, to my cost. In 1807, being attached to the As- 
tronomical Survey I was one of the scientific expedition 
sent to Spain under my friend and colleague, Jean-Baptiste 
Biot, to prolong the line of the meridian from Barcelona to 
the Balearic Isles. I was in the act of observing a star — 
the very star, perhaps, that my rascally pupil has just dis- 
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covered — when suddenly, war having been declared be- 
tween France and Spam, the peasants, seeing me perched 
with a telescope at the top of Mount Galazzo, took it into 
their heads that I was signalling to the enemy An infu- 
riated mob broke my instruments and talked of cutting my 
throat I should have been done for but for a ship’s cap- 
tain who took me prisoner, and lodged me in the citadel of 
Belver, where I spent three years in cruel captivity 

‘Since then, as you may suppose, I have washed my 
hands of the stellar system It was I, nevertheless, who 
was the first to detect the famous comet of 1811 , but I 
should never have said a word about it if it had not been 
for Monsieur Flauguergucs, who was so silly as to publish 
the fact Now Phellion, like all my pupils, knows how I 
hate the stars, and he knew that the dirtiest trick he could 
play me was to saddle one on me, and I can tell you the 
deputation who came to go through the farce of congratu- 
lating me was very lucky not to find me at home, for the 
respected Academicians, m spite of their Academy, would 
have spent a very uncomfortable half-hour ’ 

The old mathematician’s queer monomania struck the 
company as exceedingly droll Only la Peyrade, who was 
beginning to understand the part played by Felix, was an- 
noyed that the explanation should have been insisted on 

‘Still, Monsieur Picot,’ said Minard, ‘if Felix has com- 
mitted no other crime than giving you the credit of his 
own discovery, it seems to me that there was some com- 
pensation for his misbehaviour — the Cross of the Legion 
of Honour, a pension, and the fame that will accrue to 
you ’ 

‘ The Cross and the pension I will take,’ said the old 
man, emptying his glass, which he then set down on the 
table with such violence as to break the stem, to Brigitte’s 
great horror ‘The Government has owed them to me 
these twenty years , not for discovering stars, — I always 
scorned the article, — but for my famous treatise on Dif- 
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ferential Logarithms, which Kepler chose to call monolog- 
arithms, and which forms a sequel to Napier’s Tables j 
for my Postulatum of Euclid, which I was the first to 
solve; and above all, for my Theory of Perpetual Mo- 
tion^ four octavo volumes, with plates: Paris, 1825. As 
you perceive. Monsieur, to offer me fame is pouring water 
into the sea. I so little needed Monsieur ^hellion’s ser- 
vices to secure me a scientific position that I turned him 
out of my house in disgrace, a long time ago.’ 

‘ Then this is not the first star he has dared to foist on 
you ? ’ asked Colleville flippantly. 

‘He has done worse than that,’ cried the old man; 
‘he has ruined my reputation and tarnished my fame. 
My Theory of Perpetual Motion^ which ' it cost me a per- 
fect fortune to print, when it ought to have been done 
at the King’s printing-press, might have made me rich and 
immortalised my name. Well, that miserable Felix hin- 
dered it all. Every now and then, pretending to be ac- 
quainted with my publisher: “Your book is selling very 
well, Pere Picot,” the young impostor would say j “ here 
are five hundred francs,” or fifty crowns — sometimes 
even a thousand francs — “which the publisher gave me 
to pay to you.” This game went on for years, and the 
publisher, who was mean enough to join in the conspiracy, 
would say to me as I went past his shop : “ Aye, aye, we 
are not doing badly; things are humming; we shall get 
through the first edition.” And I, suspecting nothing, 
would pocket the money and say to myself: “My book 
is. liked ; by degrees the idea will make its way, and I may 
expect any day to see some great capitalist come and pro- 
pose to apply my system — ” ’ 

‘ Of absorbing liquids ?’ asked Colleville, who was con- 
stantly occupied in filling the old lunatic’s glass. 

‘No, Monsieur, of perpetual motion, four octavo vol- 
umes, with plates: Paris, 1825. But the days slipped by 
and nobody ever came; so, fancying that my publisher 
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was not as energetic as might be wished, I wanted to 
make terms for the second edition with another publisher. 
Then it was, Monsieur, that the plot was discovered, and 
I had to turn the viper out of doors. In six years just 
nine copies had been sold. I, lulled in false security, had 
done nothing to push my book, which was said to have 
“gone off” jvithout assistance, and thus, the victim of 
the blackest jealousy and malice, I was unjustly robbed 
of the reward of my labours.* 

‘But surely,’ said Minard, speaking the thoughts of 
everybody present, ‘ might we not rather regard it as an 
equally ingenious and delicate manner-—’ 

‘ Of doing me a charity, you mean ? ’ interrupted the old 
man, in a roar that made Mademoiselle Minard jump in 
her.chairj ‘of humiliating me, disgracing me — me, his 
old master ! And do I need the doles of charity ? I, 
Picot' — Nepomucene, — whose wife brought me a fortune 
of a hundred thousand francs, have I ever begged of any- 
body? But in these days nothing commands respect; an 
old fellow, as they call us, is pumped as to his beliefs, and 
cheated of his good faith, that some one may be able to 
say: “You see these doting old fools are no good at all; 
we, the younger generation, the modern men, young 
France, must step in and bring ’em up by hand.” You, 
a beardless boy, you — support me? Why, we doting 
fools have more learning in our little finger than you have 
in your whole body, and you will never be a match for us, 
miserable plotters that you arc ! However, I am sure to 
be avenged. That young PhelUon is bound to come .to 
a bad end. What he did to-day, reading a report in my 
name before a full meeting of the Academy, is neither 
more nor less than forgery, and the laws send foigers to 
the galleys.’ 

‘True enough,’ said Colleville, ‘it is the forgery of a 
star that is common property/ 

Brigitte, who was quaking for her glasses, and whose 
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nerves were quite upset by the old man’s capacity 
cakes and wine, rose as a signal for the adjournment 
the drawing-room. She had several times heard the 
ring, announcing that some of the company bidden 
the evening party had already arrived. First, they 
to move the old professor, and Colleville civilly ofF< 
him his arm. , 

‘No, Monsieur,’ said Picot; ‘allow me, I beg, to i 
where I am. I am not dressed for an evening party, 
a bright light fatigues my eyes. Also, I have no fancy 
being stared at, and the explanation between me and 
pupil had better take place in a tete-a-tete.’ 

‘Well, then, leave' him alone,’ said Brigitte to Collev: 
And nobody pressed the old man, who, without know 
it, had almost stripped himself of all claims to reverer 
Before leaving the room, however, the thrifty mistress s 
that nothing breakable was left within his reach ^ and th 
as a parting civility, she asked him whether she should si 
him some coffee. 

‘ I take it, Madame, and a glass of brandy,’ replied Pic 
‘ Good heavens ! he takes everything,’ said Brigitte 
the man-servant, as she left the room, and she warned 1 
to keep an eye on the old maniac. - 

As Brigitte went into the drawing-room she percei 
that the Abbe Gondrin was the centre of a large circle 
almost every one in the room, and joining the group, 
heard him saying : — 

‘ I thank Heaven for having granted me such happim 
I have never felt anything more deeply than the scene 
have just gone through, ahd even the somewhat burlesc 
character of the revelation, which was on the whole s 
less, too, for it was quite involuntary, contributed to glor 
the astonishing act of generosity it betrayed. Placed a 
am by my sacred calling in the way of seeing many chz 
table actions, as the agent or witness of many a gc 
deed, I may declare that I never in my life met with a c; 
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of such touching and ingenious generosity. Let not your 
left hand know what your right hand docth, is a precept 
of Christianity ; but to go $0 far as to sacrifice fame to 
make a chariot for another man, under such strange circum- 
stances, with every risk of being told he lied, of being 
misunderstood and repulsed — that is worthy of the verj' 
apostle of btfhevoicnce I How gladly would I know the 
young man and clasp hands with him!* 

Celeste, with her hand through her godmother’s arm, 
was standing near the priest. Her cars drank in his words, 
and as he talked in praise of Felix’s generous conduct, she 
clung more closely to Madame Thuillier’s arm, saying in 
a whisper, — 

* You hear, godmamma, you hear.’ 

To crush the impression which this heartfelt praise 
could not fail to make on Celeste, Thuillier spoke: — 
‘Unfortunately, Monsieur TAbbc,’ said he, ‘the young 
man of whom you are telling such fine talcs is not alto- 
gether a stranger to you. I have, before now, had occasion 
to speak of him to you, regretting that it was impossible to 
carry out certain plans we bad thought of for him, by reason 
of his very compromising attitude with regard to religious 
matters.* 

‘ Oh ! Is this the same young man ? * said the Abbd. 
‘You surprise me greatly, and I must confess I should 
never have thought that the two could be one.’ 

‘Dear me. Monsieur TAbbe,’ said la Peyrade, taking up 
the matter, ‘you will see him here in a few minutes, and 
by leading him to the discussion of certain questions, you 
'nIW bave no diibcuby m sounding \be depths of deteriora- 
tion which the pride of learning can effect in the most 
nobly tempered souls.’ 

‘ I shall not see him,’.said the Abbe; ‘ for my black gown 
would be out of place in the midst of the fashionable 
splendour that is gradually filling the room. But as I 
know. Monsieur de la Peyrade, that you are a man of sin- 
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cere religious convictions, and no doubt take as great an 
interest in this young man’s soul as I do myself, I will 
say, before leaving, that you may be quite easy. Sooner or 
later these noble spirits all come home to us, and though 
we may have long to wait for the return of the wanderers 
ere we see them brought to God, I should never despair of 
His infinite mercy towards them.’ < 

Having thus spoken, the Abbe proceeded to look for 
his hat, intending to make his escape. 

Just as he fancied he could steal away unperceived, he 
was accosted by Minard. 

‘ Allow me, Monsieur,’ said the Mayor, ‘ to press your 
hand, and thank you for the words of tolerance that have 
fallen from your lips. Ah 1 If all priests were like you, 
how victorious might religion be! At this moment I am 
in domestic trouble, and must decide on a line of conduct 
on which I should be very glad to have your opinion, and 
the guidance of your superior wisdom.’ 

'I. Whenever you please,’ replied the Abbe. ‘ Rue dc la 
Madeleine, No, 8, behind the Cite Bcrryer. After early 
mass, at six in the morning, I am generally at home all 
the forenoon.’ 

As soon as the priest had left, Minard led his wife aside. 

‘It is all true,’ said he, ‘the anonymous letter did not 
nuMcad us. Master Julicn is, in fact, keeping an actress 
from Bobino’s, and it was to be present at her first appear- 
ance at the Folics-Dramatiques that he gave it out that he 
was ill this evening. The porter’s wife, of the house 
where the damsel rc<,idcs, is on very bad terms with the 
nsothcr, who was a fish-iiawkcr, they say, and for a five- 
franc piece she told me the whole story, chapter and verse, 
V/hen I go in this evening, I xvill have a serious cxplan.i- 
lion with that young gentleman, my son.’ 

‘ My dear,’ said ^laJ.-sme .Minard, with theatrical empha- 
sis, ‘ I imploi'e you cotne to no hasty rcsohitions.’ 

‘ Gentlvd said .Minard, ‘cvcrvhodv can sec us. As to 
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resolutions, I have made none; I have, indeed, just asked 
the Abbe Gondrin to give me the benefit of his advice, for 
we may scout the priests, no doubt, so long as all goes well, 
but when adversity overtakes us — ' 

‘But, indeed, my dear, you arc taking the matter too 
seriously ; young men will be young/ 

‘Yes,* said Minard, ‘but there arc some things which I 
can never overlook. A respectable youth in the clutches of 
such women ! Jt means dishonour and ruin to his family. 
You, Zclie, cannot know what these actresses are — 
Phryne, LaTs, and of the most dangerous species. If a 
man is of the respectable classes, that is enough to give them 
a particular pleasure in ruining him. Thej* declare that 
all our money earned in tnde is simply 5toIen» that we 
make it by adulteration and trickcr)', and they empty our 
pockets to make us disgorge, as th^' say. How unlucky 
that I cannot now lay my hand on Madame dc Godollo, 
such a clever woman of the world! She would have been 
the very person to advise us.* 

Suddenly a terrific hubbub brought this matrimonial aside 
to a close. Brigitte flew into the dining-room, whence 
there came a clatter of falling furniture and crashing glass, 
and there she found Collcvtllc trying to reconstruct his tic 
and examining his coat to assure himself that, though it 
had been shockingly dragged at the collar, the effects of 
violence had not gone so far as a rent. 

‘What can be the matter?* asked Brigitte, 

‘That old lunatic,* said Collcviile, ‘flew into a fury'. 
I came to drink my coffee here to keep him company ; he 
chose to take offence at a little joke and flew into such a 
passion that he seized me by the collar, and in the struggle 
he threw over two or three chairs, and a tray of glasses 
that Josephine was carrying, as she could not get out of 
the way fast enough/ 

‘It is all because you nagged him,’ said Brigitte crossly j 
‘■why couldn't you stay irt the drawing-room instead of 
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coming in here to poke fun, as you call it ! You always 
think you are in the orchestra at the Opera Comique.’ 

With this tart speech, Brigitte advanced with a resolute 
air, seeing that she must positively get rid of this old savage 
who threatened her house with fire and sword ; she went 
up to Pere Picot, who was now quietly amusing himself 
with burning brandy in a saucer. < 

‘ Monsieur,’ said she, at the top of her voice as if she 
were speaking to a deaf man — she fancied a purblind man 
needed the same treatment, — ‘I may tell you something 
that won’t but please you. Monsieur and Madame Phel- 
lion are now here, and they tell me that Monsieur Felix is 
not coming.’ And adopting the explanation that had served 
Julien Minard : ‘ He has a sore throat,’ she added, ‘ and an 
attack of hoarseness.’ 

‘ Which he got by reading his paper,’ cried the professor 
delighted. ‘ Serve him right ! Madame, where do you 
buy your brandy ? ’ 

‘ At my grocer’s,’ said Brigitte, surprised by the question. 

‘ Well, Madame, it is my duty to inform you that in a 
house where the champagne is excellent, reminding me of 
what I used to swig at the table of the Master of the Uni- 
versity, the late Monsieur de Fontanes, it is a disgrace to 
produce such brandy as that. I tell you, with the frankness 
on which I always pride myself, it is just good enough to 
bathe your horses’ feet with. If it had not occurred to me 
to burn it — ’ 

‘ Why, he is the devil in person,’ thought Brigitte ; 

‘ there is no excuse whatever for the mischief he has done, 
and now to play tricks with my brandy ! Monsieur,’ said 
she, in the same loud tone, ‘ as Monsieur Felix will not be 
here, don’t you think that your family may be uneasy at 
your long absence ? ’ 

‘ Family, Madame ! I do not own such a thing since 
they tried to prove me a lunatic; however, there is my 
housekeeper, Madame Lambert, who must, indeed, be as- 
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tonishcd at not seeing me at home before this, and I am 
quite read) and tvilling to return to her , for the later I am, 
the more \iolentlj shall I be scolded Hut I must confess 
that in this out of the waj part of Pans 1 might have some 
difficult) m finding m) ua)/ 

‘Well, then, )ou must take a coach ’ 

‘ A coach to come, and a coach to go home again 1 M) 
kind relations 'vill for once liaic a right to talk of m) 
extravagance * 

‘As It happens I hate an imponant message to send to 
your neighbourhood,* said Brigitte, uho san she must bear 
the expense *I ttas going to send m) porter in a cab— - 
ifyou uould take advantage of the lift * * 

‘I accept >our oficr, Madame,* said the old man nsing, 
‘and in case of need )ou can certift that )oii hate knoun 
me to be siingj otcr the cost of i hacknc)>c3b ' 

‘Henri,* said Bngittc to the man-servant, ‘take this 
gentleman down to Monsieur Pascal, it the porters lodge, 
and tell him that before doing the commission I gave him 
just now, he is to drop him it his own door, ind take great 
care of him * 

‘ Great care, great care • ’ repeated the old man, refusing 
the man’s arm ‘ Do you take me for a parcel, Madime, 
a piece of damaged china ? ’ 

Seeing her man safe at the door, Bngitte allowed herself 
to speak her mind 

‘What I said was for jour good. Sir,’ said she ‘And 
you will allow me to remark that your temper is none of 
the best ’ 

* Great care * ' the old man repeated ‘ But are not you 
aware, Madame, that these arc the sort of words that lead 
to a commission in lunacy ? However, I will not be too 
rude in return for the kind hospitality you have shown me — ■ 
ah the less because I flatter myself that as for the gentlemm 
who seemed to lack respect for me, I taught him his 
place * 
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‘ Get along, do, old brute,’ said Brigitte, as she shut the 
door behind him. 

And before returning to the drawing-room, she was 
obliged to drink a whole tumblerful of water; the effort 
she had made to get rid of this obstreperous guest had, as 
she said, ‘ given her quite a turn.’ 

f 

On the following morning, the elder Minard was shown 
in to Phellion’s study. The great citizen and his son 
Felix were discussing some matter which seemed to be of 
absorbing interest. 

‘ My dear Felix,’ exclaimed the Mayor of the eleventh 
arrondissement, as he heartily shook hands with the younger 
man, ‘ it is you who have brought me here this morning. 
I have come to offer you my congratulations.’ 

‘ Why, what has happened ? ’ asked his father. Have • 
the Thuilliers at last — ’ 

‘ The Thuilliers ! What have they to do with it,’ inter- 
rupted Minard. ‘ But do you mean to say that this rogue 
has concealed even from you — ’ 

‘ I do not imagine,’ said the great citizen, ‘ that my son 
has ever concealed anything from me.’ 

‘ Then you knew of the sublime astronomical discovery 
which he communicated yesterday to the Academy of 
Sciences ? ’ 

‘Your kindly feeling for me. Monsieur le Maire^’ said 
Felix hastily, ‘has misled you. I was only the reader, not 
the writer, of the paper.’ 

‘ Stuff and nonsense,’ said Minard ; ' ‘ only the reader ! 
Everything is known.’ 

‘ But look,’ said Felix, handing the Constitutionnel to 
Minard. ‘ Here is the newspaper ; it not only states that 
Monsieur Picot is the discoverer, but it mentions the 
rewards bestowed on him by the State without an hour’s 
delay.’ 

‘ Felix is right,’ said Phellion. ‘ The paper bears him 
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out ; and I am of opinion that on this occasion the Govern- 
ment has behaved very creditably.* 

‘ But, my dear friend, I can but repeat that the cat is out 
of the bag, and your son is all the more admirable. A man 
who gives his old teacher the credit of such a discovery in 
order to secure .to him the favours of the State — I know 
of no finer action in all antiquity.* 

^ Felix,’ cried his father with some emotion, ‘ the endless 
labours to which you have lately devoted yourself — your 
constant visits to the Observatory — * 

‘No, no, father; Monsieur Minard is misinformed.’ 

‘ Misinformed ! ’ echoed Minard, ‘ when I had the whole 
story from Monsieur Picot himself.* 

This proof, stated in such a way as to leave no shadow 
of doubt, convinced PhelHon of the truth. 

‘F^lix, my son!’ he exclaimed, rising to embrace his son. 
But he was obliged to sit down again; his legs refused 
to support him, he turned pale, and this usually solid nature 
seemed ready to succumb under the shock of such sudden 
happiness. 

* Good God I ’ cried Felix, ‘ he is ill — pray ring the bell, 
Monsieur Minard.' 

And he hastily rushed up to the old man, whose neck-tie 
and collar he at once unfastened, and slapped his hands 
briskly. But the weakness was over in a moment; Phel- 
lion was soon himself again, and clasping his son to his 
heart, he held him in a long embrace, saying, in a voice 
broken by the tears that came to the relief of this acute 
happiness, — 

‘Felix, my noble son! As great in heart as in mind.’ 
Minard meanwhile had rung the bell with such magis- 
terial decision that all the house was roused. 

■‘It is nothing — nothing,’ said Phellion, as he dismissed 
the servants. 

But at the next moment, seeing his wife come in, he 
resumed his usual pomposity. 
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Then he repeated the warm approval of Felix’s conduct 
pronounced by the Abbe Gondrin, and the young priest’s 
wish to make Phellion’s acquaintance. 

‘I will go and call on him,’ said Felix j ‘do you know 
where he lives ? ’ 

‘ No. 8 Rue de la Madeleine,’ replied Minard. ‘ I have 
this minute left him. I had a rather delicate case to discuss 
with him, and his advice was as charitable as it was shrewd. 
— But the great event' of the evening was that a large and 
well-dressed party had met to hear the marriage contract 
read, and the notary, after keeping us waiting for more 
than an hour, never came at all.’ 

‘So that the papers were not signed?’ said Felix 
anxiously. 

‘ Not even seen, my dear boy. All on a sudden the 
news was brought that the notary had set out for Brus- 
sels.’ 

‘ On more pressing business, no doubt,’ said Phellion 
innocently. 

‘ Most pressing, indeed,’ replied Minard. ‘ A little bank- 
ruptcy for five hundred thousand francs is what the gen- 
tleman bolted from.’ 

‘ But who can the man be who, as a public official, can 
fail so grossly in the sacred duties of his calling ? ’ asked 
Phellion. 

‘ No one but your neighbour in the Rue Saint-Jacques, 
the notary Dupuis.’ 

‘ What ! ’ exclaimed Madame Phellion, ‘ such a pious 
man, church-warden of the parish ? ’ 

‘ Indeed, Madame,’ said Minard, ‘ it is those very men 
who go the pace ; it has been known before now.’ 

‘ But,’ remarked Phellion, ‘ such news falling into the 
middle of a family party must have come like a thunder- 
clap.’ 

‘All the more so,’ answered Minard, ‘because it was 
brought in the strangest and most unexpected manner.’ 
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‘Tell us all about it/ said Madame Phcliion quite 
eagerly. 

‘Well, it would seem,* Alinardwent on, ‘that this pious 
swindler had in his hands the savings of a great many do- 
mestic servants, and that Master la Peyrade — for all those 
saints, you see, form a clique— made it his business to 
pick up clients, for him from among that class.' 

‘ I always said that the Proven^l svas a very bad sort,* 
interrupted Madame Phcliion. 

‘And just lately he had sent to our notary the savings 
of an old housekeeper, a hypocrite of the same kidney, a 
nice little sum indeed which was tvorth taking care of — 
twenty-five thousand francs, if you please. This good 
woman, by name Madame Lambert — * 

‘ Madame Lambert ! ’ exclaimed Felix, ‘ why, she is 
Monsieur Picot's housekeeper: a close cap, a pale, thin 
face, no hair visible, and never looks up when she 
speaks?’ 

‘The very woman, a canting creature,* said Minard. 
‘And she has saved twenty-five thousand francs!* said 
Felix. ‘I do not wonder that Pcrc Picot was always 
pinched.’ 

‘ And that he had to look sharply after the sale of his 
book,* said Minard slily, ‘At any rate, as you may sup- 
pose, when this woman heard of the notary’s flight, she 
was in a fine pucker. Off she trotted at once to la Pey- 
rade’s house; there she was told that la Peyrade was 
dining at the Thuillicrs* ; but she did not get their new 
address right, so, after running about the whole evening, 
at about ten o’clock, when wc had all been standing in 
that drawing-room for hours, as it seemed, looking blankly 
at each other, and not knowing what to do <Jr what to say, 
for neither Brigitte nor Thuillier was equal to redeem- 
ing such an awkward situation, and we had neither Ma- 
dame de Godollo’s voice nor Madame Phellion’s delightful 
talent to charm us — ’ 
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Cross and his premium, though I have certainly earned them 
in other ways. ^ , 

‘ “ The Government,” answered he, “ is not in the 
habit of making mistakes. What it does is always well 
done, and a patent signed by his Majesty cannot be annulled. 
Very good work has won the favours bestowed on you 
by the King j it is, indeed, a long-standing debt that I am 
happy to be able to pay in his name.” 

‘ “ But how about Felix ? ” said I. “ For after all, for a 
youngster, this discovery is none so bad.” 

‘ ‘‘ Monsieur Felix Phellion,” replied he, “ will in the 
.course of the day receive his appointment to be Chevalier 
of the Legion of Honour ; the patent will be signed by the 
King this morning. And I may add that there happens to 
be a chair vacant in the Academy of Sciences, and unless 
you claim it — ” 

‘ “ I in the Academy ! ” cried I, with the frankness you 
know so well, “ I execrate your Academies. They are wet 
blankets — gatherings of idlers — shops with a fine sign and 
nothing to sell — ” 

‘ “Well, then,” said the Minister, smiling, I fancy that 
Monsieur Felix has every chance in his favour at the next 
election, to say nothing of Government influence, which 
will be on his side so far as its legitimate exercise will 
allow.” 

‘ So this, my poor boy, is all I could do to reward you 
for your good intentions, and show you that I owe you no 
grudge. I fancy, in fact, that the “ family ” will pull rather 
long faces. Come and talk it all over to-day at four o’clock; 
for I do not dine as I saw a party dining yesterday, in a 
house where, by the way, I heard you very handsomely 
spoken of. 

‘ Madame Lambert, who is a better hand with the pan 
than with the pen, will do her best, and though it is a Friday 
— you know she never lets me off — she promises me a 
dinner for an archbishop, though Lenten fare, washed down 
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with a half-bottle of champagne, aye, and a second if need 
be, to hansel our red ribbon. 

‘Your old master and friend, 

* PicoT, Chevalier of the Legion of Honour' 

‘ P.S. If yqu could persuade your mother to entrust to ^ 
you a little bottle of that excellent old Cognac, of which 
you once gave me a sample ? I have not a drop left, and I 
tasted some last night just fit to bathe a horse’s feet } but I 
did not mince matters with the fair Hebe who gave it 
me.’ 

* Certainly, he shall have some more,’ said Madame Phel- 
lionj ‘and not a small bottle, but a large one.’ 

‘ And I have some,’ added Minard, ‘ not so bad, I can 
tell you, of which I could send him a few bottles. But do 
not tell him where it comes from, Monsieur le Chevalier,— 
you will accept me as your sponsor, I hope, — for it is 
impossible to guess how that extraordinary man will take a 
thing.* 

‘Wife,* said Phellion suddenly, ‘give me a white tie and 
my black coat.’ 

‘ Where are you off to? ' asked Madame Phellion. * To 
the Minister, to return thanks ? * 

‘ Bring ray things, I say. I have an important call to 
make, and Monsieur le Maire I know will excuse me.’ 

‘Oh, I am going too,’ replied Minard, ‘for I have some 
business to attend to concerning my son. He has not dis- 
covered a star, I promise you.* 

Vainly cross-questioned by his wife and son, Phellion 
dressed, put on a pair of white gloves, sent for a hackney 
cab, and, a quarter of an hour later, was announced to 
Brigitte, whom he discovered busy putting away the best 
china and plate that had been in use the day before. 

Ceasing her homely occupation to receive her visitor: — . 
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‘Well, Papa Phellion,’ said the old maid, when they were 
seated, ‘ you gave us the slip last night. However, you 
showed that you had a sharper nose than the rest. Do 
you know what a trick the notary played us ? ’ 

‘I'know all about it,’ said Phellion, ‘and the unexpected 
reprieve in the execution of your plans, to which the inci- 
dent has given rise, is the text, I may say, of^an important 
discussion I want to have with you. Providence occasion- 
ally seems to find pleasure in thwarting our best-contrived 
schemes ; sometimes, again, by the obstacles it places in our 
way it seems to signify to us that we have taken the 
wrong turning, and warns us to think better of it.’ 

‘ Providence ! ’ said Brigitte the strong-minded, ‘ Provi- 
dence ! It has other things .to do without troubling about 
us.’ 

‘That is a matter of opinion,’ said Phellion. ‘For my 
part, I am apt to see its hand in small things as in great ; 
and this much is certain, if, last evening. Providence had 
allowed your promises to Monsieur de la Peyrade to be 
carried into efect, you would not at this moment see me 
here.’ 

‘So you think,’ retorted Brigitte, ‘that for want of a 
notary a marriage must fall through. But for want of 
a monk the abbey does not stand idle, the proverb says.’ 

‘ My dear lady,’ said Phellion, ‘you will do me the justice 
to admit that neither I nor my wife ever tried to influ- 
ence your decisions. We allowed the young people to fall 
in love without too carefully considering to what the attach- 
ment might lead — ’ 

‘To making them dissatisfied,’ said Brigitte. ‘That is 
what love leads to, and that is why I have never allowed 
myself to indulge in it.’ 

‘ What you say applies very truly to my unhappy son,’ 
answered Phellion; ‘for in spite of the lofty 'occupations 
by which he has tried to divert his thoughts, he is even 
now so overcome by his sorrow that only .this morning. 


\ 
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notwithstanding the splendid success he has just achieved, 
he was talking to me of making a voyage round the world, 
an expedition which would absent him from home for at 
least three years, if, indeed, he should escape the perils of 
so long a journey.* 

‘Why, really,’ said Brigitte, ‘that is not such a bad idea, 
perhaps ; he might come back consoled, and discover three 
or four more stars.* 

‘ One is enough for us,* said PhcHion, with twice his 
usual solemnity. ‘And it is under the auspices of this 
discovery, which has lifted his name to so high a place in 
the world of science, that I am so fatuous, Mademoiselle, 
as to tell you point-blank I have come to ask the hand of 
Mademoiselle Celeste Colleville for my son Felix Phellion, 
who loves her, and whom she loves.* 

‘ But, my good man, you arc too late,* said Brigitte. 
‘ Consider, we are diametrkalfy pledged to la Peyrade.’ 

‘It is never too late to do right, they say, and yesterday 
would have been too soon for me to dare to come forward. 
My 'son could not then have said, by way of compensation 
for tbeir disparity of wealth, “ If Celeste, by your liberality, 
has a fortune with which mine cannot pretend to compare, 
I have the honour to be a member of the Royal Order of 
the Legion of Honour, and ere long, to all appearance, I 
shall be a member of the Royal Academy of lienees, one 
of the five departments of the Institute.*’ ’ 

‘ No doubt,’ said Brigitte, ‘ Felix promises to be a very 
good match; but we are pledged to la Peyrade. His name 
is put up with Celeste’s at the Mairiej but for a quite ex- 
traordinary incident, the contract would have been signed ; 
he is working for Thuillier’s election, which is already look- 
ing well ; we have invested money in his interest In a news- 
paper; in short, even if we wished it, we could not possibly 
release ourselves from our promise.’ 

‘And so,’ said Phellion, ‘in one of those rare cases in 
which reason and inclination point the same way, you 
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think it well to make both yield to the question of inter- 
est ? Celeste, as we all know, has no particular liking for 
Monsieur de la Peyrade. Brought up with Felix — ’ 

‘ Brought up with Felix ! ’ interrupted Brigitte j ‘ she had 
her choice once between Monsieur de la Peyrade and your 
son, so that is all the violence we have done her; and she 
would have nothing to say to Monsieur Felix, whose atheism 
is well known.’ 

‘ There you are mistaken. Mademoiselle ; my son is. not 
an atheist, and Voltaire himself doubted whether there could 
be an atheist. No later than yesterday, in this very house, 
'an ecclesiastic as noted for his talents as for his virtues, 
while speaking of Felix in the handsomest terms of praise, 
expressed a wish to make his acquaintance.’ 

‘Yes, to convert him!’ retorted Brigitte. ‘But as to 
the marriage, I am sorry to say you are a day after the fair. 
Thuillier will never give up his la Peyrade.’ 

‘ Mademoiselle,’ said Phellion rising, ‘ I do not feel in the 
'very least humiliated by the useless step I have taken ; I 
do not even ask you to keep it a secret, for I shall be the 
first to talk of it to all our friends and acquaintance.’ 

‘Talk away, my good man, to whomsoever you will,’ 
replied Brigitte bitterly. ‘ Next thing, I suppose, because 
your son has discovered a star, — if he did discover it, and 
not the old fellow who has got all the rewards from Gov- 
ernment, — he must marry one of the daughters of the 
King of the P'rench.’ 

‘We will say no more,’ said Phellion. ‘But I might 
answer that, without wishing to depreciate the Thuilliers, 
the Orleans family are perhaps somewhat their superiors. 
However, I do not wish to bring any unpleasant feeling 
into the conversation, so begging you to accept the assur- 
ance of my humble respect, I will take leave to withdraw.’ 

This said, he made a majestic exit, leaving Brigitte in a 
fit of ferocious temper under the sting of his final reflection, 
shot in extremis like a Parthian arrow. She was all the 
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more furious because already, the evening before, Madame 
Thuillier, after the company had left, had been so impossibly 
daring as to speak a few words in favour of Felix. The 
poor soul had, of course, been roughly snubbed, and told 
to mind her own business, but this effort at independence, 
on the part of her sister-m-law, had provoked the old maid, 
and Phellion, by reopening the question, could not fail to 
exasperate her. 

On Josephine and the man-servant fell the storm result- 
ing from this scene. During Bngitte^s absence everything 
had been done wrong, so she herself * turned to,’ and at the 
risk of breaking her neck clambered on to a chair to reach 
the topmost shelves of the cupboard where her best china 
was carefully kept under lock and key. 

This day, which had begun so badly for Brigitte, was 
undoubtedly one of the busiest and stormiest of all this 
history. 

To relate its events m detail, we must go back to the 
hour of SIX in the morning, and find Madame Thuillier on 
her way to the Madeleine to hear mass which the Abbe 
Gondrm always celebrated at that time, and then to take 
the sacrament, a viaticum with which no pious soul fails 
to fortify Itself when it has some great enterprise in view. 

Then, at eight o’clock, we see the elder Minard calling 
on the young priest, as he had been told he might, and 
confiding to the learned and conciliatory casuist the story 
of his paternal woes 

The Abbe Gondrm mildly blamed him for training his 
son to a profession in which, while beanng an official title 
which seems to imply a life of hard work, idleness tempts 
a youth to every folly , advocates without briefs, and doctors 
without patients are, when impecunious, a nursery ground 
for the ranks of revolution and mischief, or, when they 
are nch, they ape the youthful aristocracy, which, bereft 
of all Its privileges but the dolce far ntente, devotes almost 
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all the leisure of an idle and useless existence to training 
horses for the turf and women for the stage. 

In this particular instance, the strong proceedings which 
the mayor of the eleventh arrondissement seemed desirous 
of taking were purely chimerical. There is no Saint-Lazare 
now for the accommodation of misbehaving youth, and 
Manon Lescauts are no longer kidnapped , for America. 
The Abbe was, therefore, of opinion that the father should 
make some pecuniary sacrifice : the siren must be paid off 
and married ; thus morality would triumph in' two ways at 
once. As to acting as go-between for this arrangement, 
the young priest was by no means eager j he was, in fact, 
too young to meddle in such affairs, where scandal is so 
ready to steal in side by side with the credit for meaning 
well. As the girl had a mother, Minard might send for 
the woman and treat with her. 

At about ' noon the Abbe Gondrin had a visit from 
Madame Thuillier and Celeste. The poor child pined 
for some further explanation of the words in which, last 
evening, in Brigitte’s drawing-room, the eloquent speaker 
had answered for the salvation of Felix Phellion. For, to 
the theological damsel, it had seemed strange, indeed, that 
a man who had never ‘ practised religion ’ could be admitted 
to mercy by Divine Justice — and, in fact, the anathema 
is explicit : ‘ Outside the church there is no salvation.’ 

*■ My dear child,’ said the Abbe Gondrin, ‘ you must get 
a better understanding of this apparently inexorable dic- 
tum. It is spoken to the glorification of those who are 
so happy as to dwell within the pale of our holy Church, 
rather than as a final curse on such as are so unhappy as 
to be outside it. God sees all hearts and knows his chosen 
few ; and the treasures of his lovingkindness are so infinite 
that it has been given to none to gauge their depth and 
abundance. Who can dare to say to God the Omnipotent : 
Thus far shalt thou be forgiving and generous ? Jesus 
Christ pardoned the woman taken in adultery, and even 
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on the Cross He promised Paradise to the repentant thief, 
to show us that His wisdom and mercy shall be supreme, 
and not the judgments of men Such an one, belieiing 
himself to be a Chnstian, may be an idolater m the sight 
of God, and such another is regarded as a heathen, who 
is, without knowing it, a true Christian As I said last 
evening to Monsieur dc la Peyrade, a pure spint is always 
won over in the end, we have only to give it time, it 
IS a trust which brings m large interest, and, besides, chanty 
enjoins it * 

‘ Good heavens • ’ cried Celeste, * to hear this too late, 
when I, who had my choice between Monsieur Felix and 
Monsieur de la Peyrade, dared not follow the dictates of 
my heart* — Oh, Monsieur I’Abbe, could not you speak 
to my mother? Every one listens to jou ’ 

*<^tte impossible, my child, if I were Madame Colle- 
ville’s director I might, perhaps, make the attempt , but 
we are too constantly accused of meddling rashly in family 
concerns Believe me, my intervention, having no authoi^- 
ity and no weight, would do you more harm than good 
You yourself, and those who love you,' — and he glanced 
at Madame ThuiIIier, — must consider whether the arrange- 
ments, rather far advanced it must be owned, cannot be 
modified to meet jour wishes ' 

It was written that the poor girl should dram to the 
dregs the cup she had brewed in her intolerance As the 
priest ceased speaking, his old housekeeper came to ask 
if he could receive Monsieur Felix Phellion And so, 
like the Charter of 1830, Madame de Godollo’s official 
fib was coming true 

‘You can go out this way,’ said the Abbe, hastily leading 
the ladies to a back passage 

Life has such strange turns, that now and again the same 
evasion may serve the purpose of a courtesan or a saint 
‘ Monsieur I’Abbe,’ said Felix, as soon as he and tbc 
priest were alone together, ‘I have heard of the large- 
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hearted way in which you were good enough to speak of 
me at Monsieur Thuillier’s, and I should, in any case, 
have hastened here to thank you ; but another matter also 
brings me to call.’ 

The Abbe hurried over the formalities to ask of what 
service he might be. 

*■ With intentions which I believe to he charitable,’ 
replied the young professor, ‘you were troubled yesterday 
with some remarks as to the state of my soul. Those who 
are so intimate with it know more than I do about my 
inmost self, for within these last few days I have been 
aware of some new and inexplicable promptings. I have 
never denied God; but, face to face with the infinitude 
whither He has permitted my mind to soar in search of one 
of His creations, I feel as though I had gained a less con- 
fused, a more immediate sense of His Being, and have 
wondered whether, indeed. His omniscience requires of me 
nothing more than an honest and upright life. Still, objec- 
tions without number rise up in my soul to the form of 
worship of which you are a priest; and though I am fully 
sensible of the beauty of its forms, my reason rebels against 
many of its injunctions and rules. My indifference and 
delay, in seeking relief from these doubts, have cost me very 
dear — my whole life’s happiness, perhaps. But I am now 
determined to sift the matter to the bottom.. No one better 
than you. Monsieur 1’ Abbe, can settle my doubts. I come 
in all confidence to submit them to you, to beseech you 
to listen to me, to answer me, to tell me in what books 
I may pursue my search for light, and at what hours you 
may be so kind as to devote yourself to conversing with 
me. The soul that appeals to you is sorely burthened. 
Is not that a fitting preparation for receiving the good seed 
of your words ? ’ 

The Abbe expressed the joy with which, notwithstanding 
his poor ability, he would endeavour to answer the young 
philosopher’s conscientious scruples, and after begging Felix 
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to regard him as a friend, he advised him first to study the 
Pensees of Pascal A natural affinity in their talent for 
geometry ought, the priest believed, to exist between Pascal's 
mind and his 

While this little scene was proceeding, a scene which 
derived a certain dignity from the high interests at stake, 
and the loft}, moral and intellectual standpoint of the two 
speakers, more easily understood than reproduced — as is 
the case with everything calm and reposeful, — bitter discord, 
the chronic disease of middle-class households where narrow- 
minded and concentrated passions constantly open a door to 
It, was raging m the Thuillicrs* house 

Bngitte, standing on a chair, her hair in disorder, her 
face and hands covered with dust, and uielding a feather 
brush, was sweeping one of the shelves in the cupboard, 
where she was replacing her library of plates, dishes, and 
sauce-boats, when Flavie came in 

* Bngitte,' said she, ‘as soon as you have done you will 
be wise to come and call on us, or 1 can send Celeste over 
to you , It stnkes me she is going to give us some of her 
nonsense ’ 

‘ How IS that ^ ’ said Bngitte, not interrupting her dusting 
‘ Well, I fancy that she and Madame ThuiIIier went 
together this morning to the Abbe Gondnn, for up she 
comes and gives me a rigmarole about Felix Phellion, 
speaking of him as if he were a god , and from that to 
throwingover la Peyrade, as you may suppose, is but a step ’ 
‘ Those confounded black-caps * ’ exclaimed Bngitte 
‘ They must have a finger in every pie Well, I never 
wanted him invited , it was you who insisted on it ’ 

‘ It was only common decency,’ said Flavie 
‘ Much I care for the proprieties • ’ retorted the old maid 
‘ A long-winded speechifier, who only put his foot in it 
Well, send Celeste to me, I will talk to her, I promise 
you — ’ 

Just then the servant announced the managing clerk of 
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the notary, who, for lack of Dupuis, was to draw up the 
marriage contract. 

Heedless of her untidy appearance, Brigitte said he was 
to be shown in 5 however, she was so far civil as not to talk 
to him from the elevation at which she was perched. 

‘ Monsieur ThuiUier,’ said the lawyer’s clerk, ‘ looked in 
at our office this morning to explain the terms of the set- 
tlements he was good enough to place in my chief’s hands. 
But it is our practice, before setting out the clauses of a 
marriage contract, to request the parties providing the 
moneys to vouch personally for their generous intentions. 
Monsieur Thuillier announced that he proposed to settle on 
the bride the reversion of the house he inhabits — this no 
doubt — ’ 

‘ Yes,’ said Brigitte, ‘ that is his intention. I settle on 
her three thousand francs a year in the three per cents, to 
be absolutely hers ; everything is settled for her sole use 
and benefit.’ 

‘Quite correct,’ said the lawyer, consulting his notes; 
‘ Mademoiselle Brigitte Thuillier, three thousand francs per 
annum. Now, there is Madame Celeste Thuillier, wife 
of Louis Jerome Thuillier, who likewise on her part settles 
a sum in the three per cents, yielding six thousand francs a 
year, in immediate possession, and six thousand more in 
reversion.’ 

‘ That,’ said Brigitte, ‘ is as safe as if the notary had seen 
it ; however, if it is your way of, doing things, you can, if 
you wish it, be' shown in to my sister.’ 

And she desired the servant to conduct the gentleman to 
Madame Thuillier’s room. 

A moment after, the clerk returning, announced that there 
would seem to be some mistake, for Madame Thuillier 
declared that she would make no settlement whatever in 
the marriage contract. 

‘That is pretty stiff!’ cried Brigitte. ‘Come with me. 
Monsieur.’ 
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And she rushed like a tornado into Madame Thuillier’s 
room. The poor woman was pale and trembling. 

‘What is this you have been saying — that you will 
give nothing towards Celeste*s fortune ? ’ 

‘ Yes,’ said Madame ThuUlier in frank rebellion, but in 
a quavering voice; * I intend to give her nothing.* 

< But thesa intentions of yours/ said Brigitte, purple with 
rage, ‘are something quite new.* 

‘They are my intentions/ was all the mutineer would say. 
‘ At any rate, you will tell us why ? * 

‘ I do not like the marriage.* 

‘ Indeed ! And since when ? * 

‘It is useless/ said Madame Thuillier, ‘to detain this 
gentleman while we discuss it;’ our explanations will have 
no place in the settlements.* 

‘ You may well be ashamed of yourself,* said Brigitte, 
‘for you are not showing yourself in a favourable light. 
It is easier to erase a clause tn the contract than to add 
one, I believe. Monsieur/ she said to the cleric. 

He bowed assent. 

‘ Then draw it up as at first designed ; if Madame Thuil- 
lier insists, we can strike out the annulled clause.* 

The lawyer bowed and went away. 

When the sistcrs-in-Iaw were left together, Brigitte 
broke out ; — 

‘ Have you lost your wits, may I ask ? * said she. 
‘What is this freak of temper that has come over you ? ' 
‘It is not temper; it is a firm determination.* 

‘ For which you have paid your Abbe Gondrin 1 Will 
you dare tell me that you have not just come from him, 
with Celeste ? * 

•.‘Quite true, Celeste and I went this morning to see 
our director. But I did not say one word to him as to 
my intentions.’ 

‘ Indeed ! and so it was in that little empty head of 
yours that this cracker was concocted ? * 
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‘Yes. As I told you yesterday, I consider that Celeste 
may find a more suitable match, and I am resolved not 
to impoverish myself in favour of a marriage I do not 
approve.’ 

‘ That you do not approve I What next Bless me, 
we are to ask my lady’s leave and opinion ! ’ 

‘I know,’ said Madame Thuillier, ‘that J have always 
been nobody in the house. And so far as I am concerned, 
I long since made up my mind to it; but when the hap- 
piness is at stake of a child I look upon as my own — ’ 

‘The deuce is in it. You never were clever enough 
to have one; for certainly Thuillier — ’ 

‘ Sister,’ said Madame Thuillier with some dignity. 
‘ I took the communion this morning, and there are things 
which I cannot really hear said.’ 

‘ That is the way with all you precious sacrament- 
eaters ! ’ cried Brigitte. ‘ Butter will not melt in your 
mouth, and yet you turn a home topsy-turvy ! And do 
you suppose the matter will end just so ? Thuillier will 
be in before long, and he will give you a piece- of his 
mind.’ 

By thus appealing to the marital authority in support 
of her own, Brigitte betrayed her weakness and amaze- 
ment at the deep and unexpected blow thus dealt at her 
immemorial rule. Her sister-in-law’s calm tone, eveiy 
moment more determined, altogether upset her; she fell 
back on abuse. 

‘ A sluggard ! ’ she shrieked. ‘ A lazy thing, incapable 
of even picking up her pocket-handkerchief — and she 
wants to be mistress of the house ! ’ 

‘I so little want to be mistress here that last night I 
allowed myself to be silenced after merely trying to speak 
two words. But I am mistress of my property, and as 
I believe that Celeste will some day be a very miserable 
woman, I shall ke6p it to use at the right time and 
opportunity.’ 
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‘ Good dog ! * said Brigitte sarcastically ‘ Her property ^ 
What next ? * 

‘ Certainly, the money I had from my father and mother, 
and brought in settlement to Thuillier ’ 

‘And who was it that turned that money to account, 
and made it bring you m twelve thousand francs a 
year ? ’ • 

‘I have never asked you to account for a penny of it,’ 
said Madame Thuilher mildly ‘If it had all been lost 
in the affairs y6u chose to invest in, you would never 
have heard me utter one word of complaint , but it has 
turned out well, and it is only fair that I should get the 
benefit And, after all, I am not saving it for myself’ 
‘That IS as may be. If these are the airs you give 
yourself, it is none so certain that we shall long go m at 
the same door ’ 

* And do you imagine that Monsieur Thuilher will turn 
me out ^ He would have to give some reasons, and, 
thank God ^ as a wife he has never had a fault to find 
With me * 

‘ Viper t Hypocrite * Heartless wretch • ’ cried Brigitte, 
having exhausted her arguments 

‘Sister,' said Madame Thuilher, ‘you are in my room ’ 
‘ Get out of It then, you lazy baggage * ’ screamed the 
old maid, gasping with rage ‘ If I only let myself go — ’ 
and her gesture was at once an insult and a threat 
Madame Thuilher rose to leave the room 
‘ No, you don’t • ’ cried Bngitte, pushing her down again 
into her chair , ‘ and till Thuilher has said what is to be 
done, you stay locked in here * 

When Brigitte, with a flaming face, reappeared in the 
room where she had left Madame Colleville, she found 
her brother, whose arrival she had predicted Thuilher 
was beaming 

‘ My dear,’ said he to the harridan, not observing the 
state she was in, ‘everything is going on swimmingly, 
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the conspiracy of silence is . at an end. Two papers — 
the National and a Carlist sheet — have reprinted two of 
our articles this morning, and there is a short attack in 
one of the ministerial papers.^ 

‘Well, things are not going on swimmingly here,’ re- 
torted Brigitte; ‘and if they go on like this, I shall simply 
leave the place.’ ^ 

‘ Who has offended you ? ’ asked Thuillier. 

‘ Your insolent idiot of a wife, who has just favoured 
me with a scene — I am shaking all over still.’ 

‘ Celeste ! A scene ? ’ said Thuillier. ‘ Why, it is the 
first time in her life then.’ 

‘ Everything must have a beginning, and if you do not 
take a high hand — ’ 

‘ But what was this scene about ? ’ 

‘ Oh, my lady objects to la Peyrade as her goddaughter’s 
husband, and out of spite at not being able to hinder the 
marriage, she declares she will settle nothing on her.’ 

‘Come, come, compose yourself,’ said Thuillier quite 
coolly, the recognition of the Echo as a polemical com- 
batant making him a second Pangloss. ‘ I will settle it 
all.’ 

‘You, Flavie,’ said Brigitte, as Thuillier went off to 
his wife’s room, ‘ will you have the goodness to go home 
and tell Mademoiselle Celeste — whom I will not see just 
now, for, really, if she provoked me, I should be capable 
of slapping her — tell her, I say, that I do not like con- 
spiracies ; that she was left free to choose Monsieur 
Phellion, junior, and she would have' nothing to say to 
him; that everything is settled in accordance with that, 
and that if she does not wish to find herself reduced to the 
fortune you can give her — a pittance that a banker’s clerk 
could carry easily in his waistcoat pocket — ’ ■ 

‘ Really, my dear Brigitte,’ Flavie put in, turning restive 
under such impertinence, ‘ you need not taunt us so severely 
with our poverty ; after all, we have never asked you for 
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anything’, we pay our rent regularly, and, short of all 
this, Monsieur Felix Phellion would gladly take Celeste 
with the fortune that a banker’s clerk might carry in a bag.’ 
And she’ emphasised the last word. 

‘ Oho 1 so you, too, are in the plot ! ’ cried Brigitte. 
‘Well, go and fetch your Felix. I know, my fine Madame, 
that you have never much fancied this match. It is 
precious dull to be no more than your son-in-law’s mother- 
in-law.* 

But Flavie had recovered the presence of mind that for a 
moment had deserted her. She only replied with a shrug. 

By this time Thuillier returned ; his beatific expression 
had disappeared. 

‘My dear Brigitte,’ said he, ‘you have the best heart 
in the world j but you can at times be so violent — ’ 
‘Heyday!’ cried his sister. ‘Then I am to be called 
to account, it would seem.’ 

Of course I have nothing serious to bring against you, 
and I have rated Celeste well for her presumption; but 
decency must be respected.* 

‘What nonsense are you talking with your “decency”? 
What, pray, is the “ decency” in which I have failed ? * 
‘Well, my dear, to lift your hand against your sister.* 

‘ I lift my hand against that simpleton ? Well, that 
is a good one.’ 

' ‘ And, besides,’ Thuillier went on, ‘ a woman of Celeste’s 
age is not to be put in prison.’ 

‘ Your wife— -and I put her in prison ? ’ 

‘ You cannot deny it, for I foilind her door double-locked 
outside.’ 

‘ By heaven 1 because, in my anger at the abuse she 
rained on me, I turned the key, I suppose, without know- 
ing it.’ 

' ‘ Come, come,* said Thuillier, ‘ this is not the way for 
respectable people like us to behave.* 

‘ Indeed ! So now I am in the wrong, I suppose ? Very 
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well, my boy. You will live to remember this day, and 
we shall see how your house is managed when I have 
nothing to do with it.’ 

‘You will always have something to do with it,’ said 
Thuillier. ‘ Housekeeping is .the breath of life to you, 
and you will be the first to suffer.’ 

‘ That’s what we shall see,’ retorted Brigitte. ‘ After 
twenty years of slavery to be treated like the scum of the 
earth ! ’ 

And flinging herself out of the room, slamming the door 
violently behind her, the old maid left the room.- 

Thuillier was not in the least disturbed by this exit, 

‘ Were you present, Flavie, when this scene took place ? ’ 

‘ No ; they were in Celeste’s room. So she was rather 
rough with her ? ’ 

‘Just as I said, lifted her hand to hit her and then 
locked her in like a child. Celeste may be sleepy and 
stupid, still there are limits that must not be overstepped.’ 

‘ Our worthy Brigitte is not always easy to get on with,’ 
said Flavie. ‘ We had a little skirmish, too, she and I.’ 

‘Ah, well,’ said Thuillier, ‘it will all settle down again. 
As I was saying, my dear Flavie, we have had the 
greatest success this morning. , The National copies two 
whole paragraphs of an article of which, as it happens, 
I wrote several sentences — ’ 

And here again Thuillier was interrupted in the stoiy 
of his political and literary good luck. 

‘ Monsieur,’ said Josephine the cook, coming into the 
room, ‘could you tell me where the key of the large 
trunk is ? ’ 

‘ What for ? ’ asked Thuillier. 

‘ For Mademoiselle ; she wants it in her room.’ • ■ 

‘ What does she want it for ? ’ 

‘ Mademoiselle is going away, I suppose, Sir. She has 
taken all her clothes out of the drawers, and she is folding 
up her gowns to pack them.’ 
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*Somc fresh folly!' said Thuillicr. *Go, Flavic, and 
sec what mad trick she is pbnning.* 

* Not if I know it,* said Madame Collevillc. * You had 
better go yourself i in her present frame of mind she is 
quite capable of beating me.* 

‘ It was my gaby of a wife,* cried Thuillicr, ‘ who started 
this wild nonsense about the settlements. She really must 
have been very provoking to drive Brigitte to such ex- 
tremities.* 

‘You have not told me where the key is, Sir,’ said 
Josephine again, 

‘ I know nothing about it,* said Thuillicr angrily. ‘ Look 
for it, or tell her it is lost.* 

‘ I should think so, indeed,* said Josephine. ‘ Catch me 
telling her that.* 

At this moment the door-bell rang. 

‘ I daresay that is la Peyrade,* said Thuillier with some 
satisfaction. And, in fact, the Provencal was admitted. 

‘ It was high lime you should be here, I can tell you, 
my dear fellow,* said I'huillicr; * for the house is in a state 
of revolution, and all on your account. You, with your 
golden tongue, must try to restore order and peace.’ 

He explained to the lawyer the cause and circumstances 
of the civil war that had broken out. 

‘ Under existing circumstances,* said Thcodose to Ma- 
dame Collevillc, * I may, I suppose, without impropriety be 
allowed a few minutes’ private conversation with Mademoi- 
selle Celeste? ’ 

Here again la Peyrade showed his usual acumen j he saw 
at once that, to effect the pacification he was asked to nego- 
tiate, Celeste was at the heart of the situation. 

‘ I will send for her,’ said Flavie, ‘ and we will leave you 
alone together.* 

‘ My dear Thuillier,* said la Peyrade, ‘ I will beg you 
quite quietly and very briefly to tell Mademoiselle Celeste 
that you require her to express her consent, so as to make 
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her think that she was sent for for that purpose. After 
that you may leave us, and I will manage the rest.’ 

So the servant was sent down to Madame Collevi lie’s 
room in the entresol, to tell Celeste that her godfather 
wished to speak to her. 

The sort of pantry, where the scenes here related had 
begun in the midst of Brigitte’s householdc cares, was not 
suitable for the interview requested by Theodose, so while 
waiting for Celeste they adjourned to the drawing-room. 

As soon as she came in, Thuillier began, in agreement 
with the programme as arranged, 

‘ My dear child,’ said he, ‘ your mother has been telling 
me things which much surprise me. Is it the fact that 
though your contract was to have been signed last evening, 
you have not yet made up your mind to the marriage we 
have arranged for you ? ’ 

‘ Indeed, godfather,’ said Celeste, startled by this sudden 
cross-examination, ‘ I do not think I said that to mamma.’ 

‘ But were you not just now speaking of Monsieur Felix 
Phellion in terms of extravagant praise ? ’ said Flavie. 

‘ I said no more than everybody is saying.’ 

‘ Come,’ said Thuillier, in an authoritative tone, ‘ we will 
take no equivocation. Do you or do you not refuse to 
marry Monsieur de la Peyrade ? ’ 

‘ Dear fellow,’ said the Provencal, intervening, ‘ you have 
a rough and crude way of putting such questions, which 
especially before me seems not quite appropriate to the 
occasion. As I am the party principally interested, will 
you allow me to have a few words with Mademoiselle 
Celeste — an explanation which may perhaps be necessary i* 
Madame Colleville will not refuse me this favour; in the 
position in which I stand my request, I think, cannot alarm 
her motherly caution.’ 

‘ I would agree at once to your wishes,’ said Flavie ; ‘ but 
that all this ceremony seems to suggest a doubt as to what 
is irrevocably settled.’ 
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«Na), m) dear Madame, it is my earnest wish that 
Mademoiselle Cclcsic should remain till the last moment 
perfectly free to change her mind So I will beg )ou to 
decree my request, as we sa) * 

‘So be It,* said Madame ColleMlle ‘You think )our- 
sclf very clever, but if jou allow that child to get the 
better of )ou, so much the worse for jou Arc jou coming, 
Thuillicr, since uc arc in the wa) ? * 

As soon as the two )oung people were left to themselves, 
la Pejrade placed an eas) -chair for Celeste, and sat down 
himself, and then he said — 

‘You will, I venture to believe, Mademoiselle, do me 
the justice to allow that 1 have not hitherto weaned jou 
with too much expression of feeling I have known alike 
the impulse of jour heart and the repugnance of jour con- 
science I hoped in time, by keeping in the background, 
to creep in between the two opposing currents , but at the 
stage we have now reached, I do not think I am indiscreet 
or overhasiy in begging jou to tell me definitely what is 
your final decision ? ’ 

‘Indeed, Monsieur,’ said Celeste, ‘since you speak so 
kindly and frankly, I wiU tell you honestly what you know 
already, that having been brought up in intimacy with Mon- 
sieur Felix Phcllion, and knowing him so much longer than 
I have known you, the idea of marriage, always alarming 
to a girl, seemed to me less terrifying with him than with 
any other man * 

‘Well, but at one time,’ observed Thcodose, ‘you were 
allowed a choice — ’ 

‘ Very true, but at that time there were religious diffi- 
culties ’ 

‘And those are now removed ? ’ 

‘To a great extent,’ said Celeste ‘I am accustomed 
to yield my opinions to those who are more enlightened and 
better informed than I am, and you yourself, Monsieur, heard 
what Monsieur 1 Abbe Gondrm said yesterday evening ’ 
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‘ God forbid,’ said the Provencal, ‘ that I should dare in- 
validate the decision of so eminent an authority. At the 
same time I may point out to you that among the clergy 
themselves there are various shades of opinion : some are 
thought too severe, others too indulgent. The Abbe Gon- 
drin is more noted as a preacher than as a casuist.’ 

‘But Monsieur Felix seems ready to justify our good 
priest’s hopes,’ said Celeste eagerly ; ‘ for I know that he 
was calling on him this morning.’ 

‘ Then he certainly must have been to see Father Anselm,’ 
said la Peyrade, with some irony. ‘ But even granting that, 
on the religious side of the question. Monsieur Felix should 
ere long be prepared to satisfy you fully, have you consid- 
ered, Mademoiselle, the important change that is about to 
take place in his life ? ’ 

‘ Certainly, I have, and it really does not seem to me a 
reason for liking him the less.’ 

‘ No ; but it is a reason for his liking himself the more. 
I am afraid lest, instead of the modesty and humility which 
are among the great charms of his character, he should as- 
sume a self-sufficiency and confidence which, while giving 
rise to personal assertiveness, might choke or dry up the 
spring of tender feeling. And besides. Mademoiselle, you 
cannot doubt that a man who has discovered one world 
will crave to find another. Would you wish the whole 
firmament to be your rival ? ’ 

‘ You plead your case with much wit,’ said Celeste, smil- 
ing, ‘ and I can fancy you, as a pleader, quite as trouble- 
some a husband as Monsieur Phellion the astronomer.’ 

‘ Mademoiselle,’ said la Peyrade, ‘to speak seriously, I am 
sure that you have your heart in the right place, and are 
capable of the most delicate feeling. Well, then, do you 
know what is happening to Monsieur Phellion ? He has 
lost nothing by his devotion to his old^ master ; his pious 
fraud is known ^ to all ; his discovery is rightly attributed 
to him, and if I may believe Monsieur Minard, whom I 
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met but just non, he is about fo be made Chevalier of 
the Legion of Honour, and, ere long, a member of the 
Academ) of Sciences Nou, if I were a woman, I should, 
I own, be distressed if, at the verj moment when I was 
about to take a man into favour, such an avalanche of 
good things were to come down on him I should be 
afraid lest the; world should accuse me of worshipping the 
nsing sun ’ 

‘Oh, Monsieur,’ exclaimed Celeste warmi), ‘)ou can- 
not imagine me capable of anything so base ’ ’ 

‘I cannot, no,' said the Provencal, *I have just ex- 
pressed the contrar) opinion But the world is so rash, so 
unjust, and, at the same time, $0 perverse in us judgments ’ 
Seeing that he had insinuated some anxict) into the girl’s 
mind, for she made no replj, la Pejrade went on 
* Now, to turn to a far more serious aspect of jour posi- 
tion, a matter which is not merely personal, and a question, 
so to speak, between jou and jourself, do jou know at this 
moment, in this terj house, without intending it, jou have 
been the cause of the most terrible and lamentable scenes?’ 

‘I, Monsieur?’ said Celeste in surpnse, mingled with 
horror 

‘Yes, your godmother’s excessive affection for you has 
transformed her into quite another woman For the first 
time in her life she has a will of her own With that 
obstinate determination, which is to be accounted for only 
by long repression of will, she has announced that she will 
not add anything whatever to the sums to be settled on 
you, and I need not tell you against whom this unexpected 
thriftmess is directed ’ 

*^But I you to believe that I knew nolbing what- 
ever of my godmother’s intentions ’ 

‘I am sure of it, and it would be but a tnflmg mis- 
fortune were it not that Mademoiselle Brigitte chose to 
take this decision of Madame Thuillier’s as a personal 
offence, having always till now found her yielding and 
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submissive to her dictation. An angry, nay, a violent, 
explanation ensued. Thuillier, between the hammer and 
the anvil, could do nothing; on the contrary,, he quite 
involuntarily embittered matters, and they have come to 
such a point that if you could venture to go to Made- 
moiselle Thuillier’s without exposing yourself to a storm 
of fury, you would find her packing up to le^.ve the house.’ 

‘ Monsieur ! what are you saying ? ’ cried Celeste in 
dismay. 

‘ The exact truth, which you may verify by asking the 
servants, for I feel that my statements are scarcely credible.’ 
. ‘ But it is impossible ! ’ cried the poor girl, her agitation 
increasing at every word spoken by the wily Provencal. 
‘ I cannot be the occasion of such disasters.’ 

‘ That is to say, that you never meant to be ; for the 
mischief is done, and Heaven only grant that it may not 
be irremediable.’ 

‘ Good God ! but what am I to do ? ’ cried Celeste, 
wringing her hands. 

‘ Sacrifice yourself. Mademoiselle, is what I should reply 
without hesitation ; but that in the present circumstances 
the part of the victim, at once deplorable and enviable, is 
allotted to me.’ 

‘ Indeed, Monsieur,’ said Celeste, ‘ you quite misunder- 
stand the objections I have felt, but scarcely expressed. 
I had a preference, but I have never regarded myself as 
a victim; and whatever is neces'sary to restore peace in 
the household I have upset, I am ready to do without 
repugnance, nay, very willingly.’ 

‘ That,’ said la Peyrade, with hypocritical humility, ‘ is 
far beyond what I dare to hope for. Still, to achieve the 
result we both desire, something more than that is needful, 
at any rate, on the surface. Madame Thuillier has not 
asserted her independence merely to resign it again at once 
on the announcement of your submission. This, from my 
lips, is preposterously absurd, but the position demands it ; 
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your godmother must be led to believe m a strange' v/ant 
of taste on your part, by your assuming an eagerness in 
favour of my success, which, however improbable, shall 
be sufficiently well acted to deceive her.’ 

‘Very well,’ said Celeste, ‘I can affect to be light- 
hearted and happy. My godmother. Monsieur, is to me a 
second mother — and what can one not do for a mother? ’ 

The situation was so pathetic, and Celeste so innocently 
betrayed how great was the sacrifice which she was, how- 
ever, prepared to carry out, that la Peyrade, if he had had 
a heart at all, must have been disgusted with his own con- 
duct. But to him Celeste was but a stepping-stone , and 
if only the ladder will bear and raise a man, who ever 
thought of expecting it to show enthusiasm i It was set- 
tled then that Celeste should go to her godmother, and 
should assure her of her mistake m supposing that la 
Peyrade had ever been the object of the girl’s aversion. 
When once Madame ThuiIhePs opposition was removed, 
all would be plain sailing, the lawyer undertook to make 
peace between the sisters-in-law, and, as may be supposed, 
he was not wanting in words to promise the guileless girl 
a life in the future when, by unfailing love and devotion, 
he would spare her all regrets for the necessity under 
which she had accepted him. 

And when Celeste spoke to her godmother, she found 
less difficulty in convincing her than she had expected. 
To venture so far in rebellion the poor woman had made 
an almost superhuman effort of will to overcome her 
every instinct and natural impulse. At the moment when 
she heard her beloved goddaughter’s false confidences, 
reaction had set in, and she probably would have been 
incapable of holding out in the resistance she had begun, 
for lack of strength. So she was easily deluded by the 
faice to be played for the benefit of the Provencal. 

The storm once lulled on that side, la Peyrade had no 
difficulty in explaining to Brigitte that she had gone rather 
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to be fascinating, remembered how, not so long ago, he had 
done the same to entangle her ‘The wretch said she 
to herself, but she was forced to put a good face on her 
martyrdom, and presently a great service, apparently done 
by la Peyrade to the Thuillicr family, set the last seal on 
his influence and importance 

Minard wa; announced 

‘ My dear friends,’ said he, * I have come to give you a 
little piece of information — a revelation that will certainly 
be a surprise to you, and a lesson to us all when we are 
tempted to admit strangers into our homes * 

‘ What IS that ? ’ said Brigitte inquisitively 

‘That Hungarian you were so bewitched by, that Ma- 
dame Torna, Comtesse de GodoBo — ‘ 

‘ Well ? ’ said the old maid 

‘Well,’ said Minard, ‘she was just a good-for-nothing, 
and for two months you petted and pampered the most 
impudent courtesan * 

‘ Who crammed you with that nonsense ^ * said Brigitte, 
determined not to admit too readily that she could have 
been so duped 

‘No one has crammed me^* retorted the Mayor ‘I 
know the facts myself de vtsu * 

* Bah I Then you keep company with these ladies ^ ’ 
said Bngitte, on the offensive ‘A pretty story — if only 
Zelie could know it ’ 

‘ It IS not he who keeps such company,’ said Thuilher 
knowingly , ‘ it is my gentleman, his son , we have heard 
about him ’ 

‘Well, that IS the truth,* said Minard, thoroughly an- 
noyed by the way his communication was received ‘And 
Since that impudent rascal has gone so far as to introduce 
his trumpery actress to get you to write her up in your 
paper, I cannot conceal it Master Julien has chosen to 
keep an actress from some low theatre, and it was in the 
society of that creature that I met your friend^ Madame de 
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Godollo. I have spoken plainly enough, it seems to me, 
and doubt is no longer possible.’ 

‘ It may be quite plain . to you,’ replied Brigitte ; ‘ but 
unless you are one of those - worthy parents whom their 
sons introduce to their mistresses, I should be glad to know 
how you, of all men, found yourself in the company of 
Monsieur Julien’s fair ? ’ , 

‘ Indeed ! ’ cried Minard furious. ‘ Then you suppose 
that I am the man to encourage my son in his profligacy ? ’ 

‘ I suppose nothing,’ retorted Brigitte ; ‘ you yourself said 
“ I found myself in the company — ” ’ 

‘I said nothing of the kind,’ interrupted Minard. ‘I 
said that I had seen Madame de Godollo — whose real name 
is Madame Komorn, and who is no more a countess than 
you are, or than Madame Colleville — in the company of the 
worthless creature on whom my son wastes his money and 
his time. Now, do you wish me to explain the how and 
the why of the meeting ? ’ 

‘ Why, certainly,’ said Brigitte, in an incredulous tone, 
‘ the explanation is not unnecessary.’ 

‘Well, to show you how little I shut my eyes to my 
son’s misconduct, being warned by an anonymous letter,' 
as soon as I heard of his debaucheries I took steps to assure 
myself of the truth by the evidence of my own eyes ; for 
I know how far an anonymous letter is to be relied on.’ 

‘ By the way,’ said Brigitte, by way of parenthesis, and 
addressing la Peyrade, ‘ it is odd we should never have had 
any about you.’ 

‘ If you do not mean to liken,’ said Minard, nettled at 
the interruption, ‘ it is. quite useless to ask me for details.’ 

‘ Yes, yes, we are listening,’ said Brigitte. ‘ You wanted 
to see with your own eyes.’ 

‘ Yes,’ replied Minard, ‘ and on the day of your dinner, 
when I came in so late, I had been to the Folies-Drama- 
tiques, the scene of Julien’s dissipations, where this hussy 
was to make her appearance. I wanted to make sure 
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whether the young scoundrel, who, saying he was ill, left 
the house as soon as we were out of it, was in his place 
to applaud her. It is a dreadful thing to say, but such, 
in fact, are the falsehoods to which such a lunatic will 
stoop when he is bewitched by an actress.’ 

‘ And was he there ? ’ asked Bngitte, in a tone of small 
sympathy with the Mayor’s woes. 

‘No, Mademoiselle, he was not. I did not see him 
anywhere in the house, but in a little stir which took 
place on the stage as the curtain rose, I saw the boy, 
the disgrace of my old age, talking in the airiest way to a 
fireman, and so far forward from the side scenes that one of 
the vulgar audience in the pit called out to him “Take your 
nut out of the way, youngster • ” You may imagine the 
joy to a father’s heart of hearing this pleasing admonition.’ 

‘You see,’ said Brigitte, ‘you have spoiled your dear 
JuUen.’ 

‘Far from spoiling him,’ said Minard, ‘but for his 
mother’s entreaties I was inclined to handle him pretty 
smartly. However, having heard, last evening, such words 
of wisdom and tolerance from the Abbe Gondnn, it 
occurred to me that I would go and ask his advice, and by 
his counsel I decided that — ’ 

‘As if priests understood anything about such matters • ’ 
exclaimed Brigitte scornfully. 

‘The proof that they do lies in the fact that the plan 
suggested by Monsieur I’Abbe was perfectly successful 
I went to this dangerous woman’s mother, I told her that 
I was prepared to make some sacrifice to put an end to 
a connection which was, no doubt, as great a grief to her 
as to me , that I would go so far as to pay her daughter 
an allowance of fifteen hundred francs a year, or a lump 
sum of thirty thousand francs as a marriage portion , and 
I took care to add that there was nothing more to be got 
out of my son, as I was about to cut off supplies “ The 
very thing f ” replied the woman “ There is a copying 
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clerk to the Justice of the Peace for the twelfth arrondisse- 
ment who has had his eye on Olympe, and who is only too 
ready to bite.” ’ 

‘ Did she mention the copying clerk’s name ? ’ said 
la Peyrade. 

‘I do not think so,’ answered Minard. ‘At any rate, 
I have forgotten it. I settled everything on ,the nail with 
the mother, who seemed a very good sort of woman.’ 

‘ But in all this,’ remarked Brigitte, ‘ I see no sign of 
Madame de Godollo.’ 

‘ Have patience,’ replied Minard. ‘ “ The only thing I 
am afraid of,” said the old mother,' “ is that she may be 
ill advised by a Polish woman, a Madame Cramone^ who 
has got hold of my girl and does what she likes with herj 
but perhaps if you would see her, — and hinted at some little 
present for herself, — she might play our game for us. She 
is here, as it happens ; shall I call her in ? I will tell her, 
naming no names. Sir, that a gentleman wants to speak 
to her.” I agreed ; the lady was brought in ; imagine 
my astonishment when I found myself face to face with 
your Madame de Godollo, who, the instant she saw me, 
turned tail and was off laughing like a crazy thing.’ 

‘ And are you quite sure it was she ? ’ said Brigitte. ‘ If 
you only just saw her — ’ 

The wily Provencal was not the man to miss the oppor- 
tunity thus offered of retaliating on the Hungarian’s- practical 
joke. 

‘ Monsieur le Maire was not mistaken,’ said he decisively. 

‘ What ! So you know her too ? ’ said Mademoiselle 
Thuillier. ‘ And you allowed us to harbour such vermin ! ’ 

‘ Quite the contrary,’ answered la Peyrade. ‘ It was 
I who, without any fuss or saying a word to anybody, 
rid your house of her. You may remember how suddenly 
she vanished. It was I who, having discovered what she 
was, gave her two days to clear out in, threatening that, 
if she hesitated, I should tell you the whole truth.’ 
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‘My dear fellow,’ said Thuillicr, pressing the lawyer’s 
hand, ‘)OU acted with equal prudence and determination 
This IS )ct another debt we owe you ’ 

‘You see, Mademoiselle,* said la Pejrade to Celeste, 
‘how strange a patroness a certain person of jour acquaint- 
ance had * 

‘ Thank God • ’ said Madame Thuillier, ‘ Monsieur Felix 
IS above all these vile things * 

‘Well, well, Papa Minard,* said Brigitte, ‘mum’s the 
word about it all Our lips shall remain scaled as to Mon- 
sieur Julicn's tncks Will you take a cup of tea ? * 

‘ With pleasure,’ replied Alinard 

‘ Celeste,* said the old maid, ‘ring for Henn to put on 
the big kettle * 

Though they were not to go to the notary’s office before 
two, on the following day, by eight in the morning Brigitte 
was already ‘on the rampage,* as her brother called it the 
fractious, worrying, morning bustle which la Fontaine 
describes in his fable of the old woman and her two 
maids 

Bngitte declared that no one would be ready in time if 
she did not begin early She would not let ThuilIicr go to 
the newspaper office, saying that if he went out, she should 
see no more of him , she nagged at Josephine to have 
breakfast ready before the usual time, and in spile of what 
had occurred the day before, she could hardly keep herself 
from bullying Madame Thuillier, who did not act so fully 
as she could have wished on Brigitte’s favourite saying 
‘ Better too soon than too late ’ 

Then she went down to make the same commotion 
among the Collevilles, she set her veto on a far too showy 
dress that Flavie proposed to wear, and gave express orders 
to Celeste as to the gown and bonnet she was to appear in 
As to Colleville, who, as he represented, was bound to go 
to his office, she made him put on his frock coat before 
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going out, and set his watch by hers, warning him that 
anyhow if he were late they would not wait for him. 

And so, funnily enough, it came to pass that it was 
Brigitte who, after goading everybody about her, was very 
near being unready herself at the appointed hour. Under 
pretence of helping everybody, besides her usual occupations, 
which no earthly consideration would have induced her to 
relax, she had an eye and a finger in so many places at 
once that at last she was fairly overdone. 

The unpunctuality of which she was so nearly guilty was 
ascribed by her to a hairdresser, for whom she had sent on 
this great occasion ‘ to part her hair straight.’ The artist 
having chosen to dress her head in the fashion, had been 
obliged to do his work all over again to restore his patient 
to her ordinaiy appearance, which consisted, in fact, in not 
having her hair dressed at all, but always looking like a 
cat pulled through a hedge backward, to use a vulgar 
phrase. 

By about half-past one la Peyrade, Thuillier, Colleville, 
Madame Thuillier, and Celeste were all ready in the draw- 
ing-room. Flavie joined them almost immediately; she 
came in clasping her bracelets to avoid a squabble, and was 
relieved to find that. Brigitte was not before her. As to 
Brigitte, furious already at feeling herself late, she had an- 
other cause for vexation. The importance of the occasion 
had seemed to her to demand stays, an elegancy in which 
she did not usually indulge. And the unhappy maid who 
was at this moment' lacing her, and trying to discover ex- 
actly how tight she wanted them to be drawn, alone knew 
all the storm and stress of ‘ stays-days.’ 

‘ I would just as soon be set to put the obelisk into stays,' 
said the girl, ‘ and I believe it would turn out a better figure ; 
at any rate it would not use such language.’ 

While they were laughing among .themselves without' a 
sound, at the flagrant breach of order in which ‘ Queen 
Elizabeth ’ was caught, the concierge came in, and gave to 
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Thuillier a sealed letter that had just been placed in his 
hands with this address — 

‘Monsieur Thuillier, proprietor of the ^cho de la Bttvre 
To be delivered immediately* 

The addressee hastily opened the packet and found within 
a copy of a ministerial paper which had already shown some 
discourtesy qnd hostility, refusing the exchange which is 
commonly effected with much good-will among the offices, 
paper for paper 

Thuillier, greatly puzzled by the delivery of this missive 
at his residence and not at the offices of the ^.cho^ hastily 
unfolded the sheet and read the following paragraph with 
such feelings as may be imagined It was marked for 
notice with a red pencil 

‘An obscure newspaper was about to die decently in the 
dark, when a man of newly fledged ambitions took it into 
his head to galvanise tc He aims at making it a steppings 
stone to climb from municipal office to the coveted position 
of a member of the Chamber This intrigue has happily 
come to light, and must prove abortive Electors will not 
allow themselves to be misled by the insidious hints in this 
sheet of news, and when the time is ripe, if ridicule should 
not have routed this imprudent candidate, we will take it 
upon ourselves to show him that for a man to attain to the 
honour of representing his country, it is not enough to be 
able to purchase an outcast paper, and to keep a “ white- 
washer” to put the fearful jargon of his articles and pam- 
phlets into readable French We say no more to day, 
but our readers may rely on being kept informed as to the 
progress of this electoral farce, if the chief actor is brave 
enough to go through with it ’ 

Twice did Thuillier read this declaration of war, which 
was far from leaving him unmoved, and then, taking la Pey- 
rade aside — 
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‘ Look here,’ said he, ‘ this looks serious/ 

The Provencal read the passage. 

‘Well,’ said he. 

‘ What — well ? ’ said Thuillier. 

‘What do you find so serious in this ? ’ 

‘ What that is serious ? Why, the article is exceedingly 
ofFensive to me, I should say.’ 

‘And it does not strike you that here you have again 
some virtuous Cerizet who, out of revenge, is trying to 
trip you up ? ’ 

‘ Cerizet, or any other man — whoever wrote this, is an 
insolent ruffian,’ cried Thuillier hotly ; ‘ and the matter will 
not stop here.’ 

‘ If you take my advice,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ you will make 
no rejoinder. You are not named nor identified, though of 
course it is difficult not to suppose yourself attacked. We 
must let the enemy declare himself more openly; when the 
moment is ripe we will hit him over the knuckles/ 

‘ Not at all,’ said Thuillier, ‘ it is impossible to remain 
passive under such an insult.’ 

‘ The devil ! ’ exclaimed the lawyer, ‘ how thin-skinned 
you are. But remember, my dear fellow, you are a jour- 
nalist, and going to stand an election ; you must be a little 
more pachydermatous.’ 

‘ I, my friend, make it a rule to let no one tread on my 
toes. Besides, the writer promises to sin again, so we must 
put a stop to such impertinence.’ 

‘Well, try it,’ said la Peyrade. ‘It is true that in 
journalism, as in an election, a raging temper has its 
advantages. It commands respect, and stops many at- 
tacks.’ 

‘ Certainly,’ said Thuillier, ^prlncipiis obsta. Not to-day, 
as we have not time, but no later than to-morrow I cariy 
that article into court.’ 

‘ Into- court ! ’ cried la Peyrade. ‘ You mean to get the 
law to interfere ? But there is not a case in it. Neither 
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your name nor the paper is mentioned > and, besides, there 
IS something so pitiful m a law-suit It is like children 
who have squabbled, and run to complain to mamma or 
their tutor If you had told me that you meant to put 
Fleury forward m the matter, that I could understand, 
though the quarrel is personal to yourself, and it is diffi- 
cult to see in it such an offence to the social status of the 
paper, as it is the responsible manager’s business to ask an 
account of* 

‘I dare say,* answered Thuillier ‘And so you imagine 
that I mean to commit myself with some Cenzet, or such 
another swash buckler of the Government ? I, my dear sir, 
pride myself on my civic courage, which does not yield to 
prejudice, and instead of taking justice with its own hands, 
has recourse to the means of defence afforded by the law 
Besides, the supreme court takes such a tone, nowadays, 
about duelling that I have no fancy to expose myself to 
banishment or a year or two of imprisonment * 

‘Well,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ we can discuss all that later 
Here comes your sister, and she would think all was lost, 
if we mentioned this little difficulty m her presence * 

As Brigitte came in, Collevillc exclaimed — 

‘ Full up I ’ and began to smg the burthen of the Panutnne 
‘Goodness, Colleville' How vulgar you are,* said the 
late comer, hastily casting a stone into her neighbour’s 
ground to avoid one being thrown into hers 

‘Well, then, are we ready ^* she added, settling her cape 
in front of the glass ‘What time is it? We must not 
be too early, like country folks ' 

‘Ten minutes to two,’ said Colleville, ‘my watch goes 
like the Tmlenes clock ’ 

‘Then we are just right,* said Brigitte ‘It will not 
take us longer to get to the Rue Caumartin Josephine,’ 
she shouted, opening the drawing-room door, ‘ we shall 
dine at six, so note the time for putting the turkey down, 
and mind it is not burnt as it was the other day Hey * 
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What is that ? ’ she hastily exclaimed, shutting the door 
she was holding open. ‘ A visitor — bother ! I only hope 
Henri will have the sense to say that no one is at home.’ 

Not at all. Henri came to say that an old gentleman 
with a ribbon in his buttonhole, and ‘ quite the gentleman,’ 
begged to be admitted on urgent business. 

‘ Couldn’t you say that we were all out ’ 1 

‘I should have done so. Mademoiselle, if you had not 
opened the drawing-room door at the very moment, so that ’ 
the gentleman could see all the family assembled.’ 

‘ Oh ! ’ said Brigitte, ‘ you are never wrong.’ 

‘ And what am I to tell him ? ’ asked the man. 

‘Tell him,’ said Thuillier, ‘that I am very sorry that I 
cannot see him, but that we are expected at the notary’s to 
sign a marriage contract, and if he will return in a couple 
of hours — ’ 

‘ I told him all that,’ replied Henri, ‘and he said that the 
contract was the very business that Ijrought him here, and 
that his call was of more importance to you than to him.’ 

‘ Well, well, see him and get rid of him in no time,’ said 
Brigitte. ‘ It will be shorter than the explanations given by 
Henri, who is such an orator.’ 

If la Peyrade’s opinion had been asked, he perhaps would 
have come to a different conclusion ; for he had already had 
more than one specimen of the attempts made by some 
occult power to put a spoke in the wheels of his marriage, 
and this visit seemed to him of ill omen. 

‘ Show him into my study,’ said Thuillier, acting on his 
sister’s advice ; then opening a door from the drawing-room 
into that where he meant to receive this importunate caller, 
he went in first. 

Instantly Brigitte had her eye to the keyhole. 

‘ There, now ! ’ cried she, ‘ if that idiot Thuillier has not 
made him sit down, and at the further end of the room, too, 
so that it is impossible to hear what they are saying.’ 

La Peyrade meanwhile was pacing the room, his agita- 
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lion concealed under an affectation of extreme indifference , 
he even went up to the group of women and made a few 
pretty speeches to Celeste, which she received with the 
smiling satisfaction that lay in the spint of her part As 
for CoUeviUe, he w:}s killing time by composing an anagram 
out of the SIX words Le journai P kebo de la Btevre, and by 
shuffling the letters presently produced this, not very prom- 
ising for the prospects of the paper, O d&cha jarm ^ la 
hevue rttll (O the Echo, quite a blunder) , but an t was 
wanting for the last word, so the work was not quite 
perfect 

‘What a lot of snuff he takes ' * cned Brigitte, still keep- 
ing an eye on the adjoining room ‘ His gold box beats 
Mmard’s, I never saw one such a size But I fancy it is 
onl) silver gilt,* she added by way of comment ‘ And he 
talks and talks, and Thuillicr sits listening like a dummy I 
don’t care, I will go in and say that ladies are not to be 
kept waiting in this fashion ’ 

She had her hand on the latch when she heard Thuilher’s 
visitor speaking much louder, and she again applied her eye 
to the keyhole 

‘ He IS up at last,’ said she with satisfaction 

But presently, perceiving that she was mistaken, and that 
It was only to speak with greater emphasis that the little 
old man had risen to his feet and was walking up and down 
the room, — 

‘ On my honour, I will really go m,’ said she, ‘ and tell 
Thuillier that we will start now, and he can follow when 
they have done talking ’ 

So speaking, the old maid gave two short and imperative 
little taps, and marched boldly into her brother’s study 

Peyrade now had the bad taste, excusable only by inter- 
est and curiosity, to look through the keyhole at what was 
going on within He at once, as he thought, recognised 
the little old man as he whom he had once seen under the 
title of ‘the Commander’ at Madame de Godollo’s, and 
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then he observed that Thuillier was addressing his sister 
with such impatience and airs of authority as were very 
unlike his usual habits of deference and submission. 

‘ Thuillier finds the creature’s conversation very interest- 
ing, it would seem,’ remarked Brigitte j ‘ for he ordered me 
out in the rudest way, though the little old man himself 
said with great politeness that he had nearly (ione. ‘‘ And 
wait for me, whatever you do,” said Jerome. Bless me, 
since he has taken up with his paper there is no knowing 
him. He gives himself such airs of leading the whole 
world with a wand — ’ 

‘ I am very much afraid,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ lest he is 
being mystified by some adventurer; I am almost sure that 
I saw that old man with Madame Komorn on the day 
when I went to advise her to clear out. He must be some 
one of the same stamp.’ 

‘You might have told me so,’ said Brigitte. ‘I would 
have asked him for news of the Countess, so as to let 
him see that we know something about his Hungarian 
woman.’ 

At this moment they heard chairs moved ; Brigitte flew 
to the keyhole. 

‘Yes,’ said she, ‘he is going. Jerome is showing him 
out, bowing and scraping.’ 

As Thuillier did not immediately reappear, Colleville had 
time to go to the window, and as he saw the - old gentle- 
man step into the vehicle of which the reader has already 
heard, — 

‘ The devil ! ’ he exclaimed, ‘ what a fine livery ! If he 
is an adventurer, it is in the first style.’ 

Presently Thuillier came in. His face was anxious and 
he spoke very gravely. 

‘ My dear la Peyrade,’ said he, ‘ you never told us that 
you had seriously thought of another offer of marriage ? ’ 

‘ Why, yes, I did. I told you that a very rich heiress 
had been proposed to me, but that my heart was here ; that 
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I had not chosen to take the nnttci' up, and that conse- 
quent!) nothing definite had come of it * 

‘Well, I think you are wrong to make so light of the 
proposal * 

* What, you, in the presence pf these ladies, can blame 
me for being faithful to m) first aficctions, and to our long- 
standing eng^igemcnts * 

‘ My dear boy, the inter\ieiv I have just had has enlight- 
ened me considerably , and u hen > ou know all that I know , 
and man) other details which will be told to )ou alone, I 
am sure you will agree with me One thing is quite cer- 
tain we do not go to the notaiy to-da) As for )ou, the 
best thing you can do is to be off at once to call on Mon- 
sieur du Portail ’ 

‘ Xhat name again * It haunts me like remorse,’ cried 
la Peyrade 

‘Yes, go there at once He expects )ou, and it is an 
indispensable preliminary to any further steps. When )ou 
have seen that worth) gentleman, if )ou still persist in 
your suit for Celeste’s hand, we ma) encourage )our pur- 
pose , till then nothing can be done ’ 

‘But, m) poor boy,’ said Bngitte, ‘)ou have allowed 
yourself to be bamboozled by a rascal , the man belongs to 
the Godollo set ’ 

* Madame de Godollo,’ replied Thuilher, * is not in the 
least what you think her, and the best thing to do in this 
house IS never to say a word about her, good or evil As 
to la Peyrade, as this is not the first invitation he has re- 
ceived, I cannot really conceive why he hesitates to go to 
this Mowsvcut du Portavl — * 

‘Deuce take it*’ cried Bngitte, ‘but the little old man 
has altogether bewitched you ’ 

‘I can tell you that the little old man is all he appears 
on the surface He has seven Orders and a magnificent 
carnage, and told me things that filled me with amaze- 
ment * 
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‘ Then he is perhaps a fortune-teller, in Madame Fon- 
taine’s line, the woman who upset me so one day when 
I went with Madame Minard to consult her, expecting to 
have a good laugh at the old witch.’ 

‘Well, if he is not a wizard,’ replied Thuillier, ‘he has 
at least a very long arm, and I believe you will get no 
good out of neglecting his advice. Why, ,he only just 
caught sight of you, Brigitte, and he told me your charac- 
ter at once : he said you were a masterly woman, born to 
command.’ 

‘ As a matter of fact,’ said Brigitte, licking her lips over 
this compliment, as if she had been tasting cream, ‘the 
little old man looks quite the gentleman. Listen, my dear 
boy,’ she went on to la Peyrade. ‘ Since such a very big 
pot insists on it, go at any rate to see this du Portail. 
That, it seems to me, need pledge you to nothing.’ 

‘ Of course,’ said Colleville. ‘ If it were I, I would pay 
thirty calls on all the du Portails, or du Portaux on earth, 
if I were advised to do so.’ 

As the scene was beginning to be very like that in the 
Barbiere^ in which every one desires Basile to go to bed, 
till he feels quite in a fever, la Peyrade took up his hat in 
a pet, and went where destiny called him — sua fata 
vocahant. 

On arriving at the Rue Honore-Chevalier, la Peyrade 
had a qualm j the dilapidated appearance of the house 
where he was to call made him fancy that he must have 
forgotten the number. He did not think that any man of - 
such importance as might be ascribed to this Monsieur du 
Portail, who was such an incubus on his life, could reside 
in such a spot. It was with much hesitancy that he ad- 
dressed himself to the porter. Monsieur Perrache. But 
when he had mounted to the rooms indicated to him, and 
found himself in the anteroom, the good style of old Bru- 
neau, the man-servant, and the very comfortable appearance 
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of all the accessories, seemed quite suitable to his expecta- 
tions He was shown at once into the old gentleman’s 
study, and his surprise was great when he found himself 
face to face with the so-called commandeur^ Madame de 
Godollo’s ally, and, as will have been understood, the very 
man whom he had caught a glimpse of but just now, call- 
ing on Thuillier 

‘ At last,’ said du Portail, rising to place a chair ‘ So 
you have come, recalcitrant youth You have taken a vast 
amount of pulling * 

‘ And may I ask, Monsieur,’ said la Peyrade haughtily, 
without taking the seat that was offered him, ‘ what interest 
you can possibly have in meddling in my concerns I do 
not know you, and I may add that the place where I once 
happened to see you did not lead me to indulge m any 
excessive desire to make your acquaintance ’ 

‘ Where, then, did you see me ^ ’ asked du Portail 
‘ In the rooms of a demirep, who called herself Madame 
la Comtesse de Godollo ’ 

‘ On whom you, too, were presumably calling,’ said the 
old man, ‘and with less disinterested aims than mine ’ 

‘ I did not come here to bandy repartee,’ replied Theo- 
dosej ‘ I have a right. Monsieur, to some explanation 
as to your proceedings in general towards me I would 
venture, then, to beg that you will not postpone them 
by your witty remarks, to which I am not at all in the 
humour to listen submissively ’ 

‘ Well, well, my dear boy, sit down,* said du Portail 
‘ I am not in the humour to dislocate my neck by speaking 
up to your height ’ 

The intimation was but reasonable, and was made in 
a tone that seemed to convey that lordly airs would not 
scare the old gentleman So la Peyrade made up his mind 
to yield to his host’s desire, though he took care to obey 
with the worst grace he could display 

‘Monsieur Cenzet,’ du Portail began, ‘a man of veiy 
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good position in. the world, and who has the honour of 
counting you among his friends — ’ 

‘ I no longer see the man,’ said la Peyrade vehemently, 
fully understanding the old man’s malicious insinuation. 

‘ At any rate,’ du Portail went on, ‘ at a time when you 
did occasionally meet — for instance, when you paid for 
his dinner at the Rocher de Cancale — I desired that virtuous 
Monsieur Cerizet to sound you as to a marriage — ’ 

‘ Which I declined,’ interrupted Theodose, ‘ and which 
I now refuse more decisively than ever.’ 

‘ That is just the question,’ said the gentleman. ‘ Now 
I, on the contrary, believe that you will accept it^ and it 
is to talk the matter over that I have so long wished to see 
you.’ 

‘ But who is this crazy woman you are flinging at my 
head,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ and what is she to- you ? She is, 
I imagine, neither your daughter nor any relation of yours, 
for you would surely be less barefaced in your husband- 
hunting on her behalf.’ 

‘The lady,’ said du Portail, ‘is the daughter of one 
of my friends. She lost her father more than ten years 
since, and from that time has always lived with me. I 
have given her all the care demanded by her sad condition 5 
her fortune, which I have greatly increased, added to . my 
own, which I intend she should inherit, makes her im- 
mensely wealthy. I know that you have no aversion for 
handsome settlements, since you seek them in the lowest 
ranks — in such a house as the Thuilliers’, for instance, 
or, to use your own word, in that of a demirep whom you 
scarcely knew 5 I consequently supposed that you riiight 
be willing to accept them from me, since the young lady’s 
malady is pronounced quite curable, while no one can ever 
cure Monsieur Thuillier of being a fool or his sister of 
being a harridan — any more than you can cure Madame 
Komorn of being a flighty woman of very mediocre virtue.’ 

‘ It may nevertheless please me to marry the goddaughter 
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of a fool and a vixen, if she is m) oun choice, na), if 
passion should carry me aua), I might become the husband 
of a disreputable coquette But no one, neither )ou. Sir, 
nor cleverer and more powerful men than )ou, could make 
me accept the Queen of Sheba if she were forced upon 
me ’ 

‘And for jhal reason I appeal to )our good sense and 
intelligence, but to speak to a man one must get sight 
of him Come, consider what your position is, and do 
not be alarmed if, like a surgeon anxious to cure his 
patient, I ruthlessly lay my hand on the wounds of a life 
that has hitherto been $0 laborious and storm-tossed The 
first point to note is that Celeste Collcxillc is quite lost 
to you * 

‘ Why ? ’ said la Peyrade 

‘Because I have just left Thuillicr quite terrified bj a 
picture of all the disasters he has alread) incurred, and 
will yet incur, if he persists m his determination to make 
his goddaughter marry )ou He knows now that it was 
I who paralysed the action of the Comtesse du Brucl in 
the matter of the Cross, that it was I who had his pam- 
phlet seized, that it was I who sent the Hungarian to his 
house to trick you all so efFectually , that it was b} mj 
care that the ministerial journals have opened a fire which 
will be hotter every day, to say nothing of other machinerj 
to be set in motion to hinder his election, if need should 
arise So you sec, my dear sir, not only have you ceased 
to have the crowning ment in Thuillicr’s eyes of being 
his most influential voter, you are actually the stumbling- 
stone m the way of his ambition That is enough to 
show you that the outworks by which you impressed and 
governed the family, who, m fact, never really wanted 
you, are now wholly reduced and dismantled ’ 

‘ But who are you,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ that you can flatter 
yourself that you have done all this ^ ’ 

‘ I will not retort that you are too curious, because I 
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shall presently answer that question ; but we will go on, 
if you please, with our autopsy of your past existence — 
a now dead existence, for which I am preparing a glorious 
resurrection. You are eight and twenty ; you have barely 
started on the career in which I forbid your taking one 
step onward. In a few days from now the Board of the 
Pleaders’ Association will meet, and will ^ censure, in a 
more or less final verdict, your conduct as to the free- 
hold you so foolishly secured for Thuillier. Now do not 
deceive yourself : even if you underwent nothing worse 
than a severe reprimand, — and that is the least that can 
befall you, — a lawyer is not like the hackney coachman 
whom the disapproval of the Court could not hinder from 
driving his cab ; if you are but blamed, your name may as 
well be struck from the roll.’ 

‘ And it is to your benevolent interference, I suppose, 
that I owe this precious result ? ’ said la Peyrade. 

‘ I am proud to think so,’ said du Portail ; ‘ for to tow 
you back into harbour, the first thing was to cut away 
your tackle. Otherwise you would always be wanting 
to set your own sails among that ruck of the middle 
classes.’ 

Seeing that his adversary could certainly play a strong 
game, the wily Provencal thought it wise to moderate his 
tone, and said with much more reserve of manner ; — 

‘ You will, at any rate, allow me. Monsieur, to postpone 
my gratitude till further developments.’ 

‘ Here you stand, then,’ said du Portail, ‘ at eight and 
twenty, without a sou, without a profession, with ante- 
cedents that may be called mediocre, and some old 
acquaintance such as Dutocq and Cerizet the Brave ” ; 
owing ten thousand francs to Mademoiselle Thuillier, 
which, as a mere point of conscience, you are bound to 
repay, even if you had not pledged yourself to do so out 
of vanity ; twenty-five thousand more to Madame Lambert, 
which you would b? only too /glad, no doubt, to replace in 
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her hands ; and to crown all, this marriage, your last hope, 
your plank of deliverance, has become impossible. Between 
you and me, now, if I have any reasonable offer to make, 
do not you think you may be open to my suggestions ? * 

‘There will be time enough to assert the contrary',* 
replied la Peyrade, ‘and I can come to no determination 
so long as your plans in my behalf remain unknown to 
me.’ 

‘ I sounded you through others as to a marriage,’ said 
du Portail. ‘That marriage is indissolubly connected in 
my’ mind with another scheme of life which comes to vou 
in the guise of a sort of hereditary vocation. Do you 
know what the uncle you came to seek in 1829 was doing 
in Paris ? Among you, I know, he was supposed to be 
a millionaire} as a fact, dying suddenly before you reached 
him, he did not leave money enough to pay for his burial. 
A pauper’s bier and the common grave — these alone were 
his.* 

‘Then you knew him?’ asked Thcodose. 

‘ He was my dearest and oldest friend.’ 

‘But then,’ exclaimed la Peyrade eagerly, * a sum of a 
hundred louis which reached me from an unknown source, 
in the early days of my stay in Paris — ’ 

‘Was sent by me,’ said the. other. ‘Overwhelmed at 
the time by a mass of business tvhich you shall presently 
understand, I was unfortunately prevented from acting on 
the kindly interest I felt in you, out of regard for your 
uncle’s memory. This will account for my having left 
you to ripen, like medlars, on straw, to that rottenness of 
poverty which involved you in the meshes of a Dutocq 
or a Cerizet.’ 

‘ I am not the less obliged to you,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ and 
if I had known that you were the generous protector who 
remained undiscovcrable, believe me that, without awaiting 
your commands, I should have been the first to seize an 
opportunity of knowing and thanking you.’ 

3l 
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‘Enough of compliments,’ said du Portail. ‘To come 
to the more serious matter of our conference : what would 
you say if I told you that this uncle, whose protection and 
support you came to seek in Paris, was one of the agents 
of that occult power which is the subject of so many 
absurd fables and so much silly prejudice ? ’ 

‘ I do not follow you,’ said la Peyrade with anxious 
curiosity. ‘ Might I beg you to explain your meaning ? ’ 

‘Well, for instance, ’ du Portail went on, ‘supposing 
your uncle were alive and could say to you : “ You want 
money and influence, my fine nephew ; you are eager to 
rise above the herd, to mingle in the great movements of 
your time ; you wish to find employment for your active 
and keen wits, for a mind full of resource, and a decided 
bent for intrigue ; in short, you would like to employ, in a 
sphere of wealth and fashion, the powers of will and inge- 
nuity which you have until now frittered in barren and 
thankless efforts to utilise the driest and toughest thing in 
this world — a man of the middle class. Well, then, bend 
your head, my worthy nephew, follow me in at the little 
door I will open to you, into a large house of no great 
repute indeed, but better than its reputation. As soon, as 
you have crossed the threshold, you may stand up to the 
full height of your genius, if there is a spark of genius in 
you. Statesmen and kings will tell you their most, secret 
thoughts ; you will be their unknown colleague, and in this 
path none of the joys that money and important functions 
can give a man will be beyond your ambition and 
reach.” ’ 

‘ But you will allow me to remark,’ said la Peyrade, 
‘ without pretending that I yet fully understand you, that 
my uncle died in such misery that he was buried at the 
cost of public charity — ’ 

‘ Your uncle,’ du Portail put in, ‘ was a man of the 
rarest talent ; but there was a certain levity in his character 
which had a fatal effect on his fortunes. He was a spend- 
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thrift, eager for pleasure, and took no care for the future , 
he craved, too, for that happiness, meant only for commoner 
souls, which IS the greatest burthen, the greatest snare to 
those who have any exceptionally high calling — I mean a 
family and home He had a daughter on whom he doted, 
and through her his terrible enemies found a breach which 
enabled them^o plot the terrible catastrophe that ended his 
life Your uncle — you see I enter into your argument 
— your uncle died of rapid poison ' 

‘ And that you think an encouragement to tread in the 
dark ways where you would have me follow him,’ said la 
Peyrade 

‘ But if I myself, my dear sir, should lead the way ? * 

* You, Monsieur • ’ exclaimed la Peyrade m amazement 

‘ Yes, I — your uncle’s pupil and afterwards his pro- 
tector and providence I, whose influence has grown 
almost daily for the last half-century I, who am rich, 
who have seen successive governments, tumbling over each 
other’s heels like rows of cards, come, each m its turn, to 
seek from me security and a promise of endurance I, 
who am the manager of a vast theatre of marionettes, in- 
cluding Columbines of the pattern of Madame de Godollo , 
1, who, if it were necessary for the success of one of my 
comedies or dramas, might appear before you to-morrow 
wearing the nbbon of the first rank of the Legion of 
Honour, of the Order of the Garter, or of the Golden 
Fleece * And would you like to know why neither you 
nor I shall die by poison ? Why I, happier than con- 
temporary kings, can transmit my sceptre to a successor 
of my own choosing? It is because I — like you, my 
young friend, notwithstanding your southern complexion 
— have been cool and deeply cdculaling, because I never 
lost my time in trifling on the threshold , because my 
ardour, when circumstances required me to make a show 
of It, never lay deeper than the surface It is more than 
likely that you have heard of me , well, for your benefit 
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I will open a gap in my cloud. Look at me, mark me 
well : I have no cloven feet, no sign of a tail ; on the con- 
trary, I seem to be the most inoffensive of old gentlemen 
living on thin means in all the quarter near Saint-Sulpice, 
where, for five and twenty years, I have, I may say, enjoyed 
the esteem of all ; I am known as du Portail ; but to you, 
by your leave, I shall be known" as Corentin.’^ 

‘ Gorentin ! ’ cried la Peyrade, almost with dismay. 

‘ Yes, Monsieur, and as you see, merely by revealing this 
secret, I lay my hand on your shoulder and enrol you — 
Gorentin, “ the greatest man in the police of modern 
times,” as was said of me by the author of an' article in 
the Biographie des Hommes vivants^ though, to do him jus- 
tice, he knows not a word about my life.’ 

‘ I will certainly keep your secret. Monsieur,’ said 
la Peyrade; ‘but the part you are so kind as to offer 
me — ’ 

‘ Terrifies you, or, to say the least, startles you,’ the old 
man hastily put in. ‘ Before you even know exactly what 
it is, the mere word scares you ! The secret po-o-o-lice ! 
prejudice has set a mark on its brow, and you could not 
bear to be free from that prejudice ? ’ 

‘ Of course,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ it is a valuable institution ; 
but I do not >think that all that is said about it is calumny. 
If it were an honourable profession, why should those who 
pursue it conceal themselves ? ’ 

‘ Because all that endangers society, and which it is their 
duty to counteract, is plotted and prepared in the dark,’ 
said Gorentin. ‘ Do thieves and conspirators stick a notice 
on their hat, — “I am Guillot, the shepherd of this flock,” 
— or ought we, when we want to apprehend them, to send 
the crier before us with a bell, as the health officer does 
who goes round every morning to see that the lodge-porters 
sweep in front of each door ? ’ 

‘ Monsieur,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ when a feeling is so gen- 
eral, it is not a prejudice but an opinion ; and that opinion 
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must be the rule of every man who has any pretensions to 
his own respect or that of others * 

‘And if you could rob this bankrupt notary,' cried 
Corentin, ‘ if you stnpped a corpse to enrich the Thuil- 
hers, you could still esteem ) ourself and hope for the 
esteem of your order, nay, who knows that there may not 
have been even darker deeds than this in }our life * I am 
an honester man than you, for outside my duties I cannot 
accuse myself of a single doubtful action , when I have a 
good de^ placed m my way I have always done it Do 
you suppose that for the past eleven years the care of this 
crazy girl has been a constantly delightful task ? But she 
was the daughter of your uncle, of my oldest friend , and 
when, as I feel my days declining, I appeal to you, with 
my hands full of hard com, to relieve me of this charge — ’ 
‘What exclaimed la Peyrade, ‘the enzy girl is my 
uncle la Peyrade's daughter?' 

‘ Yes, Monsieur, the woman I want you to marry is the 
daughter of Peyrade, — for he had popularised his name, — 
or, if you prefer it, of Perc Canquoelle, a name he assumed 
for business purposes from the lutlc estate of les Can- 
qiioelles, where your father and his eleven children lived m 
starvation In spite of your uncle’s strict secrecy about 
his family, do I not know it as if it were my own ? Have 
I not acquired all the information I could get before select- 
ing you for your cousin’s husband ^ You turn up your 
nose at the police, but, as the common folks say, you owe 
the best of your nose to the police Your uncle belonged 
to It, and thanks to his functions he was Louis XVIII ’s 
confidant, I might almost say his friend, for the King de- 
lighted in his conversation Your cousin was born in that 
purple You, by your character and mind, by the stupid 
fix into which you have got yourself, inevitably gravitate 
towards the solution I suggest to you , and understand. 
Monsieur, that it is to take my place, and step into Coren- 
tin’s shoes And then you fancy that I have no hold over 
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you ; that for the sake of some silly notions of middle-class 
conceit you can give me the slip ! ’ 

La Peyrade was apparently less determined in his re- 
fusal than might have been supposed, for the great func- 
tionary’s warmth, and the sort of annexation claimed over 
his person, brought a smile to his face. 

Corentin, meanwhile, had risen, and striding up and 
down the room where the scene took place, he went on as 
if speaking to himself : — 

‘ The police ! Why, you might say of the police what 
Don Basilio says to Bartolo of calumny ; “ The police. 
Sir ! the police ! you do not know what you are scorning ! ” 
After all,’ he went on, ‘ who is it that scorns it ? Idiots, 
who know no better than to insult the thing that is their 
safeguard. For if you suppress the police, you suppress 
civilisation. Does it ask for the good opinion of such men 
as they ! It seeks to impress them with one feeling alone, 
that of fear, the great lever by which men are moved — 
that foul race whose horrible instincts we can scarcely 
control by the help of God and the devil, the executioner 
and the constable ! ’ 

Then, pausing in front of la Peyrade, and looking at him 
with a contemptuous smile, — 

‘ And you, too,’ the panegyrist went on, ‘ are you one of 
those simpletons who look upon the police as a mere mob 
of spies and informers, who have never suspected that they 
are the subtlest politicians, diplomatists of the first water, 
Richelieus without the cardinal’s robes ? And Mercury, my 
dear sir, what of Mercury, the keenest witted of all the gods 
of the heathen ? Was not he the very incarnation of the 
police ? He was, to be sure, the god of thieves as well. So 
we are better than he, in so far as we do not double the parts.’ 

‘ And yet,’ said la Peyrade, ‘ Vautrin, the famous chief 
of the detective force — ’ 

‘ Oh, of course, in the lowest depths there is always some 
mud,’ replied Corentin, resuming his march. ‘ But at the 
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same time make no mistake, Vautrin is a man of genius ; 
only his passions, like your uncle*s, have led him astray. 
But go a little higher — for the kernel of the whole 
question lies in finding the rung of the ladder on which 
you have the wit to settle. Is Monsieur the Prefect of 
Police, an honoured minister, respected and made much 
of, a mere ? Well, Monsieur, I am the Prefect of 
the secret police of diplomacy and state politics i and you 
hesitate to accept the throne which I, Charles V., in my 
old age think of abdicating? 

*To appear small and do immense work, to live in a 
den, a comfortable den like this, and command the light*, 
to have an invisible army at command, always ready, 
always devoted, always obedient j to know the under side 
of everything, and never to be the dupe of any wire- 
pulling, because I hold the end of every wire in my hand \ 
to see through every wall, know every secret, and every 
heart and every conscience — this. Monsieur, is the life 
you are afraid of! You, who were not afraid to plunge into 
the foul, dark bog of the Thuilliers' house j you, a thorough- 
bred, have allowed yourself to be harnessed to a hackney 
cab, to the ignoble tasks of electioneering, and of the paper 
run by a rich parvenu ! ’ 

‘A man must do what comes to his hand,’ said la Peyrade. 

*■ But it is a remarkable fact,’ Corentin went on, follow- 
ing out his own line of thought, * the language has done 
us justice; fairer and more grateful than the opinions of 
men, it takes the idea developed into the I^/ice to be 
synonymous with civilisation and the antipodes of a savage 
existence, when it speaks of 3 Polity. And I can solemnly 
assure you that we care little enough for the prejudice that 
tries to injure us. None better than we know what men 
are, and to know men is to scorn their contempt as well 
as their esteem.’ 

‘ There is, no doubt, much truth in the arguments you 
so eagerly put forward,’ said la Peyrade. 
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‘ Much truth ! ’ cried Corentin, sitting down again. ‘ It 
is the truth, nothing but the truth, but not indeed the 
whole truth. However, my dear sir, enough of this for 
to-day. Will you second me in my plan, and marry your 
cousin with a fortune which cannot be less than five 
hundred thousand francs : that is my offer? I do not ask 
you to answer me now. I should have no confidence in 
a decision that had not been maturely considered. I shall 
be at home here all to-morrow morning, and can but hope 
that my conviction may have convinced you.’ 

Then, dismissing his visitor with a curt, diy nod, he 
added : — 

‘ I do not say good-bye, but only au revoir^ Monsieur 
de la Peyrade.’ ' 

Thereupon Corentin went to a side table where stood 
all things needful for preparing a glass of eau-sucree^ which 
he had indeed well earned j and without once glancing at 
the Provencal, who left the room a little dazed, he seemed 
to devote himself exclusively to this prosaic mixture. 

Was it really needful that a call from Madame Lambert, 
on the very next day, should add its weight to la Peyrade’s 
decision? The woman had become a mere importunate 
dun. As the tempter had remarked the day before, there 
was in his character, in his mind, in his aspirations, and 
in the follies of his past life a striking concurrence, leading 
him to a sort of invisible slope down to the curious solution 
of every difficulty which had suddenly opened before him. 
Fatality, if the word may be allowed, had been lavish of 
entanglements to which he was certain to succumb. 
It was now the 31st of October, the legal vacation was 
drawing to an end ; the Courts would reopen on the 2d 
of November, and at the moment when Madame Lambert 
withdrew, he received an order to appear on that day before 
the chief authority of his Association. 

To Madame Lambert, who urgently prdssed for pay- 
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ment under the pretence that she was Icavmg Monsjcur 
Picot’s service and about to return to her own part of the 
country, he could but say that if she would call again in two 
days, at the same hour, the money would be ready for her. 

To the command to appear before his peers, he replied 
that he did not recognise the right of the Board to examine 
him as to ^ circumstance of his private life. This was 
answering for the sake of answering, and would inevitably 
lead to the exclusion of his name from the list of pleaders 
before his Majesty’s Bench. Still, it had an assumption of 
dignity and protest which saved his self-esteem. 

He finally wrote a note to Thuillier, announcing that 
his visit to du Portail had resulted in proving the absolute 
necessity foe his accepting the other match proposed to 
him He released ThuiHier from his word, and took back 
his own, and all with the driest brevity, without any ex- 
pression of regret for the alliance he was repudiating. In 
a postscript he added . ‘ We must talk over my position as 
regards the paper,* thus hmting that it might be part of his 
plans to withdraw from that also 

He took care to keep a copy of this letter, and an hour 
later, when, in Corentm’s study, he was asked to what 
conclusion his reflections had brought him, in reply he 
handed to the great chief of the police the renunciation of 
matrimony that he had just sent off. 

‘That IS well,’ said Corentin. ‘But you may perhaps 
find It necessary to keep up your connection with the news- 
paper for some little while That idiot’s ambition to be 
elected is inconvenient to the Government, and we will dis- 
cuss a little plan for tripping up our municipal councillor. 
You, m your position as omnipotent chief editor, will 
perhaps have to play him some tnck, and I do not fancy 
that your conscience will rebel too stoutly against the 
task ^ ' 

‘Certainly not,’ said la Peyrade, ‘the recollection of the 
humiliations to which he has so long exposed me will, on 
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the contrary, give a keen relish to any form of revenge on 
that commonplace tribe.’ 

‘ Be cautious,’ said Corentin, ‘ you are young and must 
beware of such jaundiced impulses. In our stern calling 
we neither love nor hate anybody; Men are to us mere 
pawns — ivory or wooden according to their quality. We 
are but the sword which cuts what it is biddenc to cut ; but 
which has no feeling of good or ill will, and only asks to 
be kept finely sharpened. Now to speak of your cousin, 
to whom, I suppose, you are somewhat curious to be 
introduced.’ 

La Peyrade had not to affect eagerness; it was very 
genuine. 

‘ Lydie de la Peyrade,’ said Corentin, ‘ is now near thirty ; 
but a maiden life, added to a mild form of insanity which 
has preserved her from all the passions, ideas, and impres- 
sions which tell on life, has embalmed her, as it were, in 
perpetual youth. You would not think her more than 
twenty ; she is fair and slim ; her face is very refined, and 
remarkable for its expression of angelic sweetness. Bereft 
of her wits by the terrible catastrophe that killed her father, 
her monomania has a very pathetic feature ; she constantly 
has in her arms, or lying by her side, a bundle of clothes 
which she rocks and tends with care like a sick child; and 
excepting only me, and Bruneau, my man-servant, whom 
she knows, all other men are to her doctors whom she con- 
sults and obeys as if they were oracles. A sort of crisis 
which occurred some time ago convinced Horace Bianchon, 
the prince of medical science, that if the reality of, mother- 
hood could but take the place of this long dream, her reason 
would-be completely restored. And would it not be a 
pleasing task to bring light again to the spirit where it is 
only under a cloud ? And does it not strike you that the 
bond of relationship that nature has created between you, 
points you • out especially as the means to effect that cure, 
of which, as I repeat, neither Bianchon 'nor the other emi- 


The Middle Chsses 507 

nent men with whom he has held consultation have the 
smallest doubt ^ 

‘Now, I will take you to Lydie, but be careful to play 
your part as a medical man, for the only risk of roustng 
her from her habitual gentleness arises from not falling in 
with her one idea — her fancy for taking advice ’ 

After passing through several rooms, la Pcyrade and his 
leader were just going into that where Lydie usuallj sat 
when she did not want more space for walking up and down 
to soothe her imaginary infant, when they suddenly paused 
at hearing a few chords struck in masterly style on a piano 
of the finest tone 

‘What is that ? * asked la Peyrade 

‘ It IS Lydie playing,’ replied Corentin, with what might 
be called paternal pride ‘She is an admirable musician, 
and though she no longer writes charming compositions, 
as she used to do in the time before her wits went astray, 
she can stil! often compose, as she plays, airs which go to 
my soul — the soul of Corentin,’ said the old man, smiling 
‘ That, I fancy, is high praise of the performer But we 
will sit down and listen , if we were to go in, the music 
would come to an abrupt end, and the consultation would 
at once begin ’ 

La Peyrade was amazed as he beard an improvised fanta- 
sia m which a rare combination of inspiration and science 
opened to his impressionable soul a source of emotion as 
deep as it was unexpected Corentin was delighted at the 
astonishment expressed by the Provencal, who gave vent to 
It in repeated exclamations , and the old man, eager to cry 
up his property, did the same 

‘ That IS good playing, heh ? * said he ‘ Liszt cannot 
compare with her ’ 

After a veiy lively scherzo, the player began with a 
prelude adagio 

‘ Aha, she is going to sing,* said Corentin, recognising 
the air. 
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‘Then she sings, too? * Like Pasta and Malibran. 
Just listen to that ! ’ 

And in fact, after a few introductory bars in arpeggios^ 
a thrilling voice was heard which seemed to stir the Pro- 
vencal to the very depths of his being. 

‘ How sensitive you are to music,’ said Corentin ; ‘ you 
were made for each other.’ , 

La Peyrade, with a gesture, exhorted him to silence, and 
as the song went on, his agitation increasing every moment, 
at last made him exclaim : — 

‘ Good heavens ! It is the same air, the same voice ! ’ 
Corentin was amazed. 

‘ Do you mean to say,’ he asked, ‘ that you have already 
seen and heard Lydie ? ’ 

‘ I do not know — I cannot think it — ’ replied la Pey- 
rade in a broken voice, ‘ and in any case it is long, very long 
ago — and yet, that song — that voice — I fancy — ’ 

‘ Come in,’ said Cofentin. 

And hastily opening the door, he drew in the Provencal. 
Lydie, her back to the door, and hindered by the noise 
of the piano from hearing the door opened, did not observe 
their entrance. 

‘ Look,’ said Corentin ; ‘ have you any recollection of her ? ’ 
La Peyrade went forward a few steps, and as soon as he 
could see the crazy girl’s side face : — 

‘ It is she ! ’ he cried, wildly clasping his hands over his head. 
‘ Silence ! ’ cried Corentin. 

But at Theodose’s exclamation, Lydie looked round, and 
addressing herself to Corentin : — 

‘ How unkind and annoying you are,’ said she, ‘ to dis- 
turb me so. You know 1 cannot bear to be listened to — 
oh no ! ’ she added, catching sight of la Peyrade in his black 
coat j ‘ for you have brought me the doctor. I was going 
to ask you to send for him. The child has never ceased 
crying all the morning. I have tried to sing her to sleep, 
but it is of no use.’ 
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And she hurried off to a corner where she had contrived 
a sort of cnb with tuo chairs and some sofa cushions, and 
came back with what she called her child 

While with one hand she held her precious burthen, as 
she came up to Ii Pc)rade, with the other — her c)cs fixed 
on the creation of her cra^j brain — she was arranging the 
cap of wh?t she called her darling baht But as she 
approached Thcodosc, he, trembling and w hitc, w iih a fixed 
gaze that now full) recognised iMadcmoiselle dc la Pc^rade, 
retired step by step in evident terror, and did not pause till 
a chair behind him stopped his progress and made him lose 
his balance, receding him as he dropped 

So cle\cra man as Corentm, knowing as he did c%cr) 
detail of the dreadful traged) m w hich L) die had lost her 
reason, had already guessed and understood the truth , but 
It was his intention to leaxe the broad light of cxidcncc to 
fall on this terrible darkness ‘Look, Doctor/ said Lydie, 
unwrapping the bundle and sucking the pins between her 
lips as she took them out one by one, ‘docs not she grow 
visibly thinner > * 

La Peyrade was incapable of speech , bis face hidden in 
his handkerchief, he was breathing in short gasps which 
would not have allowed of his uttering a word 

Then, with the feverish impatience of her mental dis- 
order . — 

‘Look at her, look at her'* said she, vehemently seizing 
la Peyrade's arm and forcing him to rcieal his features — 
‘ Good God ' * she cried is she saw his face 

And dropping the bundle, she started back Her e) ej> 
grew haggard , she passed her pale hands over her brow 
and through her hair, tossing it in disorder, and seemed to 
be making a frantic effort to revive some dormant and stub- 
born memory in her mind 

Then, like a startled filly that comes close to examine an 
object that has terrified it, she slowly came close to the 
Provencal, and bending over him to see his face more 
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clearly, while he held it down and tried to hide it from her, 
in the midst of perfect silence she studied his features for 
some seconds. Suddenly she uttered a fearful shriek, she 
flew for refuge to Corentin’s arms, and clinging to him 
with frenzy she cried aloud, — 

‘Save me, save me! It is he — the wretch — the vil- 
lain I It was he who did it all.’ ^ 

And with extended finger she seemed to nail the wretched 
object of her aversion to the spot. 

After this outburst she stammered a few incoherent 
words, her eyes closed. Corentin felt the muscles relax, 
which a moment before had gripped him like a vice, and 
Lydie sank into his arms unconscious, while la Peyrade, 
completely unnerved, never even thought of giving his 
assistance in supporting her and laying her on the sofa. 

‘ Do not stay here. Monsieur,’ said Corentin. ‘ Go to 
my study and I will presently join you there.’ 

A few minutes later, having left Lydie to the care of 
Kate and Bruneau, and despatched Perrache post-haste for 
Doctor Bianchon, Corentin came to la Peyrade. 

‘You see. Monsieur,’ said he, very gravely, ‘that while 
following up the scheme of the marriage with a sort of 
frenzy, I was fulfilling the will of God.’ 

‘ Monsieur,’ said la Peyrade in a contrite tone, ‘ I ought, 
indeed, to confess to you — ’ 

‘ It is unnecessary,’ interrupted Corentin. ‘ There is 
nothing that you can tell me; on the contrary, it is I 
who have much to tell you. Old Peyrade, your uncle, in 
the hope of making a fortune for his daughter, whom he 
idolised, had meddled in a private case — a thing which you 
’ will never do if you take my advice, a difficult affair to 
manage. In the course of' his proceedings in this business, 
he met the man, Vautrin, of whom you were speaking yes- 
terday, and who had not then joined our ranks as he has 
done since. Your uncle, clever as he was, was no match 
in the field against that man, who, indeed, rejected no means 
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in the sphere of his action, neither murder, nor poison, nor 
rape. To cripple your uncle’s powers, Lydie was not indeed 
carried off, but tempted away from her father’s house, and 
taken to what <eemed to be a decent place, where for ten 
days she was kept shut up , still she was in no great alarm 
as to her detention and her father’s non-appearance, she 
had been per'juaded to believe that everything was done by 
his orders, and, as you remember. Monsieur, she could sing ’ 
‘ Oh * ’ groaned la Peyrade, covering his face with his 
hands 

‘ Held as a hostage,’ Corentin went on, ‘ the unhappy 
girl, in the event of her father’s failing to do what was 
required of him within ten days, was to meet a terrible 
fate A narcotic and a man were to play the part of the 
executioner with the daughter of Sejanus ’ 

‘Monsieur, have pity, have pity — ’ cried Theodose 
‘ I told you yesterday,’ said Corentin, ‘ that you had on 
your conscience perhaps other things still worse than the 
Thuilliers’ house l But you were then so young and with- 
out experience , you had brought from your native province 
the vehement brutality and fever of the south, which, on 
occasion, plunges blindly onward. Also, your relationship 
to the victim had become known, and to the artists m 
crime who were plotting the rum of this new Clarissa Har- 
lowe, there was a refinement of barbarity so fascinating in 
using you as their instrument that a more experienced man 
than you could not have hoped to escape the intrigues of 
which you were the object. Happily, in all this appalling 
business. Providence hindered any irreparable mischief. 
The same drug, according to its application, may deal 
death or restore health ’ 

‘ But shall I not be to her an object of horror ^ Will 
the reparation you suggest to me be in any way possible ? ’ 
‘The doctor, sir,* said Kate, opening the door. 

‘ How IS Mademoiselle Lydic ^ * asked la Peyrade anx- 
iously. 
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‘Quite calm,’ replied Kate. ‘And just now, when to 
persuade her to go to bed, which she did not want to do, 
saying that she was quite v/ell,.I brought her the bundle of 
clothes. “ What do you think I can do with that, my poor 
Kate ? ” said she, looking quite puzzled. “ If you want 
me to play with a doll,” said she, “get me one that is a 
little better made than that.” ’ 

‘You see,’ said Corentin, grasping the Provencal’s hand; 
‘you will have been Achilles’ spear.’ 

And he left the room with Kate to speak with Bianchon. 

Theodose, left to himself, had been sitting for some time 
lost in such reflections as may be imagined, when the study 
door was thrown open and ‘ Bruneau, the man-servant, ad- 
mitted Cerizet. 

On seeing la Peyrade : — 

‘ Aha ! ’ cried he, ‘ I knew that sooner or later it would 
come to this, and you would call on du Portail. Well, and 
how is the marriage getting on ? ’ 

‘ It is of yours that we are expecting news,’ replied the 
Provencal. 

‘ So you have heard of it ? ’ said Cerizet. Well, yes, 
my dear boy. All things must have an end after a 
long voyage on the stormy seas. You know who the 
bride is ? ’ 

‘Yes, a young actress. Mademoiselle Olympe Cardinal, 
a protegee of the Minards, who are to give her thirty 
thousand francs on her marriage.’ 

‘ And that added to thirty thousand promised me by du 
Portail when your marriage comes olF, and to the twenty- 
five thousand which I got out of your other marriage which 
did not come off, make a snug little round sum of eighty- 
five thousand francs. With that, and a pretty wife, a man 
must be misguided indeed if he cannot try a little specula- 
tion now and again. But first and foremost I have a little 
matter to settle with you. Du Portail, who is too busy to 
see me, sent me to you on purpose that we should hit on 
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some way of interfering with ThuiUier’s return to Parlia- 
ment. Have you any scheme to that end ? * 

‘Ko, and I may frankly confess that in the frame of 
mind resulting from the conversation I have just had with 
Monsieur du Portail, 1 do not feel equal to any great effort 
of invention/ 

‘ Matters s^and thus/ Cerizet went on. ‘The Govern- 
ment has another candidate in view who has not yet made 
much show, because there have been difficulties in the way 
of ministerial arrangements with him. Meanwhile Thuil- 
lieris canvass has made some progress i Minard, who had 
been relied on to make some diversion, has stupidly re- 
mained in his corner j the seizure of your pamphlet gave 
your dull nominee a certain aroma of popularity. In short, 
the Ministry are very much afraid lest he should succeed, 
and nothing could disgust them more than his election. 
Pompous idiots like Thuillier are a dreadful nuisance in the 
opposition j like jugs without handles, you never know 
where to hold them/ 

‘ Monsieur Cerizet/ said la Peyrade, assuming a patron- 
ising tone, and curious, too, to know how far his man was 
admitted to Corentin*s confidence, ‘ you seem to me sin- 
gularly well informed as to the private feelings of the Gov- 
ernment; pray, have you found your way to a certain office 
in the Rue de Grenelle ? * 

‘ No. All I have told you — for it would seem that we 
no longer say iu to each other — I heard from du Portail,* 
said Cerizet, using the more formal vous. 

‘ Indeed,’ answered la Peyrade, lowering his voice, * and 
who and what exactly is du Portail, since you have been 
on intimate terms with him for some time ? ’ (and pt Ceri- 
zet’s hint, he resumed the /a). ‘ So clever a fellow as you 
must have got to the bottom of a man who, between you 
and roe, seems to have something very mysterious about 
him.’ 

* My dear friend,’ replied Cerizet, ‘ du Portail is a dc- 
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cidedly superior .man. He is a sharp old customer, who 
has, I fancy, been employed in the management of the 
crown lands ; or, he may have been governor of some of 
the departments that were absorbed at the fall of the empire 
— the Department of the Dyle or the Doire, for instance, 
or Sambre-et-Meuse, or the Deux-Nethes.’ 

‘ Aye,’ said la Peyrade. , 

‘ Then, I imagine,’ continued ■ Cerizet, ‘ he must have 
feathered his nest, and having a natural daughter, he very 
ingeniously made for himself a little philanthropical step- 
ping-stone, by giving out that she is the child of a friend 
of his- named Peyrade, and that he had adopted her. And 
then, to bear out the probability of the tale, your name of 
la Peyrade suggested the idea of your marriage — since, 
after all, she must marry somebody.’ 

‘Well and good; but how do you account for his inti- 
mate knowledge of the wishes of the Government, and his 
interest in the election ? ’ 

‘ Nothing can be more natural,’ replied Cerizet. ‘ Du 
Portail is a man who loves money and who loves meddling ; 
he has done some little service, as an amateur, to Rastignac, 
the great electoral wire-puller; they are, I think, from the 
same part of the country. The other, in return, gives him 
information that enables him to gamble in stocks.’ 

‘ Was it he who told you all this ? ’ asked la Peyrade. 

‘What do you take me for?’ replied Cerizet. ‘I play 
the simpleton to the good old man, from whom, as you see, 
I have extracted a promise of thirty thousand francs. I 
growl, but I make Bruneau talk, the old man-servant. You 
can get into the family, my dear fellow ; du Portail is enor- 
mously rich ; he will get you jnade Sous-prefet ; and from 
that to be a Prefet, with such a fortune as you will have, 
is but a step, as you understand.’ 

‘ I am much obliged for your information,’ said la Pey- 
rade ; ‘ at any rate, I shall know which foot I stand on. 
But how did you first know him ? ’ 
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‘ Oh, that js a very long stor) By mv intervention he 
recovered a large quantity of diamonds that had been stolen 
from him * 

At this moment Corentm returned 
‘ All IS going on well,* said he to la Pejrade * Her rea- 
son seems to be graduall) returning Bianchon, to whom 
I was oblige^ to explain everything, wishes to talk to )ou 
So, my dear Monsieur Cenzet, we must put off our little 
consideration of Thuillier’s affairs till this evening ’ 

‘ Well, here he is at last,* said Ctnzct, slapping la Pey- 
rade on the shoulder 

‘Yes,* said Corentm, ‘and )ou know what I promised 
you ? You may rely on getting it * 

Cenzet went off in high spirits 

On the day following this, when Corentm, la Peyrade, 
and Cenzet were to have held council, with a view to 
establishing a state of siege about Thuilher's nomination 
— the candidate himself was discussing with his sister the 
letter m which Theodose announced his resignation of all 
claims to Celeste’s hand, being more especially exercised 
by the postscript, which hinted that the Provencal might 
also retire from the post of cditor-in-chief of the news- 
paper At that moment Hcnn came in to inquire whether 
he could see Monsieur Cenzet 

Thuilher’s first impulse was to get rid of this unexpected 
visitor However, on thinking the matter over, it occurred 
to him that in the dilemma in which la Peyrade might leave 
him at any minute, Cenzet might prov e a valuable assistant 
Consequently he said that he was to be shown m 

At the same time, his welcome was very cool, with a hint 
of expectancy Cenzet, on his part, came in unabashed, as 
a man who has calculated the consequences of the step he 
has taken 

‘Well, my dear sir,’ said he to Thuilher, ‘are you begin- 
ning to see daylight with regard to Monsieur de la Peyrade ^ 
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‘ What do you mean by -that ? ’ asked the old beau. 

‘ Well,’ said Cerizet, ‘ the man who, after trying a thou- 
sand intrigues to marry your goddaughter, suddenly breaks 
off the engagement, as he will one day break through the 
contract he made you sign, giving him the lion’s share in 
the editorship of the newspaper, can hardly, as it seems to 
me, be the object of such blind confidence on your part 
as he has been hitherto.’ 

‘ Then you have some definite information as to la Pey- 
rade’s intending to cease working with me on the news- 
paper ? ’ asked Thuillier eagerly. 

‘No,’ replied the usurer. ‘On the terms that now exist 
between us, as you may suppose, I have not seen him, and 
still less am I in his confidence. 'But, to draw an infer- 
ence, I have only to start from the man’s well-known char- 
acter 5 and you may regard it as certain that from the 
moment when he believes it to be to his advantage to part 
company, he will simply cast you oflF as he would an old 
coat. , I have gone through it all and speak from experi- 
ence.’ 

‘Then you had dealings with him before this business 
of the newspaper ? ’ said Thuillier. 

‘I should think so, indeed!’ answered Cerizet. ‘That 
business over the house that he got you mixed up in was 
started by me in the first instance. He was to put me in 
communication with you, and get me the first lease of 
the house for subletting j but the unlucky story of the 
raised bid leaked out, and he took advantage of it to swin- 
dle me and keep all the profits in his own hands.’ 

‘ The profits I ’ remarked Thuillier. ‘ I do not see that 
they amounted to much, and with the exception of the 
marriage, which he now refuses — ’ 

‘What!’ cried the usurer. ‘Ten thousand francs that 
he got out of you to begin with on the excuse of that Cross 
which you are still waiting for, and then twenty-five 
thousand due to Madame Lambert, for which you stood 
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security, and that you are likely enough to pay like a 

gentleman.’’ . . - i_ 

‘What doThear?’ cried Brigitte, in a fury. ‘You have 
stood security for twenty-five thousand francs ? 

‘Yes, Mademoiselle,* said Cerizet. ‘There was a mys- 
tery behind that transaction, — the woman had no more lent 
the money than I had, — and even if I did not lay my finger 
on the true explanation, there was certainly some very dirty 
work at the bottom of it. But la Peyrade had the knack of 
whitewashing himself in your brother’s eyes, and of making 
it appear that he was both maligned and indispensable — ’ 

'* But if you have not seen Monsieur de la Peyrade since, 
how do you know that I stood security for him ? ’ inter- 
rupted Thuillier. 

‘ From the woman herself. Monsieur, who tells every- 
body that she is sure now of being paid.’ 

* Well,* said Brigitte to her brother, ‘ you do business in 
style ! ’ ' 

‘ Mademoiselle,’ Cerizet went on, ‘ I wanted to give 
Monsieur a little fright, but in reality I do not think you 
will lose anything. Without knowing exactly whom la 
Peyrade is to marry, it seems to me hardly possible that 
the lady’s family can leave him under the onerous burthen 
of two such discreditable debts ; indeed, if necessary, I my- 
self would interfere,’ 

‘ While thanking you. Monsieur, for your officious in- 
tervention,’ said Thuillier, ‘ allow me to say that it surprises 
me a little. The manner of our parting was not such as 
to justify me in expecting it.’ 

‘ Indeed,’ said Cerizet, * did you really fancy I could 
owe you a grudge for that? I was sorry for you, that was 
all. I saw that you were under the spell, and I said to 
myself that you must be left to find out la Peyrade ; but I 
knew that the day of justice would ere long dawn for me. 
With that young gentleman, a turn for the worse is never 
very long delayed.’ 
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‘ Excuse me,’ said Thuillicr, ‘ but I do not regard as a 
“ turn for the worse ” the breaking off of the marriage we 
had intended ; the rupture was in some degree by common 
consent.’ 

‘ And the predicament in which he intends to leave you 
by throwing up his post as editor-in-chief?’ said Cerizet; 
‘ and the debt for which he is making you responsible ? 
Do you regard these too as amenities ? ’ 

‘ Monsieur Cerizet,’ said Thuillier, still cautiously re- 
served, ‘as I once told la Peyrade : No man is indispensa- 
ble, and if the place of editor-in-chief to my newspaper 
should fall vacant, I am quite sure I should find many men 
eager to offer me their sendees.’ 

‘ Is that speech aimed at me ? ’ asked Cerizet. ‘ It would 
be a very bad shot ; for even if you should do me the honour 
to bid for my assistance, I could not possibly give it you. 
I was long since sickened of journalism. I had allowed 
myself, I do not know how, to be ensnared by la Peyrade 
into one more campaign with you ; but this last experiment 
being unsuccessful, I am fully determined never to be caught 
again. I came to talk to you of quite another matter.’ 

‘ Ah ! ’ said Thuillier. 

‘ Yes,’ replied Cerizet. ‘ Remembering the handsome 
way in which you treated the business of this house, in 
which you do me the honour to receive me, it occurred to 
me that I could not do better than turn to you for an affair 
of something of the same kind which happens just to have 
come in my way. But I shall not do like la Peyrade; I 
shall not say that I want to marry your goddaughter, and 
that I am doing it all out of love and devotion to you. If 
the thing comes off, I want a share in it. Then, I fancy 
that you. Mademoiselle, must find the business of sub- 
letting this large house a rather serious undertaking; for 
I observed just now that all your shops are still unlet. 
Well, if you would reconsider the question of the lease 
which la Peyrade choked off, that might be a consideration 
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in the division of profits. This, Monsieur, was the pur- 
pose of my visit, and you see that it is quite apart from the 
newspaper, which has nothing to do with it.* 

‘ But we must know first what the business is/ said 
Brigitte. 

‘ It is the exact opposite/ said Ccrizct, ‘ to the transac- 
tion you enttyed into with la Peyrade. You got this house 
for a mere song, but you were troubled by a higher bidder. 
Now, in this case, there is a farm in la Bcaucc which has 
just been sold dirt cheap, and for a small additional sum 
,you can get it for an amazingly low price.* And Ccrizct 
proceeded to set forth the detiiU of the business, which 
the reader will excuse us from repeating, seeing that they 
are, in all probability, likely to Interest him less than they 
interested Mademoiselle Brigitte. His explanation was 
clear and emphatic ; it quite captivated the old maid i 
and Thuillier, In spite of hts prejudice and distrust, was 
obliged to confess that the transaction proposed to him 
promised to turn out a capital speculation. 

< Still, we must see the place,' said Brigitte. 

It may be remembered that when in treaty for the 
house, she would not pledge herself to la Peyrade by a 
single word before inspecting the premises. 

‘ Nothing can be easier/ said Ccrizct. * 1 myself, in 
case we should not come to terms, want to know what 
I am doing, and I had intended to make a little excursion 
there one day soon, I will be at your door this afternoon, 
if you like, in a post chaise; by to-morrow morning, early, 
we shall be at the place; we will look about us, breakfast, 
and can be Home agam to-moxTow by dinner time.’ 

‘ But travelling post is very lordly,’ said Brigitte. ‘ The 
diligence, I should think — * 

‘Travelling by diligence, you never know when you 
may get to your journey’s end,* said Cerizet. ‘ And as to 
the expense, you need not worry over that. I should make 
the excursion alone, if not in your company, so I offer you 


52,0 The Middle Classes 

two seats in my chaise. Well, and then if the bargain 
is concluded, we will share all the expenses.’ 

To a miserly mind small advantages are often a deter- 
mining factor in important transactions ; after making some 
little difficulties for form’s sake, Brigitte accepted the pro- 
posed arrangement, and that same day the, trio set out on 
the road to Chartres. Cerizet had advised Thuillier' not 
to give la Peyrade notice of his intended journey, lek the 
Provencal should take it into his head to turn his absence 
to account to play him some scurvy trick. 

By five o’clock next day they were back in Paris ; the 
uncle and aunt, who in Cerizet’s presence had not been 
free to discuss the business between themselves, were of 
opinion that the purchase would be a good one. They 
had found land of prime quality, buildings and outhouses 
in good order, beasts and stock that looked sound and 
promising; and to Brigitte the ownership of a country 
estate was the crowning consecration of wealth. 

‘ Minard,’ said she, ‘ has nothing but his town house and 
some investments. We shall have land, real estate: that 
is the only way to be truly rich.’ 

Thuillier was not so much bewitched by this day-dream 
— of which the realisation was not yet in immediate 
prospect — as to lose sight of his election and his news- 
paper. His first inquiry was for the Echo which had come 
out that morning. 

‘ It has not been delivered,’ replied the servant. 

‘ That is good management ! ’ said Thuillier irritably. 

‘ The owner even is not duly served.’ 

. And though it was near the dinner hour, and after the 
long drive he was more in the mood to take a bath than 
to go to the office, Thuillier called a hackney cab and went 
off to the Rue d’Enfer. 

Here was a fresh annoyance. The next issue was 
made up. La Peyrade and all the clerks were gone; and 
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as for Cofljnct, who, released from his functions as mes- 
senger, ought to have been at his post as concierge, he had 
gone *of an errand,’ according to his wife, and had taken 
the key of the cupboard in which the surplus copies of the 
paper were kept. So it was impossible to get at the ill- 
starred print which ThuilUcr had come so far to procure. 

To depint Thuillicr's indignation is impossible. He 
marched up and down the editor’s oHice, talking aloud to 
himself, as a man does under passionate excitement. 

‘ I will turn out every man of them ’ ’ cried he, and 
we are obliged to mitigate the vigour of his furious ex- 
pressions. 

As he fulminated his anathema, there was a tap at the 
door of the room where he uttered it. 

‘ Come in,* said Thuillier, in a voice expressive of his 
irritation and rage. 

In came Minard, who threw himself into Thuillicr’s 
arms. 

‘ My dear, my admirable friend,’ the Mayor began, his 
embrace ending in a vehement hand-shaking. 

‘ What ? Why ? What has happened ? ’ asked Thuil- 
lier, understanding nothing of these ardent demonstrations. 

*My dear fellow, it is the handsomest thing. It is 
impossible to be more chivalrous and disinterested. The 
effect in the arrondissement is magnificent.’ 

‘ Of what ? again 1 ask you,* cried Thuillier, out of all 
patience. 

‘The article, the step you have taken,’ Minard went 
on ; ‘ the whole thing is so noble, so dignified.’ 

‘But what article — what step said the proprietor of 
the i.cho^ beside himself with irritation. 

‘ The article in this morning’s issue.’ 

‘This morning’s?’ 

‘Come now, do you mean to say that you wrote it in 
your sleep ; or are you heroical, as Monsieur Jourdain 
talked prose, without knowing it? ’ 
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‘ I ? ’ said Thuillier ; ‘ I have written no article. I 
have been out of Paris for twenty-four hours, and I do 
not even know what there is in to-day’s number j nor is 
there even an office boy in the place to find me a copy.’ 

‘ I have ' one,’ said Minard, producing the longed-for 
sheet out of his pocket; ‘and if you did not write the 
article, at any rate you inspired it, and the deed is done.’ 

Thuillier had snatched the paper that Minard held out 
to him, and devoured rather than read the following 
paragraph : — 

‘“For some time now the owner of this regenerate 
newspaper has endured uncomplainingly, and without reply, 
such cowardly insinuations as are poured by the venial 
press upon every citizen who, strong in his convictions, 
refuses to pass under the Caudine Forks of the existing 
powers. For some time now, a man who has given 
ample proofs of disinterestedness and self-sacrifice in the 
important functions of a Paris edile, has endured the im- 
putations of being no more than an ambitious intriguer. 
M. Jerome Thuillier, from his dignified preeminence, 
has scorned to notice these vulgar insults, till, encouraged 
by his contemptuous silence, suborned writers have dared 
to say that a newspaper, which is the outcome of the 
purest convictions and most devoted patriotism, was the 
mere stepping-stone and speculation of a man who wanted 
to be elected as a Deputy to the Chamber. 

‘ “ M. Jerome Thuillier has stood unmoved by these 
accusations, because truth and justice are long-suffering, 
and he meant to crush the reptile with one blow. The 
day of judgment is come.” 

‘The devil is in that la Peyrade ! ’ exclaimed Thuillier, 
pausing in admiration. ‘ How he hits it off! ’ 

‘ It is magnificent ! ’ cried Minard. 

Thuillier went on reading aloud. 
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‘ “ Everybody, friends and foes alike, will do M Jerome 
Thuillier the justice to admit that he has done nothing to 
court the nomination which was spontaneously offered 
to him ” 

‘ Quite true,* said Thuillier Then he again read on — 

‘ “ But, seeing that his feelings have been so shamelessly 
misrepresented, his intentions so disgracefully travestied, 
M Jerome Thuillier owes it to himself, and yet more to 
the great national party for which he is one of the humble 
combatants, to set an example which shall annihilate the 
base sycophants of power ’* 

*La Peyrade really does me great credit,' said Thuillier, 
stopping once more, ‘and I understand now why he would 
not let them send me the paper He wanted to enjoy my 
surprise Annihilate the bate sycophants of power f * he re- 
peated, and went on — 

‘“Far from founding a paper in opposition to the 
Dynasty, merely to advertise and support his nomination, 
M Thuillier, at the moment when his return seems 
favoured by the most encouraging prospects, and the most 
disheartening for his rivals, here publicly declares, in 
the most formal, definite, and irrevocable terms, that he 
withdraws from the contest — ’* 

‘What — -what is that?' cried Thuillier, thinking he 
had misread or misunderstood the words 

‘ Go on,’ said the Mayor 

And as Thuillier, with a bewildered look, seemed un- 
able to go on, Minard took the paper out of his hands, 
and read mstead and for him — 

‘ “ Withdraws from the contest and requests his sup- 
porters to transfer to M Minard, Mayor of the eleienth 
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arrondissement, his friend and colleague in the Municipal 
Council, all the votes which they seemed ready to register 
in his behalf.” ’ ' , 

‘ It is infamous ! ’ cried Thuillier, recovering his speech. 
‘You have bribed that Jesuit la Peyrade- — ’ 

‘ Do you mean to say,’ asked Minard, amazed at Thuil- 
lier’s dismay, ‘ that you had not agreed with him as to the 
contents of this article ? ’ 

‘ The villain has taken advantage of my absence ' to 
insert it in the paper. I understand now why he kept 
back my copy.’ 

‘ But, my dear fellow, that will seem a very unlikely 
story to the outside world.’ 

‘ But I tell you it is a betrayal, an abominable trick. 
Withdraw from the contest I Why should I withdraw ? ’ 

‘ Indeed, my dear sir,’ said Minard, ‘ if this is an abuse 
of confidence, I am deeply grieved ; but I have issued my 
circulars, and now I cannot help it. Luck attend the 
lucky one is all I can say.’ 

‘ Leave me,’ said Thuillier. ‘ It is a hoax paid for by 
you.’ 

‘ Monsieur Thuillier,’ cried Minard, in a fury, ‘ I advise 
you not to repeat that remark unless you are prepared to 
answer for it.’ 

Happily for Thuillier, whose profession of civic courage 
we have already heard, he was saved from a reply by Cof- 
finet, who opened the office door to announce : — 

‘A deputation of the voters of the twelfth arrondisse- 
ment.’ 

The arrondissement was represented by five gentlemen. 
A druggist, as their chief, addressed Thuillier as follows : — 

‘We have come. Monsieur, in consequence of the publi- 
cation of an article inserted in this morning’s issue of • the 
Mcho de la Bievre^ to ask you exactly what the reason and 
meaning are of that declaration, thinking it incredible that. 
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after canvassing for our suffrage, you should come just before 
the election, in a fit of quixotic puntanism, to throw our 
ranks into disorder and disunion, and probably secure the 
return of the ministerial candidate A nominee is not his 
own master, he belongs to the electors who have promised 
him the honour of their vote However,* added the orator, 
looking at J^inard, * the presence on these premises of the 
candidate you have chosen to recommend shows his con- 
nivance, I need not ask who are the dupes in this 
affair * 

‘ No, gentlemen,’ replied Thmllier, ‘ I have not retired 
from being your candidate That article was written and 
printed without my knowledge You will read my contra- 
diction to-morrow in that same paper, and at the same 
time you will learn that the wretch who has betrayed my 
confidence is dismissed from the editorship ’ 

‘So, in fact,* said the speaker, * and notwithstanding your 
announcement to the contrary, you intend still to stand as 
a candidate for the opposition ^ ’ 

‘ Yes, gentlemen, or die first • And I can only beg that 
you wiU use all your influence in the quarter to neutralise 
officially this base trickery, pending the publication of my 
most emphatic denial ’ 

‘ Good • very good * ’ said the deputation 
‘ And as to Monsieur Mmard’s presence, as my rival, on 
these premises, he is not here by my invitation, indeed, at 
the moment of your arrival I was discussing the matter 
with him in a far from friendly way * 

‘Very good, very good** said the electors once more 
So after shaking hands warmly with the druggist, Thuil- 
lier escorted the deputation to the head of the stairs 
On his return to the editor’s room he spoke — 

‘ My dear Minard,’ said he, ‘ I retract the words that 
gave you offence , but at any rate you see that my indigna 
tion was genuine ’ 

Coffinct again opened the door and announced — 
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‘A deputation of the electors of the eleventh arrondisse- 
ment.’ 

These were represented by seven persons ; a hosier, as 
spokesman for the deputation, made the following little 
speech, addressing himself to Thuillier : — 

‘ Sir, it was with the greatest admiration that we learnt 
this morning, from your paper, the great art of public 
virtue which has touched us all so deeply. By withdraw- 
ing from the contest you give proof of the rarest disinter- 
estedness, and the esteem of your fellow-citizens — ’ 

‘ Excuse me,’ said Thuillier, interrupting him, ‘ I cannot 
allow you to proceed. The article on which you are good 
enough to compliment me was inserted by mistake.’ 

^ What ! ’ said the hosier, ‘ are you not intending to 
retire ? And can you imagine that as a rival to Monsieur 
Minard, whose presence on these premises is, in that case, 
somewhat strange, you can have any hope of success ? ’ 

‘ Sir,’ said Thuillier, ‘ be so kind as to desire the electors 
to wait for to-morrow’s issue; in that I will publish the 
fullest explanations. The article printed this morning is 
the result of a misapprehension.’ 

‘ So much the worse for you. Monsieur,’ said the hosier. 
‘ You are losing an opportunity of placing yourself, in the 
opinion of your fellow-citizens, on a level with Washington 
and the other great men of antiquity.’ 

‘ Wait till to-morrow, gentlemen,’ said Thuillier. ‘ I 
am not the less obliged to you for your visit ; and when 
you know the whole truth, I hope you will not think that 
I have ceased to merit your esteem.’ 

‘It is a very queer mess,’ observed an elector in a low 
tone. 

‘Yes,’ replied another; ‘it looks rather like making fools 
of us.’ 

‘ Gentlemen, gentlemen,’ the .president remonstrated, 

‘ wait till to-morrow. W e shall then see the candidate’s 
explanations.’ 
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And the party u-iihdrcw. 

ITiuillicr would probably not have attended them beyond 
the door of the office; at any rate he was stopped by the 
arrival of la Peyrade at that verj* moment. 

‘ I have just come from your house/ said la Peyrade, In 
a familiar tone, ‘They told me I should find you here, 
my dear boy/ 

‘ And you followed me, rio doubt, to give me some cx- 
'• ■' ■ * tide )ou have taken the liberty 

M'-xactly so,' rcplietl la rcynde. ‘The ntan you know 
of, and whose far*reaehing influence you have already felt, 
confided to me yesterday, in your interest, the feeling of 
the Government, and I saw clearly that your defeat was 
inevitable. I therefore arranged (or your dignified and 
honourable retirement.* 

‘ Ver)’ good, Sir. Put you will understand that hence- 
forth you can have nothing to do with editing the paper?’ 

* I had come to tell you the very same thing.’ 

‘And also, I suppose, to settle up our little account.’ 

‘ Gentlemen,* said Minard, ‘Isce you have business to 
attend to, and 1 will take my leave.* 

‘Here arc ten thousand francs,’ said la Peyrade, ‘which 
I will beg you to hand to Mademoiselle Prigitte ; and here 
is the paper you signed as security' for the twenty-five 
thousand francs due to Madame Lambert, for w’hich I here 
have her receipt.* 

‘Quite right, Monsieur — * said Thuillicr. 

La Peyrade simply bowed and went. 

‘ Viper ! ’ said Thulllier, as he saw him depart. 

‘Cerizet hit the mark,* said la Peyrade. ‘A pompous 
Jdiot.* 

The blow struck at TbuilliePs election was fatal, but 
Minard did not benefit by it. While they were fighting 
for the suffrages of the electors, a man from the Tuileries, 
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an aide-de-camp to the King, appeared on the scene, with 
his pockets full of tobacco-licenses and such electioneering 
small change, and stole a march on the two rival candidates, 
who thought only of spiting each other. It Jieed hardly be 
said that Brigitte did not get her farm ; it was but a mirage 
conjured up to get Thuillier . out of Paris and enable la 
Peyrade to play his stroke. This, while doing, the Govern- 
ment a service, was at the same time a piece of revenge for 
all the humiliations the Provencal had suffered. 

Thuillier had his suspicions of Cerizet’s complicity ; but 
the man continued to justify himself, and by negotiating 
the sale of the £,cho de la Bievre^ which had become a per- 
fect nightmare to its hapless proprietor, he made himself 
seem as white as snow. 

The ill-starred newspaper, bought up by Gorentin, became , 
a weekly, sold on Sundays in the taverns after being con- 
cocted in the dens of the police. ' 

About a month after the scene which had proved to la 
Peyrade that an error in the past had irrevocably sealed his 
fate in the future, he had married his unhappy cousin, who 
now had long intervals of lucidity, though she could not 
entirely recover her reason till the time and conditions 
should be fulfilled which the physicians had counted on. 

One morning Gorentin and his future successor were ' 
together in the study. 

Theodose, sharing in his labours, was serving his appren-, 
ticeship for the difficult and delicate duties of his office 
under this great master. But Gorentin did not find that 
his pupil brought to his lesson so much spirit and good-will . 
as he could have wished. He saw that the sense of a 
.certain degradation weighed on la Peyrade’s soul ; time 
would heal the wound, but the scar was not yet formed. 

After opening a number of letters containing the reports 
of his agents, Gorentin just glanced through the informa- 
tion, far less often valuable than might be supposed, and 
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tossed them into a basket from which they were taken to 
be burnt in a heap. 

But to one of these reports he devoted particular atten- 
tion ; as he read it, he faintly smiled now and again, and 
when he had done he handed the document to la I*cyradc. 

* Here,* said he, ‘ this will interest you, and you will see 
that in our business, which seems to you so serious, we 
sometimes find comedy in our way. Read it aloud j it will 
amuse us.* 

Before la Peyrade had begun : — 

‘ You must know,* added Corentin, ‘ that the report 
comes to me from the man known as Henri, placed by 
Madame Komorn in ser\'icc with the Thuillicrs.* 

*So servants recommended by you,* said la Peyrade, ‘are 
among your agents ? * 

‘Sometimes,’ replied Corentin. ‘To know cvcr}’thing, 
every means must be tried ; but a vast deal of nonsense Is 
talked about such matters. It is not the fact that the 
police makes a system of such arrangements, or has ever, 
at certain times, by a sort of general enlistment of footmen 
and women-servants, spread its net throughout the private 
life of families. There is no hard and fast rule in our 
methods j we act as time and circumstances require. I 
wanted to keep an eye and car open at the Thuillicrs’, so 
I sent Madame Godollo : she on her part, to help her out, 
placed one of our men there — an intelligent fellow as you 
will perceive} but on some other occasion I might arrest 
a servant who came to tell me his master’s secrets, and by 
my intervention a warning might be sent to put the inter- 
ested party on his guard, and tell him not to trust the 
people about him.’ 

‘ “ Monsieur the Chief of the secret Police,” wrote the 
man known as Henri, “ I did not stay with the little baron. 
He is a man wholly given up to pleasure, and not once, as 
I believe, did I pick anything up in his house in the least 
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wordi reporting to you. I have found another place 
where I have seen a good many things which, as bearing 
on the mission entrusted to me by Madame de Godollo, 
may prove to be interesting. So I take’ the liberty of 
bringing them to your knowledge. The house where I 
am employed is that of an old professor, by name M. 
Picot, lodging on the first floor. Place de la , Madeleine, in « 
the house and in the very rooms formerly inhabited by my 
previous masters the Thuilliers.” 

‘ What ! ’ cried la Peyrade, interrupting himself, ‘ old 
Picot, that penniless old doltj living in those splendid 
rooms ? ’ 

‘ Aye, aye,’ said Corentin, ‘ life is full of stranger things 
than that. You will come to the explanation. Our 
correspondents — they all drown the facts in details — are 
overcareful to dot their Ps.’ — 

The man known as Henri went on ; — 

‘“The Thuilliers left these parts some time ago to 
return to their Quartier Latin. Mademoiselle Brigitte 
was never very sweet on our part of the town ; her dreadful 
want of education made her feel uncomfortable. Because 
I speak correctly she would always call me the orator, 
and she could not bear M. Pascal the concierge, seeing 
that, being, as he is, a beadle in the church of the Made- 
leine, he has some manners; and even the tradesmen, in 
the market situate at the back of the church, where she 
bought things, of course, she always had some fault to find 
with them, saying they gave themselves consequential airs, 
only because they do not use bad words as they do in the 
other markets, and laughed in her face when she beat 
down their prices. She has let her house here out and out 
to one M. Cerizet, a very ugly man with only half a nose, 
and he pays her a rent of fifty-five thousand francs a year. 
This leaseholder seems to know whaf he is about. He 
has just married an actress from one of the small theatres. 
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and he was going to settle on the first floor and establish 
himself there as well as the offices of a compan) for in- 
suring marriage portions, when M Picot armed from 
England with his wife, a vci} wealth) Englishwoman, saw 
the rooms, and offered him such a good pnee that M 
Ccrizct decided on giving them up to him And then it 
was that, bemg introduced by M Pascal the concierge, 1 
took service w ith M Picot" 

‘Monsieur Picot, mimed to a nch Englishwoman * ' 
Peyrade again put in * It is incomprehensible ! ’ 

‘Read on,* said Corentin, ‘)Ou will understand pres- 
ently ’ 

“‘My new master’s fortune is quite a long stof), and I 
will report u to )ou. Monsieur, because another person, 
which Madame de Godollo was interested in his marriage, 
IS mixed up with it alt This other person is the man 
known as Felix Phellion, who invented a new star, and in 
despair at not being able to have the young lady who was 
to have been married to M la Peyrade — him that Madame 
de Godollo tackled so smartly — " 

‘ The rascal,* said Thcodosc, ‘ how he speaks of me I 
But he does not know yet whom he has to deal with * 

Corentin had a hearty laugh, then he told la Peyrade to 
read on 

‘ “ And who in despair at not being allowed to marry her 
had gone off to England, where he was to set sail on a 
voyage round the world , just like a lover M Picot, on 
hearing he was gone, for he had been his master and was 
interested in the young man, went off at once to stop this 
silly freak, which was not so very difficult The English 
are very touchy about discoveries, and when they saw M 
Phellion coming to go on board with their own professors, 
they asked him if he had an order from the Admiralty, 
which, as he could not show, they laughed in his face, and 
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would not listen to a word, but went ofF without him for 
fear lie should know more than they do.” 

‘Your Monsieur. Henri does not think much of the 
entente cordiale^ said la Peyrade, laughing. 

‘No,’ said Corentin. ‘And in all our agents’ reports 
you will be constantly struck by their general spirit of con- 
tempt. But what is to be done ; you cannot expect that 
angels will take up' the trade of spy ? ’ 

‘“Left on the seashore, Telemaque and Mentor — ” la 
Peyrade went on — 

‘ Our men are scholars, you perceive,’ Corentin put in. 

‘ “ Were about to return to France, when M. Picot re- 
ceived a letter, such as none but an Englishwoman could 
ever write. It said that the writer had read his Theory 
of Perpetual Motion ; that she had heard of his magnificent 
discovery of a new star } that she regarded him as a genius 
at least equal to Newton, and that if the hand that penned 
these lines, with a fortune of eighty thousand pounds ster- 
ling or two millions of francs might meet his views, it was 
his to command. M. Picot liked the offer; he went to 
the place appointed by the English lady — a woman of 
forty at least, with a red nose, long teeth, and spectacles. 
The good man’s first notion had been to get her to marry his 
pupil ; but seeing at once that this was out of the question, 
before accepting for himself, he pointed out that he was an 
old man, three parts blind ; that it was not him that discov- 
ered the star, and that he had not a sou to bless himself with. 

‘ “ The Englishwoman said that Milton was not a young 
man and was stone blind ; that perhaps M. Picot had only 
a cktaract, that she knew all about it, being, as she was, a 
surgeon’s daughter, and that she would pay for the opera- 
tion ; that she was not particular about his having dis- 
covered a star; that it was the inventor of the. Theory of 
Perpetual Motion who, for ten years past, had been the 
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man of her dreams, and that to him she repeated ilic oficr 
of her hand with eight) thousand pounds sterling, or two 
millions of francs. M. Picot said that if he recovered hi> 
sight, and if the lad) would live in Pans, seeing as he had 
alwa)s hated England, he would marry her. The opera- 
tion wTis performed, and with success, and b) the end of 
three weeks the couple arrived in our capital I have all 
these details l^rom Madame's maid, with whom I am on the 
best of terms — ” 

‘You see, the conceited ape'* said Corcntin, laughing. 

‘“But the rest of what I have to tell M. le Direc- 
tcur, are facts of which I can speak as c)c-witncss, 
and to which I can take my oath. As soon as M. and 
Madame Picot had done furnishing, all tn the most sumptu- 
ous and comfortable st)Ie, m) master gave me a packet 
of invitations to dinner, to deliver to the Thuilhcr family, 
the Collevilles and family, the Minards and family, M. 
I’Abbe Gondrin, pnest of the Madeleine, in short, for 
almost all the guests that had met at a dinner when, a 
month or more ago, he had happened to drop in on the 
Thuillters, and behaved in a most extraordinary manner. 
Everybod) who got an invitation was so astonished to hear 
that the old man had married money, and was living in the 
Thuilhcrs’ apartment, that they most of them came to 
sec M. Pascal the concierge, to ask if they were not the 
victims of a hoax The information proving veritably true, 
all the company turned up in due course , but M. Picot 
himself was missing They were received by Madame 
picot, who speaks very little French, and could only say 
to each arrival, ‘ My husband will be here presently,’ and 
then could make no conversation, so that the company 
was very dull and uncomfortable At last M. Picot came 
in , everybody was amazed at seeing, not a shabby, blind 
old fellow, but a smart, hale old man, carrying his years 
gayly, like M Ferville of the Gymnast. 
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‘ ‘ I must apologise, ladies,’ says he in an airy way, ‘ for 

not -being on the spot when you arrived ; but I was at 
the Academy of Sciences watching an election — that of 
M. Felix Phellion whom you all know, and who has just 
been elected unanimously but for three votes.’ 

‘ “ This news evidently interested the company. Then 
M. Picot went on : — 

‘ ‘ I have also to apologise to you, ladies, for the rather 
strange manner of my behaviour here, in this very place, a 
few weeks ago. My excuses were in the first place my 
infirmity, the worrits of a law-suit, and an old house- 
keeper who robbed and plagued me in fifty ways, and now 
I am rid of her. Now, to-day, here you see me young 
again, made rich by the generosity of the amiable lady who 
has given me her hand, and I should be in the happiest 
frame of mind to receive you as I ought if the recollection 
of my young friend, whose fame is sealed by his election 
to the Academy, did not cast a shade of sorrow over my 
mind. We, all of us here,’ he went on raising his voice, 

‘ have been to blame as regards him. I was guilty of in- 
gratitude when he ascribed to ^me the glory of his discovery 
and the reward of his immortal labours, not thinking that 
he would afterwards be taking me to England to be the 
cause of the happiness that has come to me so late in life : 
that young lady there, whose eyes I see are full of tears, 
foolishly accused him of atheism ; that other lady, of severer 
countenance, responded sternly to a handsome proposal on 
the part of his old father, whose white hairs she should 
have treated with respect ; Monsieur Thuillier sacrificed him 
to his own ambition; Monsieur Colleville did not rightly 
fulfil his part as a father, which he ought to have chosen 
the worthiest and most honest of men to be his daughter’s 
husband ; Monsieur Minard was jealous and tried to foist ' 
his son into his place. There are only two persons here, 
Madame Thuillier and the Abbe Gondrin, who ever did 
him full justice. Well now, I ask that saintly man. 
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may we not almost doubt Divine Justice sometimes, when 
we fee that this generous young man, the victim of us all, 
is at this very hour tossed by the winds and waves, 
leaving us for three long years in anxiety as to his safe 
return.* 

* “ ‘ Providence is most powerful, Monsieur,* said the Abbe. 
‘ God will protect M. F^ix Phcllion in the midst of perils j 
and in three years I firmly hope he may be restored to his 
friends.* 

' ‘ ‘ But in three years,* said Picot, ‘ will it yet be time ? 

Will Mademoiselle Colleville wait for him ? ’ 

« “ ‘ Yes, I swear it I * cried the young lady, quite carried 
away by feelings she could not control. 

<^‘And then quite abashed she sat down and melted into 
tears. 

““And will you, Mademoiselle Thuillier,* M. Picot 
went on, ‘ and you, Madame Colleville, allow this girl to 
wait for the man who is so worthy of her ? * 

““Yes — why yes I* every one exclaimed; for M. 
Fleet’s voice, which is deep and full, and sounded as if 
there were tears in bis throat, had roused everybody’s 
feelings. 

““Then it is high time,* said M. Picot, *to grant an 
amnesty to Providence.* And coming to the door at 
- which I had my car — indeed, he was very near catching 
me: — 

‘ ‘ Announce M. Felix Phellion and family,* said he in 
a very loud voice. 

“‘And a door opened, and five or six persons came in, 
who followed M. Picot into the drawing-room. 

“‘When she beheld her lover. Mademoiselle Colleville 
fainted away; but the attack only lasted a minute or two, 
and seeing M. Felix kneeling before her, she fell weeping 
into Madame Thuillier*s arms, saying, ‘ Godmother, you 
always bid me hope f * 

‘ “ Mademoiselle Thuillier, who, as I have always felt, is 
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a very superior woman in spite of her hard nature and 
want of education, then had a happy inspiration. ; Just as 
Everybody was going into the diriing-room : One minute ! ’ 

says she. ■ ' ! .j ’ ■ , ■ 

‘ “ And going up to M. Phellion, the father : — 

‘ ‘ Monsieur,’ says she, ‘ and my. old friend, I ask you in 

the name of Mademoiselle Colleville, our adopted daughter, 
to grant her your son- in marriage, r — Monsieur ■ Felix 
.'Phellion.’ , , ’ . . - T ' • 

‘ Bravo, bravo ! ’ cried every one present. 

‘ “ ‘ Dear heaven ! ’ said M, Felix,, his eyes full, of tears. 
‘What have I done to deserve So much happiness?’ 

““You have been a good, man and a Christian .without 
knowing it,’ said the Abbe Gondrin.” ’ ‘ 


At this point la Peyrade tossed down the letter.- . • 

‘ What, you' are not going to finish it ? ’ said Coreritin, 
' picking it up. ‘ But in fact there is nothing more. Mon- 
sieur Henri confesses that the scene moved him deeply; he 
’says. that knowing the interest I formerly took in the mar- 
riage, he thought himself bound to let me know all the cir- 
cumstances ’ of itscfi/eing settled, and, as in every police 
report of any length, he ends by a request, very thinly .dis- 
guised, for a present in cash. — Nay, there- is, by the way, 
a further item of importance : The English lady, in the 
course of the dinner, seems to have made Monsieur Picot 
announce that, as she has no heirs-at-law, after her husband’s 
death and her own her whole fortune will be left to Felix, 
who, consequently, will be a very wealthy man.’ 

La Peyrade had risen arid was striding up and dovi^n the 
room. 

‘ What is the matter ? ’ asked Corentin. 

‘ Nothing,’ replied the Provencal. . 

' ‘Yes, yes, there is - something. I fancy you are a little 
envious of that young man’s good luck. But, my dear boy, 
allow me to point out to you that if you wished to. end as 
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he has done, you should have begun as he did. When I 
sent you a hundred louis to go through your law studies, 

I did not intend you’ to be my successor. I expected you 
to labour at the oar of your own boat, to be brave enough 
for hard and unrecognised toil, and then your day would ■ 
have come. But you insisted on violating Fate.’ 

‘ Monsieur ’ — said la Peyrade. 

‘I mean, hurrying her, — cutting the hay'green. You 
threw yourself into journalism, then into business j then 
you made the acquaintance of Dutocq and Cerizet ; and, 
honestly,'! think you very lucky to have reached the port 
where you have at length found refuge. Besides, you are 
not simple-hearted enough for such bliss* as is appointed for ' 
Felix to be supreme happiness to you. These middle-class 
people — ’ 

‘The middle classes said la Peyrade. ‘I know them 
now, and I have learnt to know them to my cost. They * 
are full of the greatest absurdities — ^nay, and. of great’ 
wicesj, but they have their virtues, or, to say the least’, 
estimable qualities : in them lies all the strength of our 
corrupt society.* 

‘ Tour society ? ’'Said Corcntin, smili g. ‘You speak as 
if you still belonged to its ranks. You are struck off its 
roll, my dear boy, and you must make the best of your 
billet. Governments change, societies perish or grow ‘ 
weak} but we — we rise supenor to all that, and the 
Police is eternal.* 


THE END. 



